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THE  BUCOLICS. 


ECLOGUE  I. 

TiTraua. 

M.  You,  Tityrus,  as  you  lie  under  the  covert  of  the 
spreading  beech,  are  studying  the  woodland  !Muse  on  yoiu- 
slender  reed,  while  we  are  leaving  our  country’s  borders 
and  the  fields  of  our  love — we  are  exiles  from  our 
country,  while  you,  Tityrus,  at  ease  in  the  shade,  are 
teaching  the  woods  to  resound  the  charms  of  Amaryllis. 

T.  O Meliboeu-s,  it  is  a god  who  has  given  us  the 
peace  you  see — for  a god  he  .shall  ever  be  to  me ; his 
altar  shall  often  be  wet  with  the  blood  of  a tender  lamb 
from  our  folds.  He  it  is  that  has  made  my  oxen  free  to 
wander  at  large,  and  myself  to  play  at  my  pleasure  on  my 
rural  pipe. 

M.  I do  not  grudge  you,  I.  It  is  rather  that  I wonder, 
so  groat  is  the  unsettledness  in  the  whole  country  round. 
Look  at  me  here!  I am  driving  my  goats  feebly  on 
before  me ; and  here  is  one,  Tityrus,  which  I can  but 
just  drag  along.  Why,  it  was  here  among  these  thick 
hazels  only  just  now  that  she  dropped  twiirs,  after  hard 
labour — the  last  hope  of  my  flock — alas ! on  the  bare  flint. 
Ah ! often  and  often,  I mind,  this  mischief  was  foretold 
me,  had  I but  had  sense,  by  the  lightning  striking  the  oak. 
However,  do  kindly  tell  me,  Tityrus,  who  this  god  of 
yours  is. 
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7.  That  city  which  they  call  Eome  I thought,  Meliboeus, 
was  like  this  of  ours,  where  we  shepherds  are  in  the  habit 
of  weaning  and  driving  our  young  lambs.  It  was  so 
that  I had  observed  puppies  to  be  like  dogs,  and  kids 
like  their  dams ; so,  in  short,  that  I used  to  compare  big 
things  to  little.  But  I found  her  carrying  her  head  as 
high  among  all  other  cities  as  cypresses  do  among  your 
bending  hedgerow  trees. 

M.  And  what  was  the  mighty  reason  of  your  visiting 
Eome  ? 

T.  Freedom,  which  cast  an  eye  on  me  in  my  laziness, 
late  as  it  was,  after  my  beard  was  beginning  to  look  grey 
as  it  fell  under  the  barber’s  shears.  However,  it  did  cast 
an  eye  on  me,  and  came,  though  it  was  long  first,  after 
Amaryllis  got  the  hold  she  has  of  me,  and  Galatea  took 
leave  of  me.  For,  to  tell  the  truth,  while  I was  under 
Ghilatea  I never  looked  forward  to  freedom  nor  attended 
to  my  pelf ; though  I had  many  a sheep  for  sacrifice  going 
out  of  my  folds,  and  many  a rich  cream-cheese  made  for  the 
thankless  town,  yet  my  hand  used  never  to  come  home 
with  a load  of  money  in  it. 

37.  Aye,  Amarylhs,  I used  to  wonder  why  you  were 
calling  on  the  gods  so  piteously — for  whom  it  was  that 
you  were  letting  the  apples  hang  on  their  trees.  It  was 
Tityrus  that  was  away.  Why,  Tityrus,  the  pines,  and  the 
springs,  and  the  vineyards  here,  used  all  to  call  for  you 
as  loudly  as  she  did. 

T.  IIow  could  I help  it  ? I had  no  other  way  of 
quitting  slavery,  and  no  other  place  where  I could  find 
gods  so  ready  to  help  me.  Here  it  Was,  Meliboeus,  that  I 
saw  that  youth  for  whom  I make  my  altars  smoke  twelve 
days  a year.  Here  it  was  that  I got  from  him  my  first 
gracious  answer  to  my  suit,  ‘ Go  on,  swains,  feeding  your 
oxen  as  before,  and  breeding  your  bulls.’ 
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M.  Happy  old  man ! so  j’our  land  will  remain  your 
own,  and  enougli,  too,  for  your  wants,  though  there  may 
be  bare  flints  all  over  it,  and  the  marsh  covering  the 
pastures  with  slime  and  reeds.  Still,  no  strange  fodder 
will  trouble  your  breeding  ewes— no  baleful  contagion 
from  a neighbour’s  flock  will  harm  them.  Happy  old 
man ! here  you  will  lie  among  the  streams  you  know  so 
well,  and  ihe  sacred  springs,  courting  the  coolness  of  the 
shade — from  here,  on  the  border  of  your  neighbour’s 
land,  that  hedge,  whose  willow-blossoms  are  browsed  by 
Hybla’s  bees,  shall  often  tempt  you  to  sleep,  as  it  has  ever 
done,  with  its  light  wdii.spering — from  here,  under  the 
high  rock’s  shelter,  the  dresser  shall  sing  out  into  the  air 
— while  the  hoarse  wood-pigeons,  those  favourites  of 
yours,  and  the  turtle  will  still  go  on  complaining  from  the 
skiey  elm-top. 

T.  Yes ; sooner  shall  the  stags  become  buoyant  and 
pasture  in  the  sky,  and  the  seas  leave  their  fish  bare  on 
the  shore — sooner  shall  the  Parthian  and  German  wander 
over  each  other’s  frontiers,  one  to  drink  tlie  Arar  in  his 
exile,  the  other  the  Tigri.s — than  that  gracious  look  of  his 
shall  fade  from  my  mind. 

A[.  Meanwhile  we  are  leaving  our  home  ; some  going 
among  the  thirsty  Africans,  while  others  will  reach  SeytJiia, 
and  Crete’s  swift  Oaxes,  and  Britain,  cut  oil’  utterly  from 
the  whole  world.  Tell  me,  will  there  ever  be  a day 
when  I shall  gaze  wonderingly,  after  long  years,  on  my 
native  fields,  and  the  turf-heaped  roof  of  niy  homely 
cottage,  .surveying  my  old  domains,  then,  perhaps,  a few 
ears  of  corn  ? Is  a lawless  soldier  to  be  master  of  lands 
that  I have  broken  up  and  tilled  so  well — a barbarian,  of 
such  crops  as  the.se?  See  to  what  a point  civil  discord 
has  brought  a wretched  country!  See  for  whom  it  is 
that  we  have  sown  our  fields!  Aye,  Meliboeus,  go  on 


Digitized  by  Google 


0 


THE  BUCOLICS. 


prafting  your  pears  and  setting  j'our  vines  in  rows ! 
Away,  my  goats,  away — you  that  were  once  so  happy ! 
No  more  shall  I see  you,  as  I lie  in  some  green  cavern, 
in  the  distance  hanging  from  a bi'ierj'  crag — no  more 
verses  for  me  to  sing — no  more  flowering  lucerne  and 
bitter  willow  leaves  for  you  to  crop,  my  goats,  with  me  to 
tend  you ! 

T.  This  night,  at  all  events,  you  might  rest  here  with 
me  on  a couch  of  green  leaves.  We  have  ripe  apples, 
mealy  chestnuts,  and  milk-cheeses  in  good  store ; and 
now  the  farmhouse  to])s  are  smoking  in  the  distance, 
an<I  the  shadows  are  falling  larger  from  the  mountain 
heights. 


ECLOGUE  II. 

ALE.XIS. 

Corydon,  the  shepherd,  W’as  burning  for  the  lovely 
Alexis,  his  master’s  darling,  with  no  prospect  for  his  hope. 
All  he  could  do  was  to  come  daily  among  the  thick 
beeches,  with  their  shady  summits,  and  there  all  alone 
to  pour  out  wildly  to  the  mountains  and  woods  such, 
unstudied  strains  as  these  in  unavailing  passion ; 

‘ Cniel  Alexis ! have  you  no  care  for  mj'  songs?  no  pity 
for  me  ? You  will  drive  me  to  death  at  last.  It  is  the 
hour  when  even  cattle  are  .seeking  the  shade  and  its  cool- 
ness— the  hour  when  even  green  lizards  are  sheltering 
themselves  in  the  brakes,  and  Thestylis  is  making  for  the 
reapers,  as  they  come  back  spent  with  the  vehement 
heat,  her  savoury  mess  of  bruised  garlic  and  wild  thyme; 
but  I,  as  I am  scanning  the  prints  of  your  feet,  am  left 
with  a choir  of  hoarse  cicalas  that  make  the  plantations 
ring  again  under  the  blazing  sun.  Was  there  not  satis- 
faction in  bearing  Amaryllis’s  storms  of  pa.ssion  and  her 
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scornful  humours  ? or  Mcualcas,  again — dark  as  he  was — 
fair  as  are  you  ? Do  not,  lovcHest  boy,  do  not  presume 
too  much  on  that  bright  bloom — white  privet  is  left  to 
fall,  dark  hyacinths  are  gathered  for  posies. 

‘ You  think  scorn  of  me,  Alexis,  without  even  asking 
what  I am — how  rich  I am  in  cattle,  how  overflowing  in 
milk  white  as  snow.  Why,  I have  a thousand  ewe  lambs 
straying  at  large  over  the  mountains  of  Sicily — new  milk 
never  fails  me  either  summer  or  winter.  I can  sing  as 
Amphion  of  Dirce  sang  when  calling  the  flocks  home  on 
the  Attic  Arac3mthus.  I am  not  so  unsightlj^  either — the 
other  daj'  on  the  seashore  I looked  at  mj’self,  as  the  sea 
Wii-s  standing  all  glassy  in  a calm.  I should  not  fear  com- 
peting with  Daphnis  in  your  judgment,  if  the  reflection 
never  plaj’s  false. 

‘ 0 if  you  would  but  take  a fanej^  to  live  with  me  a 
homely  country  life  in  a humble  cottage,  shooting  the 
deer,  and  driving  the  herds  of  kids  a-field  to  the  green 
mallows ! Living  with  me,  you  shall  soon  rival  Pan  in 
singing  in  the  woodland.  Pan  it  was  that  first  taught  the 
fashion  of  fastening  several  reeds  together  with  wax. 
Pan  it  is  that  cares  for  sheep  and  shepherds.  Do  not 
think  j'ou  woidd  be  sorry  to  chafe  your  lip  with  a reed 
— to  learn  this  same  les.son,  what  used  not  Amyutas  to 
go  through  ? I have  a pipe  made  out  of  seven  uneven 
hemlock  stalks,  Avhich  Damoetas  once  gave  me  as  a pre- 
sent— his  dying  words  were,  “ It  is  j'ours  now,  as  my 
next  heir.”  So  said  Damoetas.  Amyntas,  in  his  folly, 
felt  jealous.  Besides,  I have  two  young  roes,  which  I 
found  in  a dangerous  valley,  their  skins  still  sjjriukled 
with  white,  sucking  the  same  ewe  twice  a day.  I am 
keeping  them  for  you.  Thestylis,  to  be  sure,  has  been 
long  begging  to  get  them  away  from  me — and  so  she 
shall,  as  you  think  my  presents  so  mean.  Come  to  me, 
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loveliest  boy — see,  the  nyinplis  are  bringing  baskeLsful 
of  lilies,  all  for  you — for  you,  the  fair  naiad  plucks  yellow 
violets  and  poppy  heads,  and  puts  them  with  the  narci."<.«U3 
and  the  fragrant  fennel  flower,  twines  them  with  casia 
and  otlier  pleasant  plants,  and  picks  out  the  delicate 
hyacinth  with  the  yellow  marigold ! I will  gather  you 
myself  quinces  with  their  soft  white  down,  and  chestnuts, 
which  my  Amarjdlis  used  to  love  so,  and  put  in  waxen 
plums — this  fniit,  too,  shall  come  in  for  honour.  You, 
too,  I will  pluck,  ye  bays,  and  you,  myrtle,  that  always 
go  with  them — so  placed  you  make  a union  of  sweet 
smells. 

‘ Coiydon,  you  are  nothing  but  a clown.  Alexis  cares 
nothing  for  such  presents  ; nay,  if  presents  are  to  be  yonr 
weapons,  lollas  will  not  yield  the  day  to  you.  Alas,  ahus  ! 
what  wretched  wish  have  I been  forming  ? I have  been 
madman  enough  to  let  the  south  wind  into  mj’'  flower- 
beds, and  the  boam  into  my  clear  springs.  Do  you  know 
whom  y(ju  are  flying  from,  infatuate  as  you  are  ? Why, 
even  the  gods  have  lived  in  the  country,  aye,  and 
Dardan  Paris.  Leave  Pallas  to  live  by  henself  in  the 
great  city  towns  she  has  built ; let  us  love  the  country 
beyond  any  other  place.  The  grim  lione.ss  goes  after  the 
wolf,  the  wolf,  for  his  part,  after  the  goat,  the  playfid  goat 
after  tlie  llowcring  lucerne,  Coiydon  after  you,  Alexis — 
each  is  drawn  by  his  jieculiar  pleasure.  Look,  the  bullocks 
are  drawing  home  the  plough,  with  its  share  slung  up, 
and  the  sun,  as  he  withdraws,  is  doubling  the  lengthening 
shadows — yet  still  love  is  burning  me  up — for  how  should 
there  be  any  stint  for  love?  Ah,  Corj'don,  Coiydon! 
what  madness  has  possessed  you  ? Here  are  your  vines 
half-pruned,  and  the  elms  they  hang  on  overgrown  with 
leaves.  Come,  you  had  better  set  about  plaiting  out 
some  work  for  needful  occasions  with  twigs  or  pliant 
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rushes.  You  will  fiiul  another  Alexis,  though  the  pre.sent 
one  may  scorn  you.’ 


ECLOGUE  III. 


P.G..E.MOX. 

M.  Tell  me,  Dama'tas,  whose  cattle  ? MelilxKus’s  ? 

D.  No;  but  iEgon’s.  They  were  ju.st  now  handed  over 
to  me  by  Ailgon. 

M.  Poor  creatures,  always  unlucky ! lie  is  courting 
Neasra,  all  afraid  that  she  will  be  prefen-iug  me  to  him, 
while  his  hireling  performs  a shepherd’s  duty  by  milking 
the  sheep  twice  an  hour,  and  so  the  cattle  are  robbed  of 
their  life  juice,  and  the  lambs  of  their  milk. 

* « * « 

M.  Aye,  of  course,  when  they  saw  me  with  my  felon- 
knife  notching  Micon’s  plantations  of  young  vines. 

D.  Or  rather,  we  will  say,  by  the  old  beeches  here, 
when  you  broke  Daphnis’s  bow  and  arrows,  which  you 
were  vexed  about  at  the  time — you,  with  your  crooked 
ways — when  )"ou  saw  the  boy  got  his  present,  and  after- 
wards, if  you  had  not  found  some  way  of  spiting  him,  j'ou 
would  have  died. 

M.  What  are  masters  likely  to  do,  if  knaves  venture 
so  far?  Did  not  I see  you,  you  scoundrel,  snapping  up 
stealthily  Damon’s  goat,  while  his  mongrel  was  barking 
furiously  ? And  then,  when  I was  calling  out,  ‘ Where’s  he 
off  to  now  ? Tityrus,  muster  j'our  tiock ! ’ you  skulked 
behind  the  sedge. 

1).  Wliy,  after  a fair  beating  in  singing,  was  he  not  to 
pay  me  the  goat  which  my  pipe  had  earned  for  me  by 
its  songs  ? If  you  must  know,  that  goat  was  mine,  ami 
Damon  owned  it  to  me  himself,  but  stud  he  would  not 
pay. 
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M.  You  beat  him  in  singing  ? Wliy,  had  you  ever  a 
pipe  jointed  with  wax?  Used  you  not  to  perform  at  the 
eimsings,  executing  vile,  miserable  songs,  like  an  un- 
educated dolt,  as  you  are,  on  a screaking  straw  ? 

D.  Well,  what  do  3^011  sa3'  to  our  tr3’ing  together  what 
each  is  made  of,  turn  and  turn  about  ? This  heifer — 
don’t  back  out  of  it — she  comes  twice  a day  to  the  milk- 
pail  and  suckles  a coujile  of  calves — shall  be  my  stake. 
Do  you  name  what  wager  you  will  go  in  upon. 

M.  Why,  out  of  my  flock  I dare  not  stake  anything 
with  you.  The  fact  is,  I have  a father  at  home,  a}"e,  and 
I have  a harah  step-mother ; both  count  the  flock  twice  a 
day,  and  one  of  them  the  kids  too.  But  I will  make 
what  3'ou  will  yourself  own  to  be  a greater  venture,  as 
you  are  minded  to  play  so  mad  a game.  I will  stake  a 
pair  of  cups  of  bccchwood,  the  embossed  work  of  the 
divine  Alcimedon  ; the  plastic  graving-tool  has  wreathed 
them  round  wnth  a limber  vine,  entwdned  wdth  spreading 
clusters  of  pale-yellow  ivy.  In  the  field  there  are  two 
figures,  Conon  and — who  was  the  other,  who  mai'ked  out 
with  his  rod  the  whole  heavens  for  mankind,  that  they 
might  know’  the  seasons  wdiich  the  reaper  and  the  stoop- 
ing ploughman  w'ere  to  have  for  their  owm?  I have 
not  yet  put  my  lips  to  them  either,  but  keep  them  in 
store. 

]).  Yes.  I have  tw’o  cups,  too,  made  for  me  b}'  the 
same  Alcimcxlon,  who  has  clasped  their  handles  with 
])liant  acanthus,  and  drawm  Oqfiieus  on  the  field  and  the 
woods  going  after  him.  I have  not  3’et  put  my  lips  to 
them  either,  but  keep  them  in  store.  However,  if  3’ou 
once  look  to  the  heifer,  you  wdll  have  nothing  to  sii}’  for 
the  cups. 

M.  You  are  not  going  to  run  aw’ay  this  time.  I wdll 
meet  3’ou  wherever  you  appoint — only  let  there  be  some 
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one  to  hear  us.  Palajmon — don’t  you  see  liim  coming 
up  ? — will  do.  I will  take  care  that  you  challenge  no- 
body to  sing  for  the  future. 

D.  Nay,  come  on,  if  you  can  ; there  will  be  no  hinder- 
ance  on  my  side.  I don’t  run  away  from  anybody — only, 
neighbour  Pala;mon,  give  your  best  attention  to  this : it 
is  no  trifling  matter. 

P.  Sing,  then,  now  that  we  are  seated  on  the  soft  grass. 
It  is  the  time  when  every  field  and  every  tree  is  yielding 
its  fruit ; the  time  when  the  woods  are  in  leaf,  and  the 
year  is  at  its  loveliest.  Begin,  Danimtas ; you  follow 
him,  ^lenalcas.  You  shall  sing  by  turns  ; singing  by 
turns  is  what  the  Muses  love. 

D.  Jove  shall  be  our  first  word,  Muses.  Jove  is  the 
filler  of  all  things : he  makes  the  earth  fruitful,  and  he 
has  a thought  for  verses  hke  mine. 

M.  I am  Phoebus’s  favourite.  Phoebus  always  finds  with 
me  his  own  peculiar  presents,  the  bay  and  the  sweet 
ruddy  hyacinth. 

D.  Galatea  flings  an  apple  at  me,  like  a saucy  girl,  as 
she  is,  and  then  runs  ofl'  to  the  willows,  and  would  like 
to  be  seen  first. 

M.  But  I have  my  darling  Amyntas,  putting  himself 
in  my  way  umisked,  so  that  my  dogs  have  got  to  know  him 
now  as  well  as  Delia. 

D.  I have  got  a present  ready  for  my  goddess.  I have 
marked  the  spot  with  my  own  ej’es  where  the  wood- 
pigeons  have  been  building  up  in  the  sky. 

M.  I have  done  my  best  for  to-day  ; ten  golden  apples, 
picked  from  a tree  in  the  orchard,  I have  sent  my  boy ; 
to-morrow  I will  send  as  many  more. 

D.  0 the  times  Galatea  has  talked  to  me  and  the 
things  .she  has  said ! Carry  some  of  them,  ye  winds,  to 
the  ears  of  the  gods ! 
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M.  What  good  is  it  that  at  heart  you  do  not  scorn  me, 
Amyntas,  if  wliile  }'ou  are  following  the  boars,  I am 
always  watching  the  nets  ? 

D.  Send  me  Phyllis  : it  is  my  birthday,  lollas.  When 
I sacrifice  a heifer  for  the  harvest,  come  yoiu'self. 

M.  Phyllis  is  my  own  dearest  love.  Why,  she  wej)t 
on  parting  from  me,  and  dwelt  long  on  the  words,  ‘ Fare- 
well, farewell,  my  lovely  lollas  !’ 

D.  The  bane  of  the  folds  is  the  wolf,  of  the  ripe 
crops  the  rain,  of  the  trees  the  sirocco — mine  is  Amaryllis’s 
storms  of  passion. 

M.  The  joy  of  the  young  corn  is  moisture,  of  weaned 
kids  the  arbute,  of  breeding  cattle  the  limber  wdlow — 
mine  is  none  but  Am3’ntas. 

D.  Pollio  loves  mj'  muse — country-bred  though  she  be. 
Pierian  goddesses,  breed  a heifer  for  your  gentle  reader. 

M.  Pollio  writes  fresh  verses  himself.  Breed  a bull 
old  enough  to  butt  with  the  horn  and  spurn  the  sand 
with  the  hoof. 

D.  The  man  that  loves  3'ou,  Pollio,  let  him  arrive 
where  he  is  glad  to  see  you ; for  him  let  hone3^  distil,  and 
let  the  prickly  thorn-bush  bear  spices. 

M.  The  man  that  hates  not  Bavins,  let  him  love  3’otir 
verses,  Mtevius ; let  him,  moreover,  plough  with  a team 
of  foxes,  and  milk  he-goats. 

D.  You  who  gather  ilow'ers  and  strawberries  that  grow 
on  the  ground,  there  is  a cold  snake — off  with  you,  1113^ 
boys  ! — lurking  in  this  grass. 

M.  Don’t  go  on  venturing  too  far,  my  sheep  ; the  bank 
is  not  to  be  tnistcnl.  WI13',  the  ram  himself  is  just  now 
drying  his  coat. 

D.  Tityrus,  sling  awa3'  those  goats  that  are  grazing 
there  from  the  river.  I’ll  wash  them  all  m3'self  in  due 
time  at  the  spring. 
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M.  Get  your  sheep  into  tlie  sliade,  my  boj's ; if  the 
heat  steal  a march  on  tlie  milk,  as  it  did  the  other  day,  it 
Avill  be  in  vain  that  we  shall  tug  at  the  udders. 

D.  Dear,  dear,  how  lean  my  bull  is  among  those 
fattening  tares ! it  is  the  same  love  that  wastes  the  cattle 
and  the  cattle’s  master. 

M.  '^t^hese  of  mine  certainly  have  not  less  the  matter 
witli  them  either — the  flesh  scarcely  covers  the  bones ; 
it  must  be  some  one’s  evil  eye  that  bewitches  such  young 
lambs  as  mine  are. 

D.  Tell  me  in  what  country — and  you  shall  be  my 
grand  Apollo — the  horizon  is  no  broader  than  three  ells 
across. 

M.  Tell  me  in  what  country  flowers  grow  with  the 
names  of  kings  written  on  them,  and  have  Phyllis  all  to 
yourself. 

P.  I am  not  the  man  to  settle  a difference  like  this 
between  you.  You  deserve  the  lieifer,  and  so  does  he ; 
and  everyone  who  shall  either  mistrust  love’s  sweets 
or  taste  its  bitters  as  you  have  done.  Shut  OS’  the 
water  now,  my  boys  ; the  meadows  have  had  enough  to 
drink. 


ECLOGUE  IV. 

POLLIO. 

Muses  of  Sicily,  let  us  strike  a somewhat  louder  chord. 
It  is  not  for  all  that  plantations  have  charms,  or  ground- 
ling tamarisks.  If  we  are  to  sing  of  the  woodland,  let  the 
woodland  rise  to  a consul’s  dignity. 

The  last  era  of  the  song  of  Cuma  has  come  at  length  ; 
the  grand  file  of  the  ages  is  being  born  anew ; at  length 
the  virgin  is  returning,  returning  too  the  reign  of  Satiurn  ; 
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at  length  a new  generation  is  descending  from  heaven  on 
high.  Do  but  thou  smile  thy  pure  smile  on  the  birth  of 
the  boy  who  shall  at  last  bring  the  race  of  iron  to  an 
end,  and  bid  the  golden  race  spring  up  all  the  world 
over — thou,  Lucina — thine  own  Apollo  is  at  length  on 
his  throne.  In  thy  consulship  it  is — in  thine,  Pollio — 
that  this  glorious  time  shall  come  on,  and  the_  mighty 
months  begin  their  march.  Under  thy  conduct^’ any  re- 
maining trace  of  our  national  guilt  shall  become  void, 
and  release  the  world  from  tlie  thraldom  of  perpetual 
fear.  He  shall  have  the  life  of  tlie  gods  conferred  on 
him,  and  shall  see  gods  and  heroes  mixing  together,  and 
shall  himself  be  seen  of  them,  and  with  his  fether’s 
virtues  shall  govern  a world  at  peace. 

For  thee,  sweet  boy,  the  earth  of  her  own  unforced 
will  shall  pour  forth  a child’s  first  presents — gadding  ivy 
and  foxglove  eveiywhere,  and  Egyptian  bean  blending 
with  the  bright  smiling  acanthus.  Of  themselves,  the  goats 
shad  carry  home  udders  distended  with  milk ; nor  shall 
the  herds  fear  huge  lions  in  the  way.  Of  itself,  thy 
grassy  cradle  shall  pour  out  flowers  to  caress  thee.  Death 
to  the  serpent,  and  to  the  treacherous  plant  of  poisoned 
juice.  Assyrian  sjiices  shall  spring  up  by  the  wayside. 

But  .soon  a.s  thou  shalt  be  of  an  age  to  read  at 
length  of  the  glories  of  heroes  and  thy  flither’s  deeds, 
and  to  acquaint  thyself  with  the  nature  of  manly  work, 
the  yellow  of  the  waving  corn  shall  steal  gradually  over 
the  plain,  and  from  briers,  that  know  nought  of  culture, 
grapes  shall  hang  in  purple  clusters,  and  the  stubborn 
heart  of  oak  shall  exude  dews  of  honey.  Still,  under  all 
this  show,  some  few  traces  shall  remain  of  the  sin  and 
guile  of  old  — such  as  may  prompt  men  to  defy  the 
ocean  goddess  with  their  ships,  to  build  towns  with  walls 
round  them,  to  cleave  furrows  in  the  soil  of  earth.  A 
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second  Tiphys  shall  there  be  in  those  days — a second 
Argo  to  convey  the  flower  of  chivalry  ; a second  war  of 
heroes,  too,  shall  there  be,  and  a second  time  shall  Achilles 
be  sent  in  his  greatness  to  Troy. 

Afterwards,  when  ripe  years  have  at  length  made  thee 
man,  even  the  peacefid  sailor  shall  leave  the  sea,  nor 
shall  the  good  ship  of  pine  exchange  merchandise — all 
lands  shall  produce  all  things ; the  ground  shall  not  feel  the 
harrow,  nor  the  vineyard  the  pruning-hook  ; the  sturdy 
ploughman,  too,  shall  at  length  set  his  bullocks  free  from 
the  yoke  ; nor  shall  wool  be  taught  to  counterfeit  varied 
hues,  but  of  himself,  as  he  feeds  in  the  meadows,  the  ram 
shall  transfonn  his  fleece,  now  into  a lovely  purple  dye, 
now  into  saflron-yellow — of  its  own  will,  scarlet  shall 
clothe  the  lambs  as  they  graze.  Ages  like  these,  flow 
on ! — so  cried  to  their  spindles  the  Fates,  uttering  in 
concert  the  fixed  will  of  destiny. 

Assume  thine  august  dignities — the  time  is  at  length 
at  hand — thou  best-loved  offspring  of  the  gods,  august 
scion  of  Jove ! Ix)ok  upon  the  world  as  it  totters  be- 
neath the  mass  of  its  overhanging  dome — earth  and 
the  expanse  of  sea  and  the  deep  of  heaven — look  how  aU 
are  rejoicing  in  the  age  that  is  to  be ! 0 may  my  life’s  last 

days  last  long  enough  and  breath  be  granted  me  enough  to 
tell  of  thy  deeds ! I will  be  o’ermatched  in  song  by  none — 
not  by  Orpheus  of  Thrace,  nor  by  Linus,  though  that  Avere 
backed  by  his  mother,  and  this  by  his  father — Oi-phcus 
by  Calliope,  Linus  by  Apollo  in  his  beauty.  Were  Pan 
himself,  Avith  Arcady  looking  on,  to  enter  the  lists  Avith 
me.  Pan  himself,  with  Arcady  looking  on,  should  OAvn 
himself  vanquished. 

Begin,  sweet  child,  Avith  a smile,  to  take  notice  of  thy 
mother — that  mother  has  had  ten  months  of  tedious  sick- 
ness and  loathing.  Begin,  sweet  child — the  babe  on  whom 
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never  parent  smiled,  never  grew  to  deserve  the  table  of 
a god  or  the  bed  of  a goddess ! 


ECLOGUE  V. 

DAI’HXIS. 

Me.  Why  not  sit  down  togetlier,  Mopsus,  as  we  happen 
to  have  met,  both  good  in  our  way — you  at  filling  slender 
reeds  with  your  breath,  I at  singing  songs — here  among 
this  clump  of  elms  and  hazels  ? 

Mo.  You  are  my  elder ; you  have  a right  to  give  me 
the  word,  Menalcas,  whether  we  should  retire  under 
those  flickering  shades  which  the  zephyrs  keep  agitating, 
or  rather  into  the  cave.  See  how  the  cave  is  covered  by 
the  wild  vine’s  straggling  tendrils. 

^fe.  In  these  hills  of  ours  you  have  no  rival  but 
Amyntas. 

Mo.  What  if  he  were  to  rival  Phoebus,  too,  for  the  prize 
of  singing  ? 

^[e.  You  go  on  first,  Mopsus.  If  you  happen  to  have 
any  song  about  Phyllis’s  flame,  or  Alcon’s  glories,  or 
Cotlrus’s  quarrels,  go  on.  Tityrus  will  look  after  the 
kids  while  grazing. 

Mo.  I would  rather  try  my  hand  at  some  versos  which 
I wrote  out  the  other  day  on  the  green  beechen  bark, 
and  set  them  to  music,  with  marks  for  the  flute  and  voice. 
When  I have  done,  put  on  my  rival,  Amyntas. 

Me.  As  far  as  the  limber  willow  is  below  the  yellow- 
green  olive,  or  the  groundling  Celtic  nard  below  the 
bright  red  rose-beds,  so  far  in  my  judgment  does  Amyntas 
rank  lower  than  you. 

Mo.  Well,  my  boy,  say  no  more;  we  are  getting  into 
the  cave. 
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Over  Daphiiis,  cut  off  by  so  cruel  a fate,  the  nymphs 
were  weeping ; hazels  and  rivers,  you  heard  the  nymphs, 
when  his  mother,  clasping  her  son’s  piteous  corpse,  is 
crying  out  on  the  crueltj’^  of  the  gods  and  the  stars,  as 
only  a mother  can.  None  were  there  in  those  dreary 
days,  Daphnis,  to  feed  the  oxen,  and  drive  tliem  down 
to  the  cool  streams ; no  beast  was  there  that  tasted  the 
river,  or  touched  the  blades  of  grass.  Daphnis,  thy  death 
drew  groans  even  from  the  lions  of  Carthage,  so  say  the 
echoes  of  those  wild  mountains  and  forests.  Daphnis, 
too,  it  was  that  set  the  fashion  of  harnessing  the  tigers  of 
Armenia  to  the  car.  Daphnis,  that  showed  how  to  bring 
on  companies  of  Bacchanals,  and  twine  quivering  spear- 
shafts  with  soft  foliage.  As  the  vine  is  the  glory  of  the 
trees  it  clasps,  .as  the  grapes  of  the  vine,  as  the  bull  of 
tlie  herd,  as  tlie  standing  corn  of  the  fruitful  field,  thou 
and  thou  alone  art  the  gloiy  of  those  who  love  thee. 
Since  the  Fates  have  swept  her  off.  Pales  has  taken  her 
leave  of  the  country,  aye,  and  Apollo  his.  Often  now-a- 
days,  in  the  very  furrows  to  whose  care  we  give  our 
largest  barley  grains,  we  see  growing  ungenerous  darnel 
and  unfruitful  oats.  In  place  of  the  delicate  violet  and  the 
dazzling  bright  narcissus  springs  up  the  thistle,  and  the 
thorn  with  its  sharp  spikes.  Sow  the  turf  with  flowers,  em- 
bower the  springs  in  shade,  ye  shepherds ! It  is  Daphnis’ 
charge  that  this  should  be  done  for  him ; and  raise  a tomb, 
and  to  the  tomb  append  a verse,  ‘ Here  lie  I,  Daphnis, 
the  woodlander,  whose  name  is  known  from  here  to  the 
stars ; a lovely  flock  I had  to  keep,  but  I was  more  lovely 
tlian  they.’ 

Me.  Sweet  is  your  strain  to  my  ears,  heavenly  poet,  as 
is  sleep  to  tired  limbs  on  the  grass,  as  is  the  quenching 
of  thirst  in  mid-day  heat  in  the  stream  where  sweet 
waters  play.  It  is  not  only  in  piping,  but  in  singing  that 
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you  match  your  teacher.  Happy  shepherd  boy ! now  you 
will  be  his  fitting  successor.  Still,  however,  I will  sing 
you  in  turn,  as  I best  may,  a strain  here  of  my  own,  and 
will  exalt  your  Daplmis  to  heaven.  Yes,  Daphnis  I will 
carry  up  to  heaven.  I,  too,  was  beloved  by  Daphnis. 

Mo.  As  if  there  were  anything  I should  value  more  than 
a boon  like  this.  That  glorious  boy  was  a theme  worthy 
of  an5’one’s  song,  and  Stimicon  ere  now  has  dwelt  to  me 
with  rapture  on  those  strains  of  yours. 

Me.  Dazzling  in  beauty  himself,  Daphnis  is  now  mar- 
velling at  the  strange  splendour  of  heaven’s  threshold  as 
he  crosses  it,  and  looking  down  on  the  clouds  and  stars 
under  his  feet,  whereat  a wild  and  eager  rapture  is  taking 
hold  of  the  woods  and  the  rest  of  rustic  life,  seizing  on 
Pan  and  the  shepherds,  and  the  Diyad  maids.  No  more 
does  the  wolf  plan  surprises  for  the  cattle  or  the  snares 
for  the  deer,  for  they  know  that  the  gracious  Daphnis 
loves  all  to  be  at  peace.  The  very  mountains  in  their 
umshom  strength  are  flinging  the  sound  cxultingly  to  the 
sky.  The  very  rocks,  the  plantations,  too,  are  already 
taking  up  the  song,  ‘ We  have  a new  god,  a new  god, 
Menalcas!’  Be  gracious  and  propitious  to  thy  worship- 
pcM's ! See,  here  are  four  altars — two,  see,  for  thee, 
Daphnis;  two  of  a larger  build  for  Phoebus;  two  cup.s, 
with  new  milk,  foaming  over  the  brim  each  year,  and 
two  bowls  will  I set  up  for  thee  of  rich  olive  oil  ; and, 
above  all,  cheering  the  feast  with  abundance  of  the  wine- 
god’s  juice  before  the  fire,  if  it  be  winter;  if  harvest- 
time, in  the  shade,  I will  pour  out  into  goblets  the  fresh 
nectar  of  Ariusian  wine.  I will  have  songs  sung  by 
Damffitas  and  A5gon  of  Lyctii ; the  dances  of  the  Satjus 
shall  be  imitated  by  Alphesiboeus.  Such  honours  shall  be 
thine  for  over,  both  when  we  pay  our  yearly  vows  to  the 
nymphs,  and  when  we  have  our  lustral  survey  of  the 
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country.  So  long  as  tlie  wiki  boar  shall  love  the  moun- 
tain ridges,  and  the  fish  the  running  stream ; so  long  as 
thyme  shall  be  the  food  of  the  bee,  and  dew  of  the  grass- 
hopper, so  long  shall  tliy  honour,  aiul  thy  name,  and  thy 
glory  for  ever  remain.  Like  Bacchus  and  Ceres,  thou 
shalt  have  vows  paid  thee  yearly  by  the  countrymen. 
Thou,  like  them,  shalt  make  thy  worsliippers  tliy  debtors. 

^[o.  What  present,  wliat  shall  I give  you  for  a song 
like  this  ? Why,  the  whisper  of  the  rising  south  is  not  so 
charming  to  my  ear,  nor  the  beating  of  the  waves  on  the 
shore,  nor  the  streams  that  nni  down  among  the  rocky 
glens. 

Me.  Here  is  my  present  to  you  first — this  frail  reetl ; 
it  was  this  from  which  I learnt  ‘ Corydon  was  burning  for 
the  lovely  Alexis,’  and  that  other  lesson,  ‘ Whose  cattle, 
Meliboeus?  ’ 

Mo.  But  you  must  accept  this  sheep-hook,  which,  in 
spite  of  his  frequent  begging.  Antigenes  never  got  from 
me  — and  there  was  much  to  love  in  him,  too,  in  those 
days — a handsome  one,  with  regular  knots  and  brass 
about  it,  Menalcas. 


ECLOGUE  VI. 

VARCS. 

First  of  all,  my  muse  deigned  to  disport  herself  in  the 
strains  of  pastoral  Syracuse,  and  disdained  not  to  make 
her  home  in  the  woods,  goddess  as  she  was.  When  I wiis 
venturing  to  sing  of  kings  and  battles,  the  Cynthian  god 
touchetl  my  etir,  and  appealed  to  my  memory.  ‘ It  is  a 
shepherds  part,  Tityrus,  that  the  sheep  that  he  feeds 
should  be  fat,  and  the  songs  that  he  sings  thin.’  So  now 
I — for  there  will  be  enough  and  to  spare,  whose  desire  it 
will  be  to  sing  thy  prai.scs,  Vanis,  and  make  battles  their 
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tragic  theme — ^will  choose  the  woodland  muse  for  my 
study,  and  the  slender  reed  for  my  instrument.  It  is  not 
for  me  to  sing  strains  unbidden.  Still,  if  there  should  be 
any,  any  to  read  even  a lowly  lay  like  this  with  fond  re- 
gard, tliou,  Varus,  shouldst  be  the  song  of  tliese  tamarisks 
of  mine — the  song  of  tlie  whole  forestr}^ — for  Plioebus 
knows  no  more  welcome  page  than  that  which  bears  on 
its  front  the  name  of  Varus. 

Proceed,  Pierian  maids.  Young  Chromis  and  Mnasylos 
saw  old  Silenus  lying  asleep  in  a cave,  his  veins  swollen, 
as  is  his  constant  wont,  by  the  wine-god,  his  friend  of  yes- 
terday. There  were  the  garlands  a short  way  off,  lying 
just  as  they  dropped  from  his  head,  and  his  heavy  jug 
■was  hanging  by  its  battered  handle.  They  commence  the 
attack  (for  the  old  god  had  often  balked  both  of  a pro- 
mised song),  and  put  him  in  fetters  made  out  of  his  own  • 
garlands.  A companion  comes  up  to  reassure  their  falter- 
ing, iEgle,  -5Hgle,  fairest  of  the  Naiads,  and  as  he  begins  to 
open  his  eyes,  paints  his  forehead  and  his  temples  blood- 
red  with  mulberry  juice.  He,  with  a laugh  at  the  strata- 
gem, exclaims,  ‘What  do  you  want  with  binding  me.^^ 
Untie  me,  boys ; be  content  with  the  credit  of  having  me 
in  your  power.  The  song  you  want  is  at  your  seiwice.’ 
With  that  he  begins.  That  was  the  signal  for  fauns  and 
wild  beasts — you  might  see  them — frolicking  in  measured 
dance,  and  stately  unbending  oaks  nodding  their  toj)s  to 
and  fro ; and  as  for  the  mountains,  the  rock  of  Parnassus 
is  never  so  enraptured  with  Pheebus,  nor  are  Ehodope 
and  Ismarus  so  entranced  by  Orpheus. 

For  he  began  to  sing  how  through  the  mighty  void 
had  been  brought  together  the  elements  of  earth  and  air 
and  sea  and  streaming  fire  all  at  once ; how  from  them 
as  their  origin  all  things  had  a beginning,  and  the  new- 
born orb  of  the  universe  grew  into  shape.  Next,  the  soil 
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began  to  harden,  and  leave  Nereus  to  be  shut  up  in  the 
sea,  and  by  degrees  to  assume  the  forms  of  tilings,  so  that 
at  length  the  earth  is  surprised  to  sec  a new  sun  break 
into  light  above  it,  and  the  rain  has  a longer  fall  as  the 
clouds  are  dmwn  up  higher,  just  as  the  woods  first  begin 
to  rise  from  the  ground,  and  living  things  wander  thinly 
over  mountains  that  never  saw  them  before. 

From  this  he  comes  to  tell  of  the  stones  that  Pyrrha 
threw  behind  her,  the  golden  reign  of  Saturn,  and  the 
birds  of  Caucasus,  and  the  theft  of  Prometheus.  With 
this  he  couples  the  tale,  how  Hylas  was  left  behind  at 
the  spring,  and  his  shipmates  called  for  him  till  the 
shore  rang  with  Uylas ! Hylas ! from  end  to  end. 
Turning  next  to  her  who  would  have  been  happy  indeed 
had  cattle  never  been  created,  Pasiphae,  he  soothes  her 
Avith  her  passion  for  the  .snow-white  bull.  Unhappy 
girl ! hoAV  came  such  frenzy  to  take  hold  of  thee  ? 
Prmtus’  daughters  once  filled  the  pastures  with  their 
counterfeited  lowings,  yet  none  of  them  ever  fell  to 
such  disgrace,  often  as  she  shrank  from  the  thought  of 
tlie  yoke  on  her  neck,  and  felt  for  horns  on  her  smooth 
woman’s  brow.  Unhappy  girl!  yes,  thou  art  wandering 
over  the  hills,  while  he,  with  that  snowy  side  pillowed 
on  soft  hyacinths,  is  chewing  the  yellow  green  grass 
under  the  dark  holm  oak,  or  going  after  some  heifer  in 
the  populous  herd.  Close,  ye  nymphs,  ye  nymphs  of 
Dicte,  haste  and  close  the  glades  of  the  forest,  if  by  any 
chance  my  eyes  may  fall  on  tlie  bull’s  truant  footsteps ; 
perhaps  he  may  have  been  attracted  by  a patch  of  green 
herb.age,  or  may  have  gone  after  the  herd,  and  some 
of  the  cows  may  bring  him  home  to  the  stalls  of 
Gortyna. 

Tlien  he  sings  of  the  maiden  avIio  stopped  to  admire 
the  apples  of  the  Hesperides ; next  he  clothes  the  sisters 
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of  Phaethon  with  a mossj^  bark  of  bitter  taste,  and  bids 
them  rise  from  the  ground  as  tall  alders.  Next  he  sings 
liow,  {IS  Gallus  was  wandering  b}'  the  watei’s  of  Per- 
messus,  one  of  tlie  sisters  took  him  up  to  the  Aonian 
hills,  and  liow  the  whole  choir  of  Phoebus  stood  up  to 
receive  their  noble  visitant ; how  Linus,  shepherd  and 
lieavenly  poet  in  one,  his  locks  wreathed  with  flowers 
and  bitter  parsley  leaves,  bespoke  him  thus  : — ‘ These 
reeds  tlie  Muses  present  to  thee,  here  they  are.  The 
same  whicli  tliey  gave  the  old  bard  of  Ascra  before 
thee.  The  same  with  ■which  he,  as  he  sang  to  them, 
used  to  bring  stately  unbending  ashes  down  from  the 
mountain-side.  With  these  do  thou  tell  the  story  of  the 
])lanting  of  the  Grynean  forest,  and  tell  it  so  that  there 
may  be  no  grove  on  which  Apollo  prides  himself 
more.’ 

Wliat  need  to  repeat  liow  he  told  of  Scylla,  Nisus’ 
daughter,  her  to  -whom  the  story  clings,  that,  with  a 
girdle  of  howling  monsters  round  her  beauteous  form, 
she  made  havoc  of  the  Dulichian  vessels,  and  in  the 
depths  of  the  eddying  waters  gave  the  poor  trembling 
sailoi-s  to  be  torn  limb  from  limb  by  the  dogs  of  the  sea  ; 
or  how  he  told  of  Tereus’  transformed  shape,  of  the 
food  and  the  present  -wdiich  Philomela  got  ready  for  him, 
of  the  strange  speed  wdth  which  she  made  for  the  desert, 
and  of  the  wings  on  which  the  unhappy  queen  hovered 
over  the  palace  once  her  own  ? 

All  the  themes,  in  short,  to  which,  as  once  sung  by 
Plimbus,  Eurotas  listened  in  ecstasy,  and  bade  his  bays 
get  them  by  heart,  Silenus  sings  : the  valleys  feel  the 
shock  of  song  and  pass  it  on  to  the  stars,  till  V esper 
gave  the  word  to  fold  the  flocks  and  report  the  number, 
aud  began  his  unwelcome  march  over  Olympus. 
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Daphnis  happened  just  to  have  seated  himself  under  a 
holm-oak  that  gave  tongue  to  the  wind,  and  Corydou 
and  Thyrsis  had  driven  their  flocks  to  the  same  spot — 
Tliyrsis’  sheep,  Corydon’s  goats  swelling  with  milk — both 
in  the  bloom  of  life,  Arcadians  both,  ready  to  sing  first 
or  second  in  a match.  Just  then,  as  I was  busy  shelter- 
ing some  myrtles  from  the  cold,  my  he-goat,  the  lord 
and  master  of  the  herd,  had  strayed  to  where  they  were, 
and  I catch  sight  of  Daphnis.  As  soon  as  he  meets  my 
eye — ‘ Quick,’  he  says,  ‘ come  here,  Melilxcus,  your  goat 
and  kids  are  all  safe,  and  if  you  can  afford  to  be  idle  a 
little,  rest  under  the  shade.  Where  we  are,  your 
bullocks  will  come  over  the  meadows  of  themselves  to 
drink ; here  is  Mincius  fringing  his  green  banks  with  a 
border  of  soft  waving  reeds,  and  there  is  a swarm  hum- 
ming from  Jupiter’s  favourite  oak.’  What  was  I to 
do  ? On  the  one  hand  I had  no  Alcippe  or  Phyllis,  to 
shut  up  my  new-weaned  lambs  at  home,  and  the  match 
coming  off,  Corj^don  against  Thyrsis,  was  sure  to  be  great. 
However,  1 let  their  play  take  precedence  of  my  work. 
So  in  alternate  songs  they  began  to  compete.  Alternate 
songs  were  what  the  Muses  within  them  chose  to  recall. 
These  w'ere  repeated  by  Corj^don,  those  by  Thyisis  in 
regidar  order. 

C.  Nymphs  of  Libethra,  my  heart’s  delight,  either 
vouchsafe  me  a strain  such  as  you  gave  my  Codrus — 
the  songs  he  makes  come  next  to  Phoebus’  own — or,  if 
such  power  is  not  for  all  of  us,  see,  my  tuneful  pipe 
shall  be  hung  up  here  on  your  consecrated  pine. 
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T.  Shepherds,  deck  your  rising  poet  with  a crown  of 
ivy ; ye  of  Arcadia,  that  Coclrus’  sides  may  burst  with 
envy ; or  sliould  he  try  the  power  of  extravagant  praise, 
bind  foxglove  on  my  brows,  that  the  ill  tongue  may  do 
no  harm  to  the  bard  that  is  to  be. 

C.  This  for  thee,  Delia,  the  head  of  a bristly  boar, 
from  young  Micon,  and  the  branchy  horns  of  a long- 
lived  stag.  Should  such  luck  be  secured  to  him  by 
right,  thou  shalt  be  set  up  full  length  in  polished  marble, 
with  purple  buskins  tied  round  thy  legs. 

T.  A bowl  of  milk  and  these  cakes,  Priapus,  are 
enough  for  thee  to  look  for  year  by  year ; the  orchard 
thou  guardest  is  but  a poor  one,  so  we  have  had  to  make 
thee  marble  with  our  present  means ; but  if  this  year’s 
births  fill  up  our  herds,  then  be  of  gold. 

C.  Galatea,  child  of  Nereus,  sweeter  to  me  than 
Hybla’s  thyme,  whiter  than  the  swan,  more  delicate  than 
the  palest  ivy,  soon  as  the  bullocks  return  home  from 
pasture  to  their  stalls,  if  thou  hast  any  regard  for  thy 
Corydon,  come,  0 come  ! 

T.  Nay,  rather  think  me  bitterer  tlian  Sardinian 
herbage,  rougher  than  gorse,  more  worthless  than  the 
weed  that  rots  on  the  shore,  if  I do  not  find  this  day 
longer  already  than  a whole  year.  Horae  with  you 
from  your  pasture ; for  shame,  home  with  you,  lazy 
bullocks ! 

C.  Mossy  springs,  and  grass  more  downy-soft  than 
sleep,  and  the  arbute  that  embowers  you  greenly 
with  its  straggling  shade,  keep  the  solstice  heat  from  my 
flock ; already  summer  is  coming  on  in  its  fierce- 
ness, already  buds  are  swelUng  on  the  vine’s  luxuriant 
tendrils. 

T.  Here  we  have  a good  hearth,  and  pinewood  with 
plenty  of  pitch,  and  a large  fire  always  blazing,  and  the 


Digitized  by  Google 


ECLOGUE  VIII. 


25 


posts  of  our  door  black  with  continual  soot ; here  as  we 
sit  we  care  for  north  winds  and  cold  weather  about  as 
much  as  the  wolf  for  the  size  of  the  flock,  or  torrents 
for  their  banks. 

C.  Here  stand  junipers  and  prickly  chestnuts — there 
lie  the  fruits  of  summer  scattered  each  under  its  parent 
tree — just  now  all  nature  is  smiling  ; but  if  our  lovely 
Alexis  were  to  go  away  from  these  hills  of  ours,  you 
would  see  even  the  rivers  dried  up. 

T.  The  country  is  parched  up ; the  grass  is  dying  for 
thirst  from  the  sickly  air;  the  wine  god  grudges  the 
hills  the  shade  of  the  vine  they  love ; but  when  my 
own  Phyllis  arrives,  all  the  woodland  shall  be  green 
again,  and  Jupiter  shall  come  down  plenteously  in  fer- 
tilising showei-s. 

C.  The  poplar  is  the  favourite  of  Alcides,  the  vine  of 
Bacchus,  the  mjTtle  of  Venus,  beauty’s  queen,  the  bay 
of  Phcebus : Phyllis’  passion  is  for  the  hazel — while 
Phyllis’  passion  lasts,  the  myrtle  shall  not  take  rank 
above  the  hazel,  nor  yet  the  bay  of  Phcebus. 

T.  The  ash  is  the  fairest  in  the  woods,  the  pine  in 
the  gardens,  the  poplar  on  the  river  banks,  the  fir  on 
the  mountain  heights ; but  if  thou,  Lycidas,  beauty’s 
king,  shouldst  visit  me  often  and  often,  the  ash  would  soon 
bow  to  thee  in  the  woods,  the  pine  in  the  gardens. 

M.  So  much  I remember,  and  how  Thyrsis  failed  in 
the  match.  From  that  day  forward  it  is  all  Corydon, 
Corydon  with  us. 


ECLOGUE  VIII. 

PUARM.^CEL’TRIA. 

The  pastoral  Muse  that  inspired  Damon  and  Alphesi- 
boeus,  at  whose  contention  the  heifer  stood  wondering 
and  forgot  to  graze,  whose  strains  held  lynxes  spell-bound. 
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and  made  rivers  suffer  change,  and  aiTcst  their  flow — 
the  Muse  that  inspired  Damon  and  Alphesiboeus  sliall  be 
our  song. 

But  thou,  wlietlier  my  heart  is  with  thee  as  thou  art 
surmounting  the  rocks  of  miglity  Timavus  or  coasting 
tlie  shore  of  the  Illyrian  sea,  will  that  day  ever  come 
that  will  find  me  free  to  tell  of  thy  deeds  ? Shall  I ever 
be  free  to  publish  the  whole  world  through  those  strains 
of  thine,  alone  worthy  of  Sophocles’  tragic  march  ? 
From  thee  is  my  beginning,  for  thee  shall  be  the  end. 
Accept  these  strains  commenced  at  thy  bidding,  and 
suffer  this  ivy  to  wind  itself  round  thy  brows  among  thy 
trium})hal  bays. 

Scarce  had  night’s  cold  shade  parted  from  the  sky, 
just  at  the  time  that  the  dew  on  the  tender  grass  is 
sweetest  to  the  cattle,  when  leaning  on  his  smooth  olive 
wand  Damon  thus  began  : — 

llise,  Lucifer,  and  usher  in  the  day,  the  genial  day, 
while  I,  deluded  by  a bridegroom’s  unworthy  passion  for 
my  Nisa,  make  my  complaint,  and  turning  myself  to  the 
gods,  little  as  their  witness  has  stood  me  in  stead, 
address  them  nevertheless,  a dying  man,  at  this  very 
last  hour.  Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song  of 
Masnalus. 

Msenalus  it  is  whose  forests  are  ever  tuneful,  and  his 
pines  ever  vocal ; he  is  ever  listening  to  the  loves  of 
shepherds,  and  to  Pan,  the  first  who  would  not  have  the 
reeds  left  unemployed.  Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the 
son"  of  Ma3nalus. 

i; 

Mopsus  lias  Nisa  given  him : what  may  not  we  lovers 
expect  to  see?  Matches  will  be  made  by  this  between 
griffins  and  horses,  and  in  the  age  to  come  hounds  will 
accompany  timid  does  to  their  draught.  Mopsus,  cut 
fresh  bmnds  for  to-night ; it  is  to  you  they  are  bringing 
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home  a wife.  Fling  about  nuts  as  a bridegroom  should ; 
it  is  for  you  that  Hesperus  is  leaving  his  rest  on  (Eta. 
Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song  of  Mtenalus. 

O worthy  mate  of  a worthy  lord  ! There  as  you  look 
down  on  all  the  world,  and  are  disgusted  at  my  pipe  and 
my  goats,  and  my  shaggy  brow,  and  this  beard  that  I let 
grow,  and  do  not  believe  that  any  god  cares  aught  for 
the  things  of  men.  Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song 
of  Maenalus. 

It  w'as  in  our  enclosure  I saw  you  gathering  apples 
with  the  dew  on  them.  I myself  showed  you  the  way, 
in  comjiany  with  my  mother — my  twelfth  year  had^ 
just  bidden  me  enter  on  it.  I could  just  reach  from  tho 
ground  to  the  boughs  that  snapped  so  easily.  What  a 
sight ! what  ruin  to  me ! what  a fatal  frenzy  swept  me 
away ! Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song  of  Mmualus. 

Now  know  I what  love  is ; it  is  among  savage  rocks 
that  he  is  protluced  by  Tmarus,  or  Khodope,  or  the 
Garamautes  at  earth’s  end ; no  child  of  lineage  or  blood 
like  ours.  Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song  of 
Muiualus. 

Love,  the  cruel  one,  taught  the  mother  to  embrue  her 
hands  in  her  children’s  blood  ; hard  too  was  thy  heart, 
mother.  Was  the  mother’s  heart  harder,  or  the  boy  god’s 
malice  more  wanton  ? Wanton  was  the  boy  god’s  malice  ; 
hard  too  thy  heart,  mother.  Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe, 
the  song  of  Mienalus. 

Aye,  now  let  the  wolf  even  run  away  from  the  sheep ; 
let  golden  apples  gi’ow  out  of  the  tough  heart  of  oak  ; 
let  narcissus  blossom  on  the  alder  ; let  the  tamarisk’s  bark 
sweat  rich  drops  of  amber ; rivaliy  let  there  be  between 
swans  and  screechowls;  let  Titynis  become  Orpheus — 
Orpheus  in  the  -woodland,  Arion  among  the  dolphins. 
Take  up  with  me,  my  pipe,  the  song  of  Mronalus. 
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Nay,  let  all  be  changed  to  the  deep  sea.  Farewell,  ye 
woods ! Headlong  from  the  airy  mountain’s  watchtower 
I will  plunge  into  the  waves  ; let  this  come  to  her  as  the 
last  gift  of  the  dying.  Cease,  my  pipe,  cease  at  length 
the  song  of  Masnalus. 

Thus  far  Damon ; for  the  reply  of  Alphesiboeus,  do  ye 
recite  it,  Pierian  maids  ; it  is  not  for  all  of  us  to  have 
command  of  all. 

Bring  out  water  and  bind  the  altars  here  with  a soft 
woollen  fillet,  and  burn  twigs  full  of  sap  and  male  frank- 
cense,  that  I may  try  the  effect  of  magic  rites  in  turning 
my  husband’s  mind  from  its  soberness  ; there  is  nothing 
'Tjiut  charms  wanting  here.  Bring  me  home  from  the 
town,  my  chams,  bring  me  my  Daphnis. 

Charms  have  power  even  to  draw  the  moon  down 
from  heaven ; by  charms  Circe  transformed  the  com- 
panions of  Ulysses  ; the  cold  snake  as  he  lies  in  the  fields 
is  burst  asunder  by  chanting  charms.  Bring  me  home 
from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my  Daphnis. 

These  three  threads  distinct  with  three  colours  I wind 
round  thee  first,  and  thrice  draw  the  image  round  the 
altar  thus  ; heaven  delights  in  an  uneven  number.  Twine 
in  three  knots,  Amarj'llis,  the  three  colours ; twine  them, 
Amaryllis,  do,  and  saj%  ‘ I am  twining  the  bonds  of  Ixive.’ 
Bring  me  home  ft’om  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my 
Daphnis. 

Just  as  this  clay  is  hardened,  and  this  wax  melted,  by 
one  and  the  same  fire,  so  may  my  love  act  doubly  on 
Daphnis.  Cnimble  the  salt  cake,  and  kindle  the  crackling 
bay  leaves  with  bitumen.  Daphnis,  the  wretch,  is  setting 
me  on  fire ; I am  setting  this  bay  on  fire  about  Daphnis. 
Bring  me  home  from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my 
Daphnis. 

May  such  be  Daphnis’  passion,  like  a heifer’s,  when. 
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weary  of  looking  for  her  mate  through  groves  and  tall 
forests,  she  thro'ws  herself  down  by  a stream  of  water  on 
the  green  sedge,  all  undone,  and  forgets  to  rise  and  make 
way  for  the  fargone  night — may  such  be  liis  enthralling 
passion,  nor  let  me  have  a mind  to  relieve  it.  Bring  me 
home  from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my  Daphnis. 

These  cast-off  relics  that  faithless  one  left  me  days  ago, 
precious  pledges  for  himself,  them  I now  entrust  to  thee. 
Earth,  burying  them  even  on  the  threshold ; they  are 
bound  as  pledges  to  give  me  back  Daphnis.  Bring  me 
home  from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my  Daphnis. 

These  plants  and  these  poisons  culled  from  Pontus  I 
had  from  Moeris’  own  hand.  They  grow  in  plentj^  at 
Pontus.  By  the  strength  of  these  often  I have  seen 
Mreris  turn  to  a wolf  and  plunge  into  the  forest,  often 
call  up  spirits  from  the  bottom  of  the  tomb,  and  remove 
standing  crops  from  one  field  to  another.  Bring  me 
home  from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring  me  my  Daphnis. 

CaiTy  the  embers  out  of  doors,  Amaryllis,  and  fling 
them  into  the  running  stream  over  your  head  ; and  do  not 
look  behind  you.  This  shall  be  my  device  against 
Daphnis.  As  for  gods  or  charms,  he  cares  for  none  of 
them.  Bring  me  home  from  the  town,  my  charms,  bring 
me  my  Daphnis. 

Look,  look!  the  flickering  flame  has  caught  the  altar 
of  its  own  accord,  shot  up  from  the  embers,  before  I 
have  had  time  to  take  them  up,  all  of  themselves.  Good 
luck,  I tnist  I . . . Yes,  there  is  something,  I am 

sure  . . . and  Hylax  is  barking  at  the  gate.  Can  I trust 
myself?  or  is  it  that  lovers  make  their  own  dreams? 
Stop,  he  is  coming  from  town ; stop  now,  charms,  my 
Daphnis  1 
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M^RIS. 

L.  Wliither  away  on  foot,  Ma3ris ; following  the  road 
to  the  town? 

M.  0 Lyciclas ! we  have  been  kept  on  alive,  to  hear  a 
stranger  . . . what  our  fears  never  looked  for  . . . now, 
owner  of  our  little  farm,  say  to  us,  ‘ I am  master  here ; 
you  old  tenants,  take  yourselves  away ; * and  so  now,  beaten 
and  cowed,  since  Fortune’s  wheel  is  on  the  roll  every- 
where,  we  are  carrying  him  these  kids,  with  a mischief 
to  him. 

L,  Why,  surely  I had  heard  that  all  the  land  from 
where  the  hills  begin  to  draw  themselves  up  from  the 
plain,  and  then  let  down  the  ridge  with  a gentle  slope,  on 
to  the  water,  and  those  old  beeches  with  tlieir  battered 
tops,  your  Menalcas  had  succeeded  in  saving  by  his  songs. 

M.  Aye,  so  you  had,  and  so  the  story  went ; but  our 
songs,  I can  tell  you,  Lycidas,  have  as  much  power  in  tlie 
clatter  of  weapons  of  war  as  the  doves  of  Chaonia,  they 
say,  have  when  the  eagle  is  coming.  So  if  I had  not  been 
warned  beforehand  anyhow  to  cut  this  new  quarrel  short 
by  the  raven  on  the  left  from  the  hollow  holm-oak,  you 
would  not  have  seen  your  ser\^ant  Ma3ris  here,  nor 
Menalcas  himself  alive. 

L.  Alas ! could  anyone  be  guilty  of  such  a crime  ? 
alas ! were  we  so  nearly  losing  all  the  comfort  you  give 
us,  along  with  yourself,  Menalcas  ? Who  would  there  be 
to  sing  of  the  nymphs?  Who  to  sow  the  turf  with 
flowers  and  herbage,  and  embower  the  springs  in  green 
shade  ? Or  who  would  give  us  songs  like  that  I caught 
slily  from  you  the  other  day  when  you  were  making  your 
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way  to  that  darling  Amaryllis  of  ours  ? — ‘ Tityrus,  whilst  I 
come  back — it  will  not  be  long — feed  my  goats  for  me  ; 
and  when  fed  drive  them  to  water,  TitjTus,  and  in  driving 
them  don’t  come  across  the  he-goat — he  has  a trick  of 
blitting,  beware.’ 

M.  Or  this,  you  might  have  said,  the  song  he  was 
making  for  Varus  and  had  not  finished  • — ‘ Varus,  thy 
name — only  let  Mantua  be  spared  us;  Mantua,  too  near  a 
neighbour,  alas!  to  ill-starred  Cremona — our  swans  in 
tlieir  songs  shall  carry  aloft  to  the  stars.’ 

L.  If  you  would  have  your  swarms  fail  to  light  on  the 
yews  of  Corsica,  and  your  heifers  swell  their  udders  with 
milk  from  browsing  on  lucerne,  begin  with  anything  you 
have  in  your  mind.  I,  too,  have  been  made  a poet  by  the 
!^[uses,  and  have  vci'ses,  too,  of  my  own,  I am  called  a bard 
myself  by  the  shepherds,  but  I have  no  mind  to  tnist 
them  ; for  as  yet  I cannot  think  my  singing  worthy  of 
Varius  or  of  Cinna  ; no,  it  is  the  mere  cackling  of  a goose 
among  the  melody  of  sAvans. 

M.  That  is  what  I am  tr)’ing  to  do,  turning  over  in 
my  mind,  Lycidas,  while  you  have  lx;en  speaking,  in  the 
hope  of  being  able  to  recollect ; for  it  is  no  vulgar  song. 
‘ Hither  to  me,  Galatea  ! why,  what  sport  can  there  be  in 
the  water  ? Here  are  the  glorious  hues  of  spring,  here 
is  the  ground  pouring  forth  floAvers  of  all  dyes  on  the 
liver-bank,  here  is  the  fair  Avhite  poplar  stooping  over 
the  cave,  and  the  limber  vines  weaving  a bower  of 
shelter.  Hither  to  me,  and  let  the  mad  Avaves  beat 
the  shore  as  they  please.’ 

L.  "Wliat  of  the  song  I heard  you  singing  that  clear 
night  all  alone  P I remember  the  tune  if  I could  but 
get  the  Avords. 

M.  ‘ Daphnis,  why  that  upturned  look  at  the  old  con- 
stellations rising?  Sec,  the  star  of  CWar,  Dione's  darling. 
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lias  begun  its  march — a star  to  make  the  corn-fields  glad 
with  produce,  and  the  colour  deepen  on  the  grape  in  the 
sunny  hills.  Graft  your  pears,  Daphnis,  and  spare  not ; 
the  fruit  you  grow  will  be  gathered  by  the  next  gene- 
ration.’ Everything  goes  with  time,  the  brain  among 
the  rest.  Many  were  the  long  summer  days,  I remember, 
I used  to  send  to  their  grave  witli  singing  as  a boy,  and 
now  all  my  store  of  songs  is  forgotten.  Nay,  Maeris’ 
voice  is  taking  leave  of  him  too  ; wolves  have  set  eyes 
on  Mairis  first.  But  what  you  want  you  can  hear 
repeated  often  enough  by  Menalcas. 

L.  All  your  put-ofls  only  make  my  longing  greater, 
Besides,  just  now  the  sea  is  all  laid  and  hushed  to  hear 
you,  and  every  breath  of  murmuring  wind,  as  you  may 
see,  has  fallen  dead.  Here  we  are  just  half-way,  for  the 
tomb  of  Bianor  is  becoming  visible ; here,  where  the 
husbandmen  are  lopping  those  thick  leaves ; here,  Mmris, 
let  us  stop  and  sing ; here  put  j’our  kids  down  ; we  shall 
get  to  the  town  for  all  that ; or,  if  we  are  afraid  that 
night  will  get  up  a shower  first,  there  is  nothing  to  hinder 
our  singing — it  makes  the  journey  hurt  less — as  we  go 
right  on.  So  now,  that  we  may  sing  as  we  go,  I will 
relieve  you  of  this  load  of  yours. 

M.  Press  me  no  more,  my  boy ; let  us  think  only  of 
what  is  before  us  ; the  songs  we  shall  have  a better  voice 
for  when  we  see  him  with  us  again. 


ECLOGUE  X. 

CALLUS. 

This  my  last  effort,  Arethusa,  do  thou  vouchsafe  me. 
A song  for  my  Gallus,  brief,  yet  such  as  may  win  even 
Lycoris’  ear,  I have  to  sing — who  would  refuse  a song 
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to  Gallus  ? If,  as  tliou  jrlidest  iinder  the  Sicilian  billows, 
tliou  wonkiest  not  have  the  salt  goddess  of  Ocean  mingle 
her  waters  with  thine,  begin  tlie  lay ; let  its  theme  be 
Gallus’  vexing  passion,  wliile  the  silly  flat-nosed  goats  are 
browsing  on  the  growing  brakes.  Our  songs  are  not  to 
deaf  ears  : every  note  is  echoed  by  the  woods. 

What  forests,  what  lawns  were  your  abode,  virgin 
nymphs  of  the  fountains,  when  Gallus  was  wasting  under 
an  unworthy  passion  ? What  indeed  ? for  it  was  not  any 
spot  in  the  ridges  of  Ptu'nassus  or  of  Pindus  that  kept 
you  there ; no,  nor  Aonian  Aganippe.  Yet  over  him  even 
the  bays,  even  the  tamarisks  shed  their  tears ; over  him 
as  he  lay  under  the  lonely  rock  even  the  pine-crowned 
head  of  Maenalus  shed  a tear,  and  the  dull  stones  of  cold 
Lycieus.  There,  too,  standing  about  him  are  his  sheep  ; 
they  are  not  ashamed  of  humanity,  nor  do  thou  be 
ashamed  of  thy  flock,  heavenly  poet  as  thou  art ; even 
Adonis  in  his  beauty  once  fed  sheep  by  the  water.  Up 
came  the  shepherd  too : .slowly  up  came  the  swineherds ; 
dripping  from  the  winter’s  mast  up  came  Menalcas.  Every 
mouth  cries.  Whence  this  passion  of  thine  ? Up  came 
Apollo — Gallus,  says  he,  why  be  a madman  ? thy  heart’s 
queen,  Lycoris,  has  braved  the  snow  and  the  savage  life 
of  camps  to  follow  another.  Up,  too,  came  Silvanus  with 
his  woodland  honours  green  on  his  brow,  nodding  his 
fennels  in  bloom  and  his  giant  lilies.  Pan  came,  Arca- 
dia’s own  god  ; him  we  saw  with  our  own  eyes,  crimsoned 
all  over  with  blood-red  elderberries  and  vermilion.  Is 
there  ever  to  be  an  end  of  this  ? he  cries.  As  for  Love, 
such  things  move  him  not.  Tears  will  no  more  Sivte 
Love’s  cruelty  than  sluices  will  your  grass,  or  lucerne  your 
bees,  or  fodder  your  goats.  His  answer  came  with  a sigh 
— You  will  sing  of  me  though,  Arcadians,  when  I am 
gone,  in  the  ears  of  your  mountains ; none  know  how  to 
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sing  but  Arcadians.  0 how  soft  a sleep  would  niy  bones 
enjoy,  could  I but  feel  that  a pipe  of  yours  one  day  would 
tell  of  my  passion  I Nay,  indeed,  would  that  I had  been 
one  of  you  mj'self — the  shepherd  of  a flock  of  yours,  or 
the  dresser  of  those  full  ripe  grapes  ! Then  at  least, 
whether  it  had  been  Phyllis,  or  Ainyntas,  or  any  other 
love;  and  what  if  Ainyntas  be  brown?  violets  are  dark 
too,  and  so  are  hyacinths  dark — I should  have  had  them 
ever  by  my  side,  among  the  willows,  under  the  limber 
vine  ; Phyllis  plucking  me  flowers  for  a wreath,  Ainyntas 
singing.  See,  here  are  cold  springs  and  soft  meadows, 
Lycom,  and  a forest  of  trees ; here  I could  wear  away 
with  thee  by  mere  lapse  of  time.  And  now  this  mad 
passion  for  the  savage  war-god  is  keeping  me  here  in  arms, 
with  weapons  all  about  me  and  enemies  drawn  up  before 
me,  while  thou,  far  away  from  thy  native  land — would  it 
were  not  mine  to  believe  the  tale — art  looking  with  those 
cruel,  cruel  eyes  on  the  Alpine  snows  and  the  frost-bound 
Rhine,  alone  without  me  at  thy  side.  Oh  ! may  the  frost 
forbear  to  harm  thee ! may  the  sharp  ice  be  kept  from 
wounding  thy  tender  feet ! I will  be  gone,  and  set  the 
strains  which  I have  framed  in  the  measure  of  Chalcis  to 
the  reed  of  the  Sicilian  shepherd.  Sure  am  I that  it  Avill 
be  better  to  bear  my  fate  in  the  woods,  with  the  dens  of 
wild  beasts  round  me,  and  engrave  my  love  on  the  j’oung 
growing  trees ; they  will  shoot  up,  and  my  love  will  shoot 
up  with  them.  Meantime  I will  scour  Mienalus  along 
with  the  nymphs,  or  have  a hunt  of  fierce  boars.  No 
stress  of  winter  shall  keep  me  from  besetting  with  my 
hounds  the  lawns  of  mount  Parthenius.  Yes,  I can  see 
myself  already  on  the  move  over  rocks  or  amid  the  cry 
of  the  woods ; 1 feel  the  pleasure  of  winging  shafts  of 
Cydon  from  a bow  of  Parthia,  as  though  this  were  a 
medicine  for  madness  like  mine,  or  that  tyrant  god  would 
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ever  learn  compassion  for  human  sulTering ! It  is  gone — 
wood  nymplis  have  no  charm  for  me  now,  nor  songs 
either.  Woodlands,  I must  part  from  you,  too,  now.  lie 
is  a god  whom  no  endurance  of  ours  can  change.  No, 
not  if  in  midwinter  we  were  to  drink  the  waters  of  Ilebnis, 
or  submit  ourselves  to  the  snows  of  Sithonia  and  its  sleety 
cold.  All  are  conquered  by  Love ; and  let  us,  too,  yield 
ourselves  Love’s  captives. 

Let  thus  much  suffice,  Goddesses,  for  your  poet’s  song, 
sung  as  he  sits  and  weaves  a basket  of  slender  willow. 
Goddesses  of  Pieria,  you  will  enhance  its  worth  to  the 
highest  in  Gallus’s  eyes.  Gallus,  the  love  of  whom  grows 
on  me  hour  by  hour  as  fast  as  the  green  alder  shoots  up 
from  the  earth  when  the  spring  is  new.  Now  let  us  rise ; 
there  is  apt  to  be  danger  to  singers  in  the  shade;  danger 
in  the  juniper’s  shade,  and  crops  too  suffer  from  shade. 
Home  with  you,  such  a meal  as  you  have  eaten.  lles[)er 
is  coming,  home  with  you,  my  goats. 
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WiiAT  makes  a corn-field  smile ; wliat  star  suits  best  for 
turning  up  the  soil,  and  manying  the  vine  to  the  elm  ; 
what  care  oxen  need  ; what  is  the  method  of  breeding 
cattle  ; and  what  ■weight  of  men’s  experience  preserves  the 
frugal  commonwealth  of  bees : such  is  the  song  I now 
essay.  Brightest  lights  of  the  world,  that  guide  the  year’s 
smooth  course  through  heaven : father  Liber  and  mother 
Ceres ; if  it  was  by  your  bounty  that  Earth  changed  the 
acorn  of  Clmonia  for  the  plump  well  favoured  corn  ear, 
and  found  the  grape  wherewith  to  temper  her  drauglit  of 
Achelous : j’ou  too,  Fauns,  the  countryman’s  propitious 
deities,  trip  hither  in  time.  Fauns  and  Dryad  maidens,  I 
sing  of  your  bounty  too  : and  thou,  for  whom  Earth  first 
teemed  forth  the  fiery  horse  under  the  stroke  of  thy 
mighty  tndent,  Neptune ; and  thou,  dresser  of  woods  and 
groves,  to  pleasure  whom  Ceos’  luxuriant  brakes  are 
browsed  by  three  hundred  snow-white  bullocks ; come 
thou,  too,  in  thy  power,  from  thy  forest  home  and  the 
lycman  lawns.  Pan,  tender  of  sheep,  by  the  love  thou 
bearest  thy  Mmnalus,  O stand  graciously  at  my  side,  god 
of  Tegea ; and  thou,  Minerva,  who  foundest  the  olive  for 
man ; and  thou,  blessed  youth,  who  showedst  him  the 
crooked  plough  ; and  Silvanus,  carrying  a young  cypress, 
fresh  torn  up  by  its  roots — gods  and  goddesses  all,  whose 
province  is  the  guardianship  of  the  country — both  ye  who 
foster  the  new-born  produce  that  springs  up  unsown,  and 
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ye  who  send  down  on  tlie  sown  crop  plenteous  rain  fium 
heaven.  And  thou,  last  not  least,  of  whom  we  know  not 
in  what  house  of  gods  thou  art  in  good  time  to  sit — 
whether  it  be  our  Cmsar’s  pleasure  to  preside  over  cities 
and  tiike  charge  of  the  earth,  that  so  the  vast  world  may 
welcome  thee  as  the  giver  of  its  increase,  and  lord  of  its 
changeful  seasons,  crowning  thy  brows  with  thy  mother’s 
own  myrtle  ; or  whether  thy  coming  shall  be  as  the  god  of 
the  unmejvsured  sea,  the  sole  power  to  claim  the  seaman’s 
homage,  with  farthest  Thule  for  thy  handmaid,  mid 
Tethys,  buying  thee  for  her  daughter  with  the  dower  of 
all  her  waves ; or  whether  thou  art  to  give  us  a new  star 
to  quicken  our  lazy  months,  just  where  a space  opens 
itself  between  Erigone  and  the  Claws  that  come  next  in 
order : — see,  there  is  the  fiery  Scorpion,  already  drawing 
in  his  arms  for  thee,  and  leaving  thee  more  than  thy  fair 
share  of  the  sky.  Whatever  thy  future  place — for  let  not 
Tartarus  hope  to  have  thee  for  its  king,  nor  mayest  thou 
ever  feel  so  monstrous  an  ambition ; though  Greece  see 
charms  in  her  Elysian  fields,  and  Proserpine,  spite  of  her 
mother’s  journey,  refuse  to  follow  her  back  to  earth — 
voiiclisafe  me  a smooth  course,  and  smile  on  my  bold 
endeavours,  and  in  pity,  like  mine,  for  the  countryman  as 
he  wanders  blind  and  unguidetl,  as.sume  the  god,  and 
attune  thine  ear  betimes  to  the  voice  of  prayer. 

In  the  dawn  of  spring,  when  icy  streams  trickle  melting 
from  the  hoar  mountains,  and  the  crumbling  clod  breaks  its 
chain  at  the  west  wind’s  touch,  even  then  I would  fiiin  see 
the  plough  driven  deej)  till  the  bull  groans  again,  and  the 
share  rubbed  in  the  furrow  till  it  shines.  That  is  the 
cornfield  to  give  an  answer,  full  though  late,  to  tlie 
grasping  farmer’s  prayer,  which  has  twice  been  laid  bare 
to  summer  heat,  and  twice  to  winter  cold — tliat  is  the 
cornfield  to  burst  the  barns  with  its  uumeasuretl  crop. 
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Before,  however,  our  share  breaks  the  cnist  of  an  unknown 
soil,  our  care  should  be  to  understand  the  winds,  and  the 
divers  humours  of  the  sky,  and  the  traditional  culture  aud 
habitude  of  the  land,  what  each  clime  produces  and  what 
each  disowns.  Here  you  see  corn  crops,  there  grapes  have 
kindlier  growth : other  spots  are  green  with  the  young 
of  trees  and  grass  that  comes  unbidden.  Only  see  how  it 
is  Tmolus  that  sends  us  its  saffron  fragrance,  India  its  ivory, 
the  soft  Arab  his  frankincense,  the  great  naked  Chalybs, 
again,  his  iron,  Pontus  its  potent  castor,  Epirus  the  prizes 
of  the  mares  of  Elis ! Such  is  the  chain  of  law,  such  the 
eternal  covenant  with  which  Nature  has  bound  cerUiin 
climes,  from  the  day  when  Deucalion  first  hurled  his 
stones  on  the  unpeopled  earth — stones,  whence  sprang 
man’s  race,  bard  as  they.  Come,  then,  and  let  your  rich 
soil,  soon  as  ever  the  year  begins,  be  turned  up  by  the 
bullock’s  strength — let  the  clods  be  exposed  for  Summer 
to  bake  them  to  dust  with  its  full  mellow  suns  ; but  if  the 
land  be  not  fertile,  be  content  to  wait  till  Arcturus,  and 
then  just  raise  the  surface  with  a shallow  fun’ow — in  the 
one  case,  that  a luxuriant  crop  may  not  be  choked  with 
Aveeds ; in  the  other,  that  the  barren  seed  may  not  lose 
the  little  moisture  it  has. 

Moreover,  in  alternate  years,  you  will  let  your  fields  lie 
fallow  after  reaj)ing,  and  suffer  the  scurf  to  harden  on  the 
inactive  plain ; or  you  will  sow  your  golden  spelt  when 
another  star  arises  ; where  you  lately  took  off  the  rattling 
pods  of  a luxuriant  bean  crop,  or  tlie  yield  of  the  slender 
vetch  and  the  bitter  lupine’s  brittle  stems  and  echoing 
jungle.  For  a plain  Ls  parched  by  a crop  of  flax  ; parched 
by  the  oat,  parched  by  the  poppy  steeped  in  slumberous 
I^the.  Yet  roUition  will  ligliten  the  strain  ; only  think  of 
the  dried-up  soil,  and  be  not  afraid  to  give  it  its  fill  of  ricli 
manure — think  of  the  exhausted  field,  and  fling  about  the 
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grimy  ashes  broadcast.  Tlien,  under  the  change  of 
produce,  the  land  gets  equal  rest,  and  you  escape  the 
tlianklessness  of  an  unploughed  soil.  Oft,  too,  has  it  been 
found  of  use  to  set  a barren  field  on  fire,  and  let  the 
auckling  flames  burn  up  the  light  stubble.  Whether  it 
be  that  the  land  derives  hidden  strength  and  fattening 
nourishment  from  the  process,  or  that  the  fire  bakes  out 
any  distemper  it  may  have,  and  sweats  out  its  superfluous 
moisture,  or  that  the  heat  opens  fresh  passages  and  secret 
apertures  through  which  life-juice  may  come  to  the 
tender  blades,  or  that  it  makes  the  land  harder,  and  binds 
up  its  gaping  pores  that  so  the  subtle  shower  and  the 
fierce  sun’s  unusuiil  tyranny,  and  the  north  wind’s  searching 
cold  may  have  no  power  to  parch  it  to  the  quick.  Great, 
aye,  great  are  his  services  to  the  land  who  breaks  up  its 
sluggish  clods  with  the  harrow,  and  drags  over  them  his 
wicker  hurdles : the  golden  corn-goddess  eyes  him  from 
her  Olympian  height  with  no  idle  regard  ; great,  too,  hi.s, 
Avho  having  once  broken  through  the  land’s  crust,  and 
made  it  lift  its  ridgy  back,  turns  his  plough,  and  drives 
through  it  a second  time  crosswi.se,  and  plies  earth  again 
and  again,  and  bows  her  fields  to  his  will. 

A wet  summer  and  a fine  winter  should  be  the  farmer’s 
prayer.  From  winter’s  dust  comes  great  joy  to  the  corn, 
joy  to  the  land.  No  tillage  gives  Mysia  such  cause  for 
botisting,  or  Gai^arus  for  wondering  at  his  own  harvest 
Why  talk  of  the  man  who  having  cast  his  seed,  follows 
up  the  blow  with  his  rake,  and  levels  the  bare  sandy 
ridges,  and  then  when  the  corn  is  springing  up,  brings  on 
it  streaming  waters,  that  follow  as  he  leads;  and  when 
the  scorched  land  is  in  a glow,  and  the  corn  blades 
dying — O joy ! from  the  brow  of  the  channelled  slope 
entices  the  floods  ? See  ! down  it  tumbles,  waking  hoarse 
murmui’s  among  the  smooth  stones,  and  allaying  the  sun- 
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struck  ground  as  it  bubbles  on.  Why  talk  of  him,  Avho 
in  his  care  lest  the  weight  of  the  ear  should  overbear  the 
stems,  grazes  down  the  luxuriance  of  the  crop  while  yet 
in  the  blade,  when  the  springing  com  has  just  reached 
the  furrow’s  top ; or  of  him,  who  drains  off  the  whole 
watery  contents  of  a marsh  by  absorbetit  sand — especially  I 

where,  in  the  treacherous  seasons,  a river  overflows,  and  I 

covers  whole  acres  with  a coat  of  mud,  making  the  hollow  j 

furrows  steam  again  with  the  reeking  moisture  ? j 

Do  not  think  either,  after  all  that  the  labour  of  man  i 

and  beast  has  gone  through  in  turning  the  soil  over  and 
over,  that  no  harm  is  to  be  feared  from  the  tormenting 
goose,  the  crane  from  the  Strjunon,  or  the  bitter  fibres 
of  chicory;  no  injury  from  excess  of  shade.  No,  the  ' 

wise  Father  of  all  has  willed  that  the  fanner’s  path 
should  be  no  easy  one.  lie  was  the  first  to  break  up  the 
land  by  human  skill,  using  care  to  sharpen  men’s  wits, 
nor  letting  the  realm  he  had  made  his  own  grow  dull  j 

under  the  weight  of  lethargy.  Before  Jove’s  time  never  I 

husbandman  subdued  the  country.  Even  to  set  a mark  on  j 

the  champaign  or  divide  it  with  a boundary  line  was  a 
thing  unlawful.  Men’s  gettings  were  for  the  common  i 

stock,  and  earth  of  her  own  free  will  produced  everj'- 
thing,  and  that  more  freely  than  now,  though  none  asked  ^ 

it  of  her.  He  it  was  that  gave  the  black  snake  its  baleful  i 

venom,  and  ordered  the  wolf  to  prowl  and  the  sea  to  swell, 
stripped  tlie  leaves  of  their  honey,  and  put  the  fire  away,  I 

and  stopped  the  wine  that  used  to  flow  in  common  river-  : 

beds — that  experience,  through  patient  thought,  miglit 
hammer  out  divers  arts  by  slow  degrees — might  get  at 
the  corn  blade  by  delving  the  furrow,  and  smite  out  from 
the  heart  of  tlie  flint  the  hidden  fire.  Then  it  was  that 
the  hollowed  alder  first  touched  the  river — then  the 
mariner  numbered  and  named  the  stars — Pleiades,  and 
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Ilyadcs,  and  Lycaon’s  glittering  child,  the  Bear.  Then 
men  found  how  to  capture  game  with  the  noose,  to  beguile 
them  with  lime,  and  how  to  let  their  hounds  round  the 
mighty  lawns.  And  one  man  has  learnt  already  to  flog  a 
wide  river  with  his  casting  net,  making  for  the  deep, 
while  another  is  dragging  his  dripping  meshes  through 
the  sea.  Then  came  stubborn  iron  and  the  thin  creaking 
saw — for  the  first  men  clove  their  wood  wdth  the  wetlge 
— then  came  the  divers  arts  of  life.  So  Toil  conquered 
the  world,  relentless  Toil,  and  Want  that  grinds  in 
adversity. 

Ceres  was  the  first  to  teach  men  to  break  up  the  earth 
with  iron,  in  days  when  the  sacred  forests  had  begun  to 
fall  short  in  acorns  and  arbutes,  and  Dodona  to  withhold 
her  sustenance.  Soon,  however,  the  wheat  had  plagues  of 
its  own — the  baleful  mildew  was  bidden  to  eat  the  stems, 
and  the  lazy  thistle  to  set  up  its  spikes  in  the  fields.  The 
crops  begin  to  die,  and  a prickly  jungle  steals  into  their 
place,  burrs,  caltrops  and  the  like ; and  among  the 
glistening  corn  towers  like  a king  the  unkindly  darnel 
and  the  unfruitful  oat.  So,  unless  your  I'ake  is  ever  ready 
to  exterminate  weeds,  your  shout  to  scare  away  birds, 
your  hook  to  restrain  the  shade  which  darkens  the  land, 
and  your  prayers  to  call  down  rain,  poor  man,  you  wdll 
gaze  on  your  neighbour’s  big  heap  of  grain,  with  unavail- 
ing envy.  Betake  yourself  to  the  woods  again,  and  shake 
the  oak  to  allay  your  hunger. 

I must  tell  you,  too,  what  are  the  stout  farmer’s  weapons 
of  war,  without  whose  aid  none  has  ever  sown  or  raised 
a crop.  First  the  share,  and  the  bent  plough’s  heavy 
wood,  and  the  slow  lumbering  wains  of  the  mighty  Mother 
of  Eleusis,  sledges  and  drags,  and  the  rakes  with  their 
cruel  weight,  and  the  cheap  wicker-work  furniture  of 
Celeus,  bush-harrows  of  arbute  twigs,  and  lacchus’  mystic 
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fan — implements  these  wliich  you  will  remember  to  store 
up  long  before  the  day  of  need,  if  you  are  destined  to 
win  and  wear  the  full  glories  of  the  divine  country.  From 
its  youth  up  in  the  woods  the  elm  is  bent  by  main  force 
and  tmined  into  a beam,  taking  the  form  of  the  crooked 
plough ; to  suit  this  a pole  is  shaped,  stretching  eight  feet 
in  length  with  two  earth-boards,  and  a share-beam  with 
its  back  on  each  side.  So  the  light  linden  tree  is  cut 
down  betimes  for  the  yoke,  and  the  tall  beech  which 
is  to  be  the  handle  to  guide  the  carriage  from  behind, 
and  the  wood  is  hung  up  over  the  hearth  for  the  smoke 
to  season  it. 

I could  repeat  to  you  many  rules  of  old  experience, 
but  I see  you  start  off  and  weaiy  of  listening  to  such 
petty  cares.  The  threshing-floor  in  particular  has  to  be 
smoothed  with  a heavy  roller,  kneaded  with  the  hand, 
and  made  solid  witli  astringent  chalk,  lest  weeds  should 
creep  into  it,  or  dust  get  into  it  and  break  it  into  holes, 
and  then  all  manner  of  plagues  make  their  game  of  it 
— the  tiny  mouse  for  example  often  sets  up  a home  and 
builds  a granary  under  ground,  or  the  blind  mole  scrapes 
out  a lurking  place,  or  toads  are  found  in  the  hollows, 
and  all  the  other  loathly  creatures  that  the  earth  produces, 
and  ravages  are  made  in  a huge  heap  of  corn  by  the 
weevil,  and  the  ant  which  ever  fears  for  an  old  age  of 
poverty. 

Observe,  too,  when  the  walnut-tree  in  the  plantation 
bursts  into  blossom  all  over  and  makes  its  fragrant  boughs 
bend  again,  if  the  bulk  of  them  turn  to  fruit,  grain  will 
follow  in  like  proportion,  and  there  will  be  a great  day 
for  the  thre.shing  and  a great  one  for  the  heat;  but  if  it 
is  a luxuriance  of  leaves  that  makes  the  shade  so  abun- 
dant, the  threshing-floor  will  be  tasked  in  vain,  bruising 
stems  laden  only  with  chaff. 
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As  for  pulse,  I have  known  many  men  steep  it  ere 
tliey  sowed  it,  drenching  it  first  with  nitre  and  black 
inother-of-oil,  that  the  treacherous  pods  might  yield  a 
larger  produce,  and  one  that  would  boil  readily  over  a 
small  fire.  Yet  spite  of  all  patience  in  choosing,  spite  of 
all  pains  in  examining,  I have  seen  the  race  die  out,  unless 
where  men’s  power,  year  by  year,  picked  out  the  largest 
one  by  one.  So  is  it — all  earthly  things  are  doomed  to 
fall  away  and  slip  back  into  chaos,  like  a boatman  who 
just  manages  to  make  head  against  the  stream,  if  the 
tension  of  his  aims  happens  to  relax,  and  the  current 
whirls  away  the  boat  headlong  down  the  river’s  bed. 

Moreover  it  is  as  much  our  interest  to  watch  Arcturus’ 
sign,  and  the  rising  of  the  Kids,  and  the  glittering  Snake, 
as  theirs  who  sailing  homeward  over  the  stormy  water 
explore  Pontus  and  the  jaws  of  oyster-breeding  Abydus. 
When  the  Balance  has  apportioned  the  hours  equally 
between  daytime  and  sleep,  and  is  giving  half  the  circle 
of  the  sky  to  light  and  half  to  shade ; come,  my  brave 
men,  task  your  oxen,  sow  barlej'  broadcast  over  the  field, 
till  the  very  verge  of  the  cold  winter  rains,  when  no  hand 
can  be  put  to  work.  Then,  too,  is  the  time  to  bury  in  the 
earth  your  future  crop  of  fiax,  and  the  poppy  that  the 
corn-goddess  loves,  aye,  and  more  than  time  to  stoop 
vigorously  over  the  plough,  while  the  dry  earth  will  let  you, 
while  the  clouds  hang  unbroken.  Spring  is  the  sowing 
time  for  beans — then,  too,  tlie  lucerne  is  welcomed  by  the 
fallow  furrows,  and  millet  claims  its  yearly  care,  when 
the  snow-white  Bull  with  his  gilded  horns  throws  open 
the  year,  and  the  Dog  sets  in  retreat  before  the  star’s 
advancing  front.  But  if  it  is  for  a harvest  of  wheat  and 
hardy  spelt  that  you  would  task  the  soil,  pressing  on  with 
ardour  which  only  corn  can  satisfy,  first  see  Atlas’  children 
Uike  their  morning  departure,  and  the  star  of  Gnossus, 
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tlie  blazing  crown,  recede  from  view,  ere  you  charge  the 
furrows  with  the  seed  they  have  begun  to  want,  or  force 
the  care  of  a whole  year’s  losses  on  a reluctant  soil.  Many 
have  begun  ere  the  setting  of  Maia ; but  they  have  found 
their  expected  crop  mock  them  with  a show  of  empty 
corn-ears.  But  if  you  are  for  sowing  vetches  and  cheap 
kidney-beans,  and  do  not  think  time  ill-.sj)eut  over  the 
lentile  of  Pelusium,  you  cannot  misread  the  prognostic 
given  by  Bootes  at  his  setting — begin,  and  carry  on  your 
sowing  into  the  heart  of  the  frosty  season. 

It  is  to  this  end  that  the  orbit  of  the  golden  sun,  divided 
into  fixed  portions,  is  guided  through  the  world’s  twelve 
signs.  Five  zones  comprise  the  heaven ; one  of  them, 
ever  glowing  under  the  sun’s  glance,  ever  scorched  by  his 
dame ; on  each  side  of  which,  right  and  left,  two  others 
stretch  away  into  the  far  distance — frozen  homes  of  dull 
green  ice  and  black  storms.  Between  these  and  the  cen- 
tral zone  yet  other  twain  have  been  vouchsafed  to  over- 
toiled humanity  by  the  clemency  of  heaven,  and  betwixt 
them  has  been  cut  a path,  along  which  the  succession  of 
the  signs  may  turn  obliquely.  High  as  the  globe  rises  to- 
wards Scythia  and  the  pinnacles  of  Ehipaian  hills,  so  deep 
is  its  downward  slope  to  Libya  and  its  southern  clime. 
The  one  pole  ever  stands  towering  above  our  heads ; the 
other  is  thnist  down  beneath  the  feet  of  murky  Styx  and 
lier  abyssmal  spectre.-:.  Here,  with  his  monstrous  spiral 
coils,  shoots  out  the  snake,  winding  like  a river  around 
and  between  the  two  Bears — the  Bears  who  ever  shrink 
from  the  touch  of  ocean’s  waters.  There,  some  say,  all 
is  wrapped  in  eternal  night,  with  its  silence  that  knows  no 
seasons,  and  its  thick  pall  deepening  the  gloom ; or,  as 
others  think,  Aurora  visits  them  when  she  leaves  us,  and 
brings  them  back  the  day ; and  as  we  feel  the  first  breath  of 
her  orient  steeds  panting  up  our  sky,  among  them  Vesper, 
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all  crimson,  is  lighting  its  evening  torch.  Hence  it  is  that 
we  can  foretell  the  changes  of  the  fitful  heaven,  the 
harvest-tide,  and  the  time  for  sowing,  and  what  season  is 
best  for  breaking  with  our  oars  the  sea’s  treacherous  calm ; 
what  for  rigging  and  launching  a Heet,  or  laying  low  the 
pine  among  its  forest  brethren  when  its  time  is  come. 
Aye,  hence  it  is  that  we  watch,  notin  vain,  for  the  signs  as 
they  ri.se  and  set,  and  for  the  four  Seasons  whose  diversity 
regulates  the  year. 

Whenever  a cold  rainy  day  keeps  the  fanner  a prisoner, 
it  is  but  a boon,  enabling  him  to  get  ready  in  time  many 
things  which  he  would  have  had  to  hurry  through  ere 
long  in  fine  weather.  See,  the  ploughman  sits  hammering 
out  the  fang  of  his  ploughshare,  which  has  been  blunted, 
or  hollowing  a trough  out  of  a tree,  or  he  has  set  marks 
on  his  cattle,  or  numbers  on  his  corn-sacks ; others  are 
sharpening  stakes  and  two-pronged  forks,  and  making 
bands  of  Amerian  willows  for  tying  up  the  limber  vine. 
Now  is  your  time  ; plait  baskets  of  the  pliant  bramblc- 
twig,  parch  j^our  corn  at  the  fire,  or  brui.se  it  with  the 
millstone.  Why,  even  on  holy-days,  some  work  is  per- 
mitted by  the  laws  of  heaven  and  earth.  The  strictest 
worsliipper  has  never  scrupled  to  let  off  a river,  plant  a 
hedge  to  protect  his  croji,  set  traps  for  birds,  fire  the 
brambles,  or  wash  his  bleating  flock  for  health’s  sake  in 
the  stream.  Often,  too,  has  the  slow  ass  his  sides  laden 
with  oil  or  plenty  of  cheap  apples  by  his  driver,  who 
comes  back  from  town  with  a dented  millstone,  or  a lump 
of  black  pitch  for  his  trouble. 

The  moon  herself  has  assigned  her  several  days  to  man, 
as  each  in  its  several  degree  propitious  to  labour.  Avoid 
the  fifth  ; then  was  born  the  ghastly  God  of  Death  and  the 
Furies ; then  it  was  that  the  Earth  produced  her  monster 
brood  — Cccus  and  lapetus  and  fell  T}'phoeus,  and  the 
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brethren  wlio  banded  together  to  tear  down  lieaven’s 
gates.  Tlirice,  indeed,  did  tliey  es.say  to  heap  Ossa  on 
Pelion,  and  uplieave  on  to  Ossa  tlie  forests  of  Olympus ; 
thrice  the  Father  with  his  thunderbolt  dashed  their  moun- 
tain pile  to  pieces.  The  seventeenth  is  lucky  for  planting 
out  the  vine,  biking  and  breaking  in  young  oxen,  and 
adding  the  leashes  to  the  warp.  The  ninth  smile.s  on 
runaways,  but  frowns  on  thieving. 

Nay,  there  are  many  cases  where  nature  submits  to 
man  more  readily  in  chilly  night,  or  when  the  sun  is 
young,  and  the  morning  star  sends  dew  on  the  earth. 
Night  is  the  best  for  cutting  the  light  stubble,  night  for 
the  dry  meadows ; night  has  always  good  store  of  mois- 
ture to  supple  the  grass.  I know  a man  who  will  sit  by 
the  light  of  a winter  fire  the  whole  night  through,  with  a 
sharp  knife  notching  his  brands,  while  his  wife,  solacing 
her  tedious  task  with  song,  draws  her  shrill  comb  quickly 
over  the  warp,  or  Avith  the  fire-god’s  help  boils  doAvn  the 
.sweet  liquid  must,  and  skims  with  a leaf  the  AvaA'e  of  the 
simmering  caldron. 

But  the  mddy  corn-goddess  is  reaped  in  midsummer 
heat,  and  in  midsummer  heat  the  parched  ears  are  bruised 
on  the  threshing-floor.  Strip  to  plough,  strip  to  soav; 
Avinter  is  a lazy  time  for  the  farmer.  In  cold  Aveather  the 
husbandman  thinks  rather  of  enjoying  Avhat  he  has  got, 
and  making  merry  Avith  his  neighbours  in  friendly  com- 
panies. Winter  is  the  entertainer,  calling  out  man’s  hap- 
pier self,  and  unbinding  his  load  of  care,  as  it  Avere  the 
end  of  a long  voyage,  Avhen  the  heavy-laden  vessel  has  at 
length  touched  the  harbour’s  bar,  and  the  sailors  in  ecstacy 
are  Avreathing  her  stem  Avith  garlands.  Then,  however, 
is  the  time  to  strip  acorns  for  fodder,  and  the  berries  of 
the  bay,  the  oHa'C,  and  the  blood-red  mjTtle ; the  time 
to  set  springes  for  cranes  and  nets  for  deer,  and  chase 
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the  long-eared  hare ; the  time  to  strike  the  doe  witli  a 
vigorous  sweep  of  the  hempen  lash  of  your  Balearic 
sling,  in  the  days  when  the  snow  lies  in  deep  drifts,  when 
the  floods  roll  down  their  ice. 

Why  talk  of  the  fitful  changes  of  Autumn  and  its  signs, 
and  the  dangers  against  which  men  must  watch  when  the 
days  begin  to  shorten,  and  the  summer  heat  to  soften ! or 
when  Spring  pours  down  in  showers,  when  the  plain 
already  bristles  with  waving  ears,  and  the  corn  on  its 
green  stem  is  swelling  with  milky  juice?  Oft  have  I, 
when  the  farmer  was  taking  his  reaper  into  the  yellow 
field,  and  just  beginning  to  top  the  barley’s  frail  stalk,  seen 
all  the  armies  of  the  winds  meet  in  the  shock  of  battle, 
tearing  up  by  the  roots  whole  acres  of  heavy  corn,  and 
whirling  it  on  high,  just  as  a common  hurricane  would 
sweep  down  its  dark  current  light  straw  and  flying 
stubble.  Oft,  too,  comes  nishing  from  the  sky  a vast 
column  of  waters,  the  clouds  mustering  from  the  length 
and  breadth  of  heaven,  and  making  their  dark  stonns  into 
one  gi-eat  murky  tempest ; down  crashes  the  whole  dome  of 
the  firmament,  washing  away  before  the  mighty  rain-deluge 
all  those  smiling  crops,  all  for  which  the  ox  toiled  so 
hard.  The  dykes  are  filled,  the  deep  streams  swell  with 
a roar,  and  the  sea  glows  again  through  every  panting 
inlet.  The  great  Father  himself,  intrenched  in  a night 
of  storm-clouds,  wields  the  huge  thunderbolt  with 
flushing  arm  : at  that  .shock  the  giant  earth  trembles, 
the  beasts  have  disappeared,  and  men’s  hearts  all  the 
world  over  lie  quailing  low  in  terror ; he  with  his  blazing 
javelin  strikes  Athos  or  Rhodope  on  the  high  Cenaunian 
range ; doubly  loud  howls  the  south  wind,  doubly  thick 
gathers  the  cloud  of  rain,  and  under  the  blast’s  mighty 
stroke  forest  and  shore  by  turns  wail  in  agony. 

With  this  terror  before  you,  look  watchfully  to  the 
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heaven,  its  seasons  and  its  signs.  Mark  into  what  dreary 
regions  Saturn’s  cold  star  withdraws  itself ; what  celestial 
orbit  comprises  the  wanderings  of  the  Cyllenian  fire. 
First  of  all,  worship  the  gorls,  and  year  by  year  pay  great 
Ceres  her  recurring  honour,  with  a sacrifice  on  the 
luxuriant  sward,  when  winter  has  at  last  fallen,  and 
spring  begins  to  clear  the  sky.  Those  are  the  days  when 
lambs  are  fat,  and  wine  at  its  mellowest,  when  sleep  is 
pleasant,  and  the  trees  on  the  mountains  thick  of  shade. 
Then  summon  all  your  rustic  force  to  worship  Ceres ; to 
pleasure  her,  mix  the  honeycomb  with  milk,  and  the  wine- 
god’s  mellow  juice,  and  thrice  let  the  au.spicious  victim  be 
led  round  the  young  corn,  with  the  whole  quire  of  your 
males  following  it  in  triumph,  and  shouting  invitations  to 
Ceres  to  come  and  dwell  with  them ; nor  let  any  put  the 
sickle  into  the  ripe  corn,  ere  in  Ceres’  honour  he  wreath 
his  brow  with  the  oaken  chaplet,  join  in  the  uncouth 
dance,  and  take  part  in  the  song ! 

^loreover,  it  is  that  these  dangei's  may  be  known  to  us 
by  infallible  tokens — the  heat,  I mean,  and  the  rain,  and 
the  w'ind  that  brings  the  cold — that  the  great  Father 
him.self  has  ordained  what  should  be  the  lesson  taught  by 
each  month’s  moon,  what  the  signal  for  the  south  wind  to 
fiill  asleep,  what  the  symptom  which,  repeatedly  ob.servcd, 
makes  the  husbandman  keep  his  herds  within  .sight  of 
their  stalls.  From  the  first,  when  the  wind  is  getting  up, 
either  the  inlets  of  the  sea  begin  to  work  and  swell,  and 
a chy  crashing  sound  is  heard  shivering  down  the  high 
mountains,  or  a confused  roar  echoes  far  along  the 
beach,  and  the  whispering  of  the  forests  comes  fast  and 
thick.  By  this  time  the  wave  can  scarcely  keep  itself 
from  falling  on  the  vessel’s  keel,  at  the  moment  when  the 
gulls  fly  swiftly  home  from  over  the  sea,  and  their  noise 
travels  with  them  to  the  shore ; at  the  moment,  when  the 
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cormorants,  whose  element  is  the  water,  are  sporting  on 
the  land,  and  the  heron  forsakes  its  home  in  the  marsh, 
and  flies  aloft  above  the  clouds.  Often,  too,  when  wind 
is  near,  you  will  see  stars  shooting  headlong  from  the  sky, 
with  long  trails  of  flame  behind  them,  glimmering  white 
through  the  blackness  of  night ; often  you  will  see  light 
chaflT  and  fallen  leaves  flying  about,  and  films  of  gossamer 
in  sportive  conjunction  floating  on  the  water’s  brim.  But 
W'hen  from  the  quarter  of  the  savage  North  come  lightnings, 
and  thunder  rolls  through  the  halls  of  the  East  and  the 
West,  every  field  is  flooded  fi-om  the  dyke’s  overflow,  and 
every  sjiilor  afloat  furls  his  dripping  sails.  Never  man  was 
surprised  by  rain  at  unawares.  He  might  either  have 
seen  the  crows  dropping  from  the  sky  to  the  depths  of 
the  valley,  to  shelter  themselves  from  it  as  it  rises,  or  the 
heifer  turning  its  face  to  heaven,  and  sniffing  up  th^  air 
'with  its  broad  nostrils,  or  the  swallow  flying  twitteringly 
round  and  round  the  pool,  and  the  frogs  sitting  in  the 
slime,  and  singing  their  old  complaining  note.  Often,  too, 
the  ant  is  seen  cariying  its  eggs  out  of  its  secret  cells 
along  that  narrow  well-worn  path,  and  the  great  rainbow 
drinking,  and  the  army  of  rooks,  as  it  draws  off  from  its 
pasture  in  long  column,  crying  and  flapping  its  serried 
wings.  Again,  the  tribes  of  sea-birds,  and  such  as  dig 
for  treasure  far  and  wide  in  the  Asian  meads  among 
Cayster’s  sweet  waters,  may  be  observed  in  rivalry  with 
each  other,  pouring  showers  of  spray  over  their  backs, 
now  presenting  their  heads  to  the  waves,  now  running  into 
the  sea,  rejoicing,  as  it  were,  in  the  mere  aimless  dehght  of 
bathing.  Then  the  raven,  irr  her  deep  tones,  like  an  ill 
spirit,  calls  down  the  rain,  and  stalks  in  stately  solitude 
along  the  dry  sea  sand.  Even  at  night,  maidens  at  their 
tasks  can  still  tell  stormy  weather,  when  in  the  blazing 
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lamp  they  see  the  oil  sputter,  and  fungus  clots  form  round 
the  wick. 

Not  less  sure  are  the  signs  by  which  to  foresee  and 
learn  a change  from  rain  to  sunshine  and  clear  open  sky. 
Then  there  is  no  bluntness  about  the  edge  of  the  stars, 
nor  does  the  moon  seem  to  rise  in  deep  debt  to  her 
brother’s  light,  nor  are  thin  fleeces  of  wool  seen  to  float 
over  the  sky.  Nor  do  the  Halcyons,  whom  the  sea  goddess 
loves,  stand  on  the  shore,  spreading  their  wings  to  the 
warm  sun ; nor  does  it  occur  to  the  uncleanly  swine  to 
toss  in  theii’  snouts  loosened  wisps  of  hay.  But  the  clouds 
fly  lower  and  stretch  themselves  along  the  plain,  and  as 
she  watches  the  sunset  on  her  tower,  the  owl,  all  for 
nothing,  keeps  plying  her  weary  task  of  song.  Nisus  is  seen 
soaring  in  the  clear  sky,  while  Scylla  suffers  vengeance  for 
the  purple  ringlet.  Wlierever  her  flying  wings  cut  through 
the  thin  ether,  see  there  is  Nisus,  her  savage  foe,  with  a 
mighty  sound  chasing  her  through  the  air.  Where  Nisus 
flies  up  into  the  air  there  is  she,  with  her  flying  wings 
cutting  scuddingly  through  the  thin  ether.  Then  the 
rooks,  narrowing  their  throats,  utter  a clear  note,  three  or 
four  times  over,  and  rejxjatedly  in  their  nests  on  the  tree 
top,  moved  by  some  mysterious  ecstacy  beyond  their 
wont,  make  a chatter  among  the  leaves  for  pleasure 
belike,  when  the  rain  is  over,  at  seeing  their  young  and 
their  own  dear  nests  again.  Not,  if  I may  judge,  that 
Heaven  has  given  them  any  spark  of  wit  like  ours,  or 
Fate  any  deeper  insight  into  things,  but  that  when  the 
weather  and  the  fitful  moisture  of  the  sky  has  changed  its 
coui-se,  and  the  god  of  the  air  with  his  wet  gales  from  the 
south  condenses  particles,  which  ere-while  were  thin,  and 
releases  what  was  dense,  there  is  a change  in  the  phases  of 
their  life,  and  movements  rise  in  their  breasts,  unlike  those 
they  felt  while  the  wind  was  gathenng  the  clouds.  There 
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lies  the  secret  of  the  birds’  rural  chorus,  and  the  ecstacy 
of  the  cattle,  and  the  i-ook’s  triumphant  pasan. 

But  if  you  will  watch  the  wliirhng  sun  and  the  array  of 
the  moons,  the  morrow  wiU  never  play  you  false,  nor  will 
you  fall  into  the  snare  set  by  a clear  night.  Wlien  the 
moon  is  first  mustering  her  rallied  fires,  if  her  horns  are 
dull,  with  dark  atmosphere  between,  there  will  be  a 
mighty  storm  brewing  for  farming-men  and  sea.  But  if 
her  face  should  be  suffused  with  a maiden  blush,  then 
there  will  be  wind ; the  approach  of  wind  ever  flushes  the 
cheek  of  golden  Phoebe.  But  if,  on  her  fourth  rising,  for 
that  is  your  safest  counsellor,  she  shall  sail  through  the  sky 
clear,  and  with  unblunted  horn,  then  that  whole  day,  aye, 
and  the  days  which  shall  be  bom  from  it  to  the  month’s 
end,  shall  be  untroubled  by  rain  or  wind,  and  seamen 
safely  landed,  shall  pay  their  vows  on  the  beach  to  Glaucus 
and  Panopea,  and  Ino’s  darling,  Melicerta. 

The  sun,  too,  alike  when  rising  and  when  going  under 
the  wave,  will  give  you  tokens : no  train  of  tokens  is  surer 
than  the  sun’s,  those  which  attend  his  morning  return,  and 
those  which  recur  with  the  rising  stars.  For  him,  when 
you  find  him  flecking  his  infant  dawn  with  spots,  buried 
in  a cloud,  and  shrinking  from  the  middle  of  his  disk, 
beware  of  showers : for  there  is  looming  overhead  a south 
wind,  foe  to  tree,  and  crop,  and  cattle.  Again,  when  at 
daybreak  his  rays  come  shivered  and  scattered  through  a 
thick  mass  of  cloud,  or  when  Aurora  rises  pale  from 
Tithonus’  saffron  bed,  alas,  the  vine  branch  that  day  will 
be  a poor  shelter  to  your  ripe  grapes,  so  pelting  are  the 
spokes  of  hail  that  bound  and  crackle  on  your  roof.  This 
warning,  too,  it  will  ser\'e  you  more  to  bear  in  mind  when 
he  has  finished  his  course,  and  is  quitting  the  sky,  for  then 
w'e  often  see  various  hues  wandering  over  his  countenance : 
the  du.sky  portends  rain,  the  fiery-red  east  winds ; but  if 
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dark  spots  and  red  fire  begin  to  blend,  then  you  will  see 
the  whole  firmament  in  one  fierce  turmoil  of  wind  and 
storm-cloud.  L^t  no  one  advise  me  to  take  a journey  on 
the  sea  that  night,  or  pluck  the  cable  from  the  shore.  But 
if  both  when  he  restores  the  day,  and  when  he  hides  away 
again  the  restored  treasure,  his  disk  is  bright,  your  alanns 
of  storm-clouds  will  be  vain,  and  you  will  see  the  woods 
swaying  to  and  fro  in  a clear  north  wind. 

In  short,  the  secrets  which  evening  carries  on  his  wing, 
the  quarter  whence  a fair  wind  will  blow  to  drive  away 
the  clouds,  the  hidden  purposes  of  the  rainy  South,  of  all 
these  the  Sun  will  give  you  prognostics.  The  Sun — who 
will  dare  to  adl  him  untrue  ? Nay,  he  it  is  who  often 
betrays  the  stealthy  approach  of  battle  alarms,  the  heav- 
ings  of  trciison  and  concealed  rebellion.  Nay,  he  it  was 
that  had  compassion  forEorae  at  her  Caesar’s  death,  when 
he  veiled  his  shining  head  with  a gloom  of  iron-grey,  and 
a godless  world  was  afraid  of  everlasting  night.  Though 
that  in  truth  was  a crisis  when  Earth  and  the  expanse  of 
Ocean,  dogs  of  evil  name  and  birds  of  ill  omen  gave  their 
prognostics  too.  How  often  have  we  seen  the  fire-god’s  cells 
burst,  and  Hiltna  in  a stream  blazing  forth  on  the  Cyclops’ 
domain,  with  balls  of  flame  and  molten  stones  sweeping 
along!  The  clashing  of  arms  was  heard  by  Germany 
from  sky  to  sky  ; strange  convulsions  sent  a trembling 
tlirough  the  Alps.  There  was  a voice,  too,  heard  by  many 
through  the  still  temple-groves,  deeper  than  human  ; and 
spectres  of  unearthly  pallor  were  seen  at  the  dead  of 
night,  and  cattle — the  tale  is  too  dire  to  tell — spoke 
like  men : see  I the  rivers  stay  their  courses,  the  earth 
yawns,  the  ivory  in  the  fanes  sheds  tears  for  .sorrow,  and 
the  brass  sweats.  With  the  sweep  of  its  frenzied  torrent 
it  bears  down  whole  forests,  that  king  of  rivers,  Eridanu.'*, 
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hurling  before  it  far  as  the  plain  extends,  stall  and  cattle 
alike.  No  respite  was  there  in  those  fearfid  days  to  the 
threatening  filaments  that  overcast  the  entrails  with  sad- 
ness, or  to  the  blood  that  welled  from  springs  in  the 
ground,  or  to  the  howling  of  wolves  by  njght,  echoing 
through  our  steep-built  towns.  Never  also  fell  there 
more  thunder-bolts  from  a clear  sky ; never  blazed 
comets  Avith  fi-equence  so  appalling.  Hence  it  Avas  that 
the  spectacle  of  two  Roman  hosts,  armed  alike,  meeting 
in  the  shock  of  fight,  Avas  seen  once  more  by  Philippi, 
nor  did  the  Powers  above  think  it  shame  that  our  best 
blood  should  tAvice  serve  to  fatten  the  laud  of  Emathia 
and  Hasmus’  broad  plains.  Yes,  and  the  time  Avill  come 
Avhen  in  those  borders  the  husbandman,  as  Avith  his 
crooked  plough  he  upheaves  the  mass  of  earth,  will  find, 
devoured  by  a scurf  of  rust,  Roman  javelins,  or  strike  his 
heavy  rake  on  empty  helms,  and  gaze  astounded  on  the 
gigantic  bones  that  start  from  their  broken  sepulchres. 

Gods  of  our  fathers,  native  poAvers,  and  Romulus  and 
Vesta,  our  great  mother,  Avho  preservest  the  Etruscan 
Tiber  and  Rome’s  palaces,  at  least  let  this  younger  cham- 
pion come  to  the  aid  of  a world  o’erthroAvn,  with  none 
to  hinder  him.  To  the  fuU,  long  since,  has  our  best  blood 
atoned  for  the  perjuries  of  Laomedon  and  his  Troy. 
Long  since,  Ctesar,  has  heaven’s  kingly  home  been  grudg- 
ing thee  to  this  our  earth,  complaining  that  thy  thoughts 
are  all  for  human  triumphs — triumphs  among  a race 
Avhere  right  and  wrong  are  confounded,  in  a globe  that 
teems  Avith  Avar  and  swarms  with  the  myriad  forms  of 
crime ; Avhere  the  plough  meets  with  nought  of  its  due 
honour;  Avdiere  the  tiller  is  SAvept  oflT  and  the  land  left  to 
Aveeds,  and  the  hook  has  its  curve  straighteued  into  the 
sAvordblade.  In  the  East,  Euphrates  is  stirring  up  war. 
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in  the  West  Germany;  nay,  close-neighbouring  cities 
break  their  mutual  league  and  draw  the  sword — and 
the  war-god’s  unhallowed  fury  rages  the  whole  earth 
through ; even  as  when  in  the  Circus  the  chariots  burst 
from  their  floodgates,  they  dash  into  the  course,  and 
pulling  desperately  at  the  reins,  the  driver  lets  the  horses 
drive  him,  and  the  car  is  deaf  to  the  curb. 
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Thus  far  of  the  tillage  of  the  fields  and  of  the  stars  of 
heaven.  Now  of  thee,  Bacchus,  will  I sing,  and  of  tlie 
young  forest  trees  as  united  with  thee,  and  of  the  progeny 
of  the  slowly-growing  olive.  Come  hither,  father  of  the 
wine-press — everything  here  is  filled  with  thy  gifts — for 
thee  the  land  looks  gay,  as  it  teems  with  the  viny  harvest, 
the  vintage  is  foaming  in  the  brimming  vats.  Come  hither, 
father  of  the  wine-press — strip  off  thy  buskins,  bare  thy 
legs,  and  plunge  them  with  me  in  the  new  must. 

First,  the  law  of  the  production  of  trees  is  various. 
For  some,  under  no  compulsion  from  men,  grow  up  of 
themselves,  of  their  own  accord,  and  spread  widely  over 
the  plains  and  the  winding  river  banks,  like  the  pliant 
osier  and  the  limber  broom,  the  poplar,  and  the  willow 
groves  that  look  so  hoary  with  their  grey  leaves.  Some 
again  spring  up  from  the  dropping  of  seed,  like  the  tall 
chestnuts,  and  the  forest-monarch  which  puts  forth  its 
royal  leaves  for  Jove,  the  sesculus,  and  the  oaks,  in  Greece 
deemed  oracular.  With  others  a dense  forest  of  suckers 
shoots  up  from  their  roots,  as  with  cherry-trees  and 
elms — nay,  the  bay  of  Parnassus  rears  its  infant  head 
under  the  mighty  covert  of  its  mother’s  shade.  These  are 
the  modes  which  Nature  first  gave  to  men  unasked — to 
these  the  whole  race  of  forest-trees  and  shrubs  and 
sacred  groves  owe  their  verdure. 

Other  modes  there  are  which  experience,  working  by 
method,  has  found  out  for  itself.  One  has  thought  of 
tearing  oflT  suckers  from  their  mother’s  tender  frame,  and 
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planting  them  in  furrows ; another  has  buried  stocks  in 
the  ground,  truncheons  cleft  in  four,  and  stakes  sharpened 
to  a point.  Some  forest-trees  yearn  for  the  arch  of  the 
depressed  layer,  and  for  slips  which  partake  of  their  life 
and  spring  from  their  soil.  Others  want  nothing  of  the 
root ; the  gardener  as  he  prunes  the  tree  confidently 
takes  the  topmost  branch  and  restores  it  as  a trust  to  its 
native  earth.  Nay,  the  olive,  when  cut  down  to  a stump, 
marvellous  to  relate,  strikes  a root  out  of  the  dry  wood. 
Often,  too,  we  see  the  branches  of  one  tree  transformed  to 
those  of  another  by  harmless  magic — the  pear  tree  is 
changed  and  bears  a crop  of  engrafted  apples — the  stony 
cornels  look  red  on  the  plum  tree. 

Come,  then,  husbandmen,  and  learn  the  culture  proper 
to  each  according  to  its  kind,  and  so  mellow  your  wild 
fruits  by  cultivation,  nor  let  the  ground  lie  idle.  . What 
joy,  to  plant  Ismarus  all  over  with  the  progeny  of  Bac- 
chus, and  clothe  the  mighty  sides  of  Taburnus  with  a 
garment  of  olives.  Be  thou,  too,  at  my  side,  and  traverse 
with  me  the  task  that  I have  essayed,  thou  who  art  my 
glory,  to  whom  the  largest  share  of  my  fame  of  right 
belongs,  and  spread  thy  flying  sails  over  this  broad  ocean. 
Not  that  I aim  at  embracing  all  with  my  song.  I could 
not,  had  I a hundred  tongues,  a hundred  mouths,  a voice  of 
brass.  Come  with  me  and  coast  along  the  line  of  the 
shore — the  land  is  close  at  hand.  I will  not  detain  thee 
here  with  mythic  strains,  or  circuitous  deUiil,  or  lengthy 
preambles. 

The  trees  which  of  their  own  accord  rear  themselves 
up  into  the  realms  of  light  grow  up  unfruitful,  but  luxu- 
riant and  vigorous — for  there  are  latent  forces  of  nature 
in  the  soil.  Yet  unfruitful  as  they  are,  if  grafted  with 
others  or  transplanted  to  pits  w'here  the  earth  has  been 
well  worked,  they  wdll  be  found  to  have  put  oflT  their 
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savage  temper,  and  under  constant  cultivation  to  learn 
readily  whatever  lessons  you  may  choose  to  teach  them. 
So  with  the  barren  sucker  that  springs  from  the  root,  if 
it  be  planted  out  with  clear  ground  to  expatiate  in — as  it 
now  is,  the  towering  foliage  and  branches  of  its  mother 
overshadow  it,  and  rob  it  of  its  fruit  as  it  grows  up,  and 
wither  up  the  productive  powers  it  exerts.  Again,  the 
tree  which  owes  its  birth  to  chance-dropt  seed  comes  up 
slowly,  reserving  its  shade  for  generations  yet  unborn — 
apples  degenerate,  having  lost  the  traditions  of  their 
ancient  flavour,  and  the  vine  bears  ignoble  clusters  for 
birds  to  pillage.  The  fact  is,  all  must  have  labour  spent 
on  them — all  must  be  drilled  into  trenches  and  subdued 
with  toil  and  pain.  Olives,  however,  answer  best  from 
truncheons,  vines  from  layers,  Paphian  myrtles  from  the 
solid  wood.  From  suckers  are  raised  the  sturdy  hazels, 
and  the  huge  ash,  aud  the  tree  whose  shade  crowns  the 
brows  of  Hercules,  and  the  acorns  of  our  Chaonian  father 
— raised,  too,  is  the  lofty  palm,  and  the  fir  which  will  one 
day  behold  the  disasters  of  the  deep.  But  the  prickly 
arbutus  is  grafted  with  the  fruit  of  the  nut,  and  plane 
trees,  though  barren,  have  borne  heavy  apples  in  their 
day — the  chestnut’s  blossom  has  whitened  the  beech,  the 
pear’s  the  mountain  ash,  and  swine  have  crunched  acorns 
that  they  found  under  the  elm.  Nor  is  the  method  of 
grafting  and  of  inoculation  one  and  the  same.  Where 
the  buds  sprout  forth  from  the  middle  of  the  bark  and 
burst  the  thin  coats,  there  is  a small  orifice  in  the  knot 
thus  caused  ; into  it  they  introduce  a bud  from  a strange 
tree,  and  teach  it  to  grow  into  the  bark  that  gives  it  the  sap 
of  life.  Or  again  incision  is  made  in  the  stem  where  there 
are  no  knots,  and  a deep  passage  is  cloven  by  wedges  into 
solid  wood.  Then  shoots  that  ■will  bear  are  let  in — a little 
■while,  and  the  tree  has  started  up  towards  the  sky  with 
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a weight  of  teeming  branches,  marvelling  at  its  strange 
foliage,  and  a fruitage  not  its  own. 

Further,  there  is  not  one  kind  only  of  stalwart  elms,  or 
of  the  willow  and  the  lotus,  or  the  cypresses  of  Ida,  nor  are 
fat  olives  all  produced  after  one  tyjie — orchads  and  radii 
— and  pausians  with  their  bitter  fruit ; nor  yet  the  apple- 
forests  of  Alcinous ; nor  is  the  scion  the  same  which  pro- 
duces Syrian  and  Crustumian  pears  and  big  hand- fillers. 
The  vintage  that  hangs  from  our  trees  is  not  the  same 
which  Lesbos  gathers  from  the  tendrils  of  Methymna. 
There  are  Thasian  vines,  there  are  Mareotids,  which  are 
white ; these  suited  for  rich  soils,  those  for  the  lighter 
sort ; and  the  Psithian,  which  does  better  for  raisin-wine ; 
and  the  Lageos,  whose  thin  light  juice  will  one  day  trouble 
the  feet  and  tie  up  the  tongue ; and  purples,  and  early- 
ripes — thou,  too,  grape  of  Khastia,  how  shall  I sing  thy 
praises  ? Yet  measure  not  thyself,  therefore,  against  cellars 
of  Falemura.  Then  there  are  the  Aminsean  vines — best 
of  wines  to  keep— to  which  the  Tmolian  veils  his  crest, 
and  the  royal  Phanseus  himself,  and  the  lesser  Argitis,  with 
which  none  will  be  foimd  to  vie,  either  for  the  streams  of 
juice  that  it  yields,  or  for  the  length  of  years  that  it  lasts. 
Far  be  it  from  me  to  pass  over  thee,  Ehodian — welcome 
to  the  gods  and  to  the  banquet’s  second  course — or  Bu- 
mastus,  with  thy  big  swelling  clusters.  But  there  is  no 
number  to  tell  how  many  kinds  there  are,  or  what  their 
names  ; indeed,  it  skills  not  to  measure  them  by  number. 
The  man  who  would  have  such  knowledge  would  wish 
also  to  know  how  many  sand-grains  are  lashed  by  the 
zephyr  on  the  Libyan  waste,  or  when  the  east  wind  falls 
with  violence  on  the  shipping,  to  tell  how  many  waves 
the  Ionian  sea  sends  rolling  to  the  shore. 

Nor,  indeed,  is  every  soil  able  to  produce  everything. 
Willows  grow  by  rivers,  alders  in  rank  boggy  ground. 


Digitized  by  Google 


BOOK  ir. 


50 


barren  ashes  in  a stony  mountainous  country.  The  most 
luxuriant  myrtle  groves  are  on  the  shore.  Lastly,  Bacchus 
is  partial  to  broad  sunny  hills,  the  yew-tree  to  north  winds 
and  cold.  Look  also  at  the  extremities  of  the  earth  as 
subdued  by  tillage,  the  Eastern  homes  of  the  Arabs  and 
the  tattooed  Gelonians.  There  you  will  find  trees  with 
their  countries  portioned  out  to  them.  None  but  India 
produces  black  ebony ; the  spray  of  frankincense  belongs 
to  none  but  the  Sabaeans.  Why  tell  thee  of  the  balsams, 
the  sweat  of  the  fragrant  wood,  or  of  the  berries  of  the 
evergreen  acanthus?  Wliy  speak  of  the  woods  of  the 
Ethiopians,  with  their  hoary  locks  of  soft  wool,  or  how 
the  Seres  comb  silky  fleeces  from  the  lambs?  Or  the 
forests  which  India  bears,  hard  by  the  ocean,  the  ut- 
most corner  of  the  world  — forests  where  no  shot  of 
an  arrow  can  reach  the  sky  that  tops  the  trees;  and 
the  natives  are  not  slow,  either,  when  they  take  up  the 
quiver?  Media  produces  the  bitter  juice  and  lingering 
flavour  of  the  benignant  citron ; no  more  present  help 
than  that,  if  ever  cruel  stepdames  have  drugged  the 
draught,  mingling  herbs  and  charms  not  less  baleful,  to 
come  and  expel  the  deadly  poison  fi:om  the  frame.  The 
tree  itself  is  large,  and  very  like  a bay  to  look  at ; nay, 
if  the  scent  it  flings  about  were  not  different,  a bay  it 
had  been.  No  wound  can  make  it  shed  its  leaves,  and 
tlie  blossom,  too,  holds  fast  as  few.  The  Medes  use  it  for 
purifying  noisome  breath,  and  relieving  the  asthma  of 
old  age. 

But  neither  Median  forests,  wealthiest  of  climes,  nor 
lovely  Ganges,  nor  Ilennus,  whose  mud  is  gold,  may  vie 
with  the  glories  of  Italy.  No,  nor  Bactria,  nor  Ind,  nor 
Panchaia,  with  all  the  richness  of  its  incense- bearing  sands. 
Here  is  a land  where  no  bulls,  breathing  fire  from  their 
nostrils,  have  ploughed  the  soil ; where  no  enormous  dra- 
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gons’  teeth  were  ever  sown ; where  no  human  liarvest 
started  up,  bristling  with  lielms  and  crowded  lances  ; but 
teeming  corn  and  the  vine-god’s  Massic  juice  have 
made  it  their  own  ; its  tenants  are  olives  and  luxuriant' 
herds  of  cattle.  Hence  comes  the  war-horse,  that  prances 
proudly  into  the  battle-field.  Hence,  Clitumnus,  those 
white  Hocks,  and  the  bull,  that  majestic  victor,  which 
oft  ere  now,  bathed  in  thy  sacred  Hood,  have  ushered  a 
Roman  triumph  to  the  temples  of  the  gods.  Here  is 
ceaseless  spring,  and  summer  in  months  where  summer 
is  .strange.  Tw  ice  the  cattle  give  increase,  twice  the  tree 
yields  its  service  of  fruit.  But  far  away  are  fierce  tigers 
and  the  savage  seed  of  lions ; nor  does  aconite  grow  to 
beguile  the  wretched  herb-gatherer ; nor  does  the  .serpent 
roll  his  huge  circles  switly  along  the  ground,  or  gather 
his  scales  into  a coil  with  so  vast  a .sweep.  Think,  too, 
of  all  those  stately  cities  and  trophies  of  human  toil, 
all  those  towns  piled  by  man’s  hand  on  beetling  rocks, 
with  rivei’s  flowing  beneath  tlieir  time-honoured  walls. 
Or  shall  I speak  of  the  two  seas  that  wash  it  alxrve 
and  below?  or  of  those  mighty  lakes — of  thee,  Larins, 
the  greatest,  and  thee,  Beuacus,  heaving  with  the  swell 
and  the  roar  of  ocean?  or  tell  of  the  harbours  and 
the  barrier  thrown  across  the  Lucrhie,  and  the  rage 
and  loud  thunder  of  the  baffled  waters,  where  the  sound 
of  the  sea  beaten  back  echoes  far  over  the  Julian  wave, 
and  the  Tyrrlienian  billows  come  foaming  up  into  the 
creeks  of  Avernus?  It  is  a land,  too,  which  has  dis- 
closed currents  of  silver  and  of  copper  ore  mantling  in 
its  veins,  and  has  streamed  profusely  with  gold — a land 
that  has  produced  tribes  of  manly  temper — the  Marsian, 
the  Sabine  stock,  the  Ligurian,  inured  to  hardship,  and 
the  Volscian  spearmen ; the  families  of  the  Deeii  and 
the  great  Camilli,  the  Scipios — those  iron  warriors — and 
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thee,  Cffisar,  greatest  of  all,  who  now,  crowned  with 
conquest  in  Asia’s  utmost  bounds,  art  driving  back  the 
unwarlike  Indian  from  the  towers  of  Rome.  Hail  to  thee, 
land  of  Saturn,  mighty  mother  of  noble  fruits  and  noble 
men  ! For  thee  I essay  the  theme  of  the  glory  and  the 
skill  of  olden  days.  For  thee  I adventure  to  break  the 
seal  of  those  hallowed  springs,  and  sing  the  song  of 
Ascra  through  the  towns  of  Rome. 

Now  for  the  tempers  of  fields — what  are  the  powers  of 
each,  what  the  distinguishing  colour,  and  what  the  natural 
aptitude  for  gendering  things.  Fimt,  then,  those  churhsh 
soils  and  niggardly  hills,  where  hungry  marl  and  gravel 
form  a bed  for  brambles,  rejoice  in  the  forest-growth  of 
Minerva’s  long-lived  olive.  You  may  Udl  it  by  the  many 
wild  olives  that  spring  up  in  the  same  line  of  country,  and 
the  ground  strewn  all  over  with  their  wcxxlland  berries. 
Rut  a rich  soil,  which  luxuriates  in  the  moisture  of  fresh 
springs,  a plain  with  abundant  herbage  and  a teeming 
bosom,  such  as  we  often  see  at  the  bottom  of  a mountain 
hollow — for  the  streams  pour  down  into  it  from  the  tops 
of  the  rocks,  and  carry  with  them  fertilizing  slime ; a 
plain  which  rises  to  tlie  south,  and  pro^lucas  fern,  that 
enemy  of  the  crooked  ploughshare ; such  a soil  will 
one  day  bear  you  good  store  of  vines  of  excellent  health, 
and  yielding  rivers  of  Bacchic  juice  : it  will  teem  with 
grapes,  and  with  liquor,  such  as  we  pour  in  libations 
from  golden  cups,  when  the  plump  Etruscan  at  the  alUu* 
blows  through  the  pipe,  and  we  ofler  entrails  smoking  hot 
in  chargem  that  bend  under  the  weight.  But  if  your  care 
be  rather  to  rear  cattle,  bullocks,  lambs,  or  goats  that 
kill  young  shoots,  go  to  the  distant  lawns  of  luxuriant 
Tarentum,  or  plains  such  as  that  which  poor  Mantua  lost, 
supporting  silver  swans  with  its  weedy  stream  : there  will 
be  no  lack  of  clear  springs  or  gra.ss  for  your  cattle.  Naj% 
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all  that  your  herds  can  devour  on  a summer’s  day,  will  be 
replaced  by  the  cold  fresh  dew  of  one  short  night. 

For  com,  the  best  land  in  the  main  is  that  which  is 
black,  and  shows  itself  rich  when  the  ploughshare  is 
driven  into  it,  and  whose  soil  is  crumbling,  that  being 
what  we  seek  to  reproduce  by  ploughing ; there  is  no  sort 
of  ground  from  which  you  will  see  more  wains  dragged 
home  by  sturdy  toiling  bullocks ; or  again,  land  from 
which  timber  has  been  called  away  by  the  provoked 
husbandman,  levelling  wood  which  has  been  doing  no 
good  these  many  years,  and  upsetting  the  leafy  homes  of 
the  birds,  roots  and  all — the  tenants,  ejected  from  thefr 
nests,  have  gone  up  into  the  air,  while  the  rude  field  has 
been  brightened  up  by  dint  of  the  ploughshare.  As  for 
the  hungry  gravel  of  the  hill  country,  it  can  barely  furnish 
shrubs  like  casia  and  rosemary  for  bees ; and  the  nigged 
tufa  and  the  marl  all  eaten  away  by  black  snakes,  tell  you 
plainly  that  no  other  ground  is  so  good  at  supplying 
serpents  with  f<X)d  that  they  like,  and  holes  where  they 
may  wind  and  lurk.  But  the  land  which  exhales  thin 
vapours  and  light  steam,  which  diinks  in  moisture,  and 
gives  it  off  again  at  pleasure,  which  keeps  itself  constantly 
clothed  with  the  verdure  of  its  own  grass,  and  breeds  no 
scurfy  salt  rust  to  corrode  the  plough — here  is  a land 
which  will  yield  you  luxuriant  vines  to  twine  round  your 
elms — a land  which  produces  olives  abundantly — a land 
which  the  experience  of  cultivation  will  show  to  be  at 
once  well  natured  for  cattle  and  submission  to  the  crooked 
share.  Such  is  the  land  that  is  fenced  by  wealthy  Capua 
and  the  coast  neighbouring  the  Vesuvian  ridge,  and 
Clanius,  the  oppressor  of  desolate  Acerrae. 

Now  I will  tell  you  how'  you  may  distinguish  each.  If 
you  w'ant  to  know  whether  a soil  be  loose  or  exceedingly 
stiff,  seeing  that  the  one  is  partial  to  corn,  the  other  to 


Digitized  by  Googt 


BOOK  II. 


vines ; the  stiffer  to  the  corn  goddess,  the  loosest  to  the 
wine  god,  fix  on  a spot  of  ground,  and  cause  a pit  to  be 
sunk  in  the  solid  earth,  then  put  all  the  mould  back 
again,  and  stamp  the  surface  level.  If  there  is  too  little, 
the  soil  will  be  loose  and  more  suited  for  pasture  and 
fruitful  vines  ; but  if  it  refuses  to  go  into  its  place,  so  that 
when  the  hole  is  full  the  earth  still  dominates,  the  clay  is 
thick — prepare  yourself  for  resistance  in  the  clods  and 
stiffness  in  the  ridges,  and  let  the  oxen  with  which  you 
break  up  the  ground  be  strong. 

As  for  a salt  or  bitter  soil,  as  it  is  called,  which  is 
unkindly  to  produce,  never  softening  under  ploughing — 
where  the  grape  is  not  true  to  its  race,  or  the  apple  to  its 
name,  it  will  test  itself  thus ; pull  down  from  your  smoke- 
dried  roof  the  thick  plaited  baskets  and  wine-strainers, 
and  into  them  stamp  to  the  full  that  midignant  land, 
along  with  fresh  water  from  the  spring— all  the  water, 
you  will  see,  will  force  itself  out,  and  big  drops  will  trickle 
through  the  plaits — the  taste  wiU  tell  the  tale  plainly, 
warping  the  mouths  of  the  triers  into  a frown  by  the  sense 
of  bitterness. 

Again,  the  fatne.ss  of  a soil,  to  be  brief,  is  ascertained  in 
this  way : toss  it  about  in  the  hand,  it  never  crumbles,  but 
in  the  act  of  holding  clings  to  the  fingers  like  pitch.  A 
moist  soil  grows  large  weeds,  and  its  powers  of  production 
are  more  luxuriant  than  need  be.  Ah ! may  I never  be 
troubled  by  its  over-fertility,  or  the  excess  of  strength 
that  it  puts  forth  for  a first  crop ! As  for  heavy  or  light 
soils,  their  weight  betrays  them  without  a word  said. 
Your  eye  will  tell  you  at  once  which  is  black,  and,  in 
short,  which  is  of  what  colour.  But  the  detection  of  that 
vile  cold  is  difficult ; all  that  can  be  said  is,  that  pines, 
and  noxious  yews,  and  black  ivy,  occasionally  give  signs 
of  it. 
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All  this  duly  ol)ser\*ed,  remember  to  get  the  ground 
well  baked,  and  the  mountains  ploughed  up  with  trenches 
through  their  length  and  breadth,  and  the  clods  all 
turned  up  and  exposed  to  the  north  winds  before  you, 
plant  the  scion  of  the  luxuriant  vine.  Fields  where 
the  soil  is  crumbling  are  the  best ; for  that  we  must 
thank  winds  and  sharp  frosts,  and  the  main  force  of  the 
spade  labourer,  disturbing  and  loosening  the  ground.  But 
men,  whose  watchfulness  nothing  escapes,  look  out  first 
for  two  similar  soils,  where  the  young  shoots  are  to  be 
nursed  for  the  trees,  and  where  they  are  afterwards  to  be 
taken  and  transplanted,  that  the  sudden  change  may  not 
make  the  plants  feel  strangely  to  tlieir  mother.  Nay,  they 
mark  the  quarter  of  the  heavens  on  the  bark,  that  they 
may  be  able  to  reproduce  the  way  in  which  each  used  to 
stand,  the  pgrt  on  which  it  bore  the  brunt  of  the  southern 
heat,  the  side  which  it  presented  to  the  north  pole.  So 
powerful  are  habits  formetl  in  tender  years. 

Let  your  first  question  be,  whether  the  vine  would  be 
better  planted  on  a liill  or  on  the  plain.  If  you  decide 
on  laying  out  tracts  of  rich  level  ground,  plant  thick  ; 
tliick  setting  will  not  dull  the  jx)wers  of  the  wine-god. 
But  if  you  fix  on  land  rising  into  hillocks  and  broad 
slopes,  {Rve  free  scope  to  your  rows — all  the  same  let  the 
line  of  each  avenue  that  you  draw  tally  with  the  rest 
when  the  trees  are  planted — as  you  may  often  see  when  a 
legion  has  deployed  at  full  length  into  cohorts  for  a great 
battle,  and  the  column  has  taken  its  stand  in  the  open 
j)lain,  and  the  lines  are  dra^vn  out  and  all  the  earth  is 
gleaming  like  a sea  with  the  wavy  sheen  of  brass,  while 
the  grim  melee  of  the  fight  has  not  yet  begun,  but  tlie 
war-god  hovers  dubiously  between  the  armies.  Let  all 
be  laid  out  in  regular  symmetrical  avenues,  not  only  that 
the  view  may  feed  the  idle  fancy,  but  because  there  is  no 
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other  way  of  getting  the  eartli  to  give  an  equal  sliare  of 
support  to  all,  or  enabling  the  branches  to  spread  freely 
into  open  air. 

Perhaps  too  t’ou  may  like  to  know  about  the  depth  of 
your  pits.  I would  not  mind  trusting  the  vine  to  a 
shallow  trench,  but  its  supporter  strikes  down  deeper  into 
the  heart  of  the  earth,  especially  the  msculus,  which  does 
not  pu.sh  its  head  further  towards  the  altitudes  of  heaven 
than  it  pushes  its  roots  towards  tlie  dark  world  beneath. 
Hence  it  is  that  winter  storm  and  blast  and  rain  cannot 
tear  it  from  its  seat : it  abides  unmoved  ; inaii)'^  fu'e  the 
jiostei  ities,  many  the  generations  of  men  that  it  rolls  along 
and  lives  down  victoriously;  while  stretching  out  its 
sinewy  branching  arm.s  on  all  sides,  it  supports  with  its 
central  bulk  the  vast  weight  of  their  shade. 

Do  not  let  your  vineyards  slant  towards  the  setting 
sun,  nor  plant  a hazel  among  your  vines,  nor  take  the 
topmost  spray  of  the  vine,  or  pluck  the  suckers  that  are 
to  support  it  from  the  top  of  the  tree — the  aflcction  for 
the  soil  is  .so  great— nor  injure  your  buds  by  using  blunt 
steel,  nor  jilant  truncheons  of  wild  olive  in  your  virn^yard  ; 
for  careless  husbandmen  will  often  drop  a spark,  which 
after  being  lirst  concealed  and  sheltered  under  the 
unctuous  rind,  catching  the  tree,  mounts  in  a moment 
into  the  foliage,  and  sends  a loud  .sound  up  into  the  air, 
tlien  runs  along  and  dominates  victoriously  among  the 
branches  and  the  summits  that  tower  so  high,  and  wraps 
the  whole  plantation  in  flame,  and  throws  up  black  clouds 
of  thick  pitchy  vapour  to  the  sky,  especially  if  a gale 
happens  to  come  sweeping  down  over  the  wtxxls  and  a 
driving  Avind  gathers  and  spreads  the  blaze.  In  an  event 
like  this,  the  power  of  the  root  is  gone ; they  cannot  be 
restored  by  amputation,  or  shoot  up  green  as  before 
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from  the  depth  of  the  soil : the  wild  olive  with  its  bitter 
k-aves  is  left  master  of  the  field. 

Let  no  adviser  have  such  credit  for  foresight  as  to  jier- 
suade  you  to  meddle  with  the  earth  while  it  is  lying  stiff 
under  the  breath  of  the  northern  bla.sts,  for  then  winter 
seals  up  the  ground  with  cold  and  does  not  suffer  the 
plant  when  set  to  strike  its  frozen  root  into  the  soil.  The 
best  planting  season  for  vines  is  the  bloom  of  spring,  at 
the  return  of  that  wliite  bird,  which  the  long  vipers  hate 
so,  or  in  the  first  cold  days  of  autumn,  when  the  sun’s 
fiery  coursers  have  not  yet  reached  winter,  though 
summer  is  well  over.  Spring  it  is,  spring  that  does  good 
to  woodland  foliage  and  forestry ; in  spring  the  soil  swells 
and  demands  impregnation.  It  is  then  that  .^ther,  the 
Almighty  Father  of  Nature,  penetrates  the  womb  of 
earth  with  his  fruitful  showers  and  blending  his  mighty 
frame  with  hers  gives  life  to  all  the  embryos  witliiu.  It 
is  then  that  the  patidess  brakes  are  vocal  with  the  songs 
of  bird.s,  and  the  cattle  pair  in  their  season.  The  parent 
soil  Ijrings  forth,  and  the  warm  western  breezes  unseal 
the  womb  of  tlie  fields.  A gentle  inoisture  rises  over  all, 
and  as  the  new  suns  dawn,  the  herbage  ventures  to 
encounter  them  with  safety,  and  the  young  vine-branch 
has  no  fear  that  the  south  wind  will  get  up  or  that  the 
mighty  nortli  will  shed  a burst  of  rain  from  the  sky,  but 
puts  out  its  buds  and  unfolds  a)l  its  leaves.  I do  not 
relieve  that  the  days  were  brigliter  or  their  course  more 
blissful  when  the  young  w'orld  first  Ciime  into  being : it 
was  spring  then — it  Wiis  spring-tide  that  the  great 
glolie  was  keeping,  and  the  cast  winds  of  winter  were 
forbearing  to  blow,  when  the  earliest  cattle  openerl  their 
eyes  on  the  light,  and  an  iron  race  of  men  rose  from  tlie 
hard  soil  of  earth,  and  beasts  were  turned  into  the  woods, 
and  stars  into  the  sky.  Indeed  things  so  delicate  would 
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not  be  nble  to  endure  siicli  hardships,  unless  there  were  a 
gre-at  breathing  time  like  this  coming  between  cold  and 
heat,  and  a clement  sky  ready  to  receive  the  earth. 

For  the  rest,  whatever  cuttings  you  set  in  your  land, 
be  sure  to  sprinkle  them  with  rich  manure  and  cover 
them  with  plenty  of  eartli ; or  bury  with  them  a porous 
stone  or  rough  shells,  for  the  water  will  pcnetiate  between 
tlie  crevices,  and  the  searching  breath  of  air  will  steal  in, 
and  the  sets  will  pluck  up  heart.  Men  too  have  been 
known  ere  now  to  place  a stone  over  them  or  a great 
heavy  potsherd,  as  a protection  against  showers  of  rain, 
or  when  the  sultry  dog-star  splits  the  thirsty  jaws  of  the 
soil. 

When  your  sets  are  planted,  you  have  to  loosen  the 
ground  repeatedly  about  the  roots,  and  make  play  with  your 
strong  spades,  or  work  the  earth  by  dint  of  the  plough- 
share, and  even  turn  your  restiff  team  between  the  rows 
of  your  vineyard  ; further,  you  must  g<;t  ready  smooth 
canes  and  spearlike  wands  of  peeled  rods  and  stakes  of 
the  ash,  and  stout  forks,  by  whose  support  the  vines  maj'^ 
be  trained  to  climb  and  defy  the  winds,  and  run  from 
stoiy  to  storj’  along  the  elm-tops. 

In  the  time  of  their  young  growth  and  their  first 
leaves  you  should  spare  their  infancy,  and  even  when  the 
vine-branch  is  pu.shing  its  way  exultingly  into  the  sky, 
launched  into  the  void  in  full  career,  the  tree  should  not 
as  3’ct  be  operated  on  by  the  priming  hook,  but  the  leaves 
should  be  gathered  bj'  the  fmgi*rs  and  pickwl  off  here 
and  there.  Then  when  they  have  shot  up  their  stems 
strong  and  closely  wound  round  the  elms,  is  the  time  to 
lop  the  leaves  and  clip  the  branches;  before  that  the}’’ 
shrink  from  the  knife.  Then  is  the  time  to  set  up  a 
strong  government  and  keep  down  the  lu.xuriance  of  the 
boughs. 

F 2 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


68 


THE  GEORGICS. 


You  must  make  close  hedges  too  and  keep  out  cattle 
of  everj'  sort,  especially  while  the  branches  are  young 
and  unaccustomed  to  rough  living.  Besides  the  danger 
from  cruel  winters  and  oj^iwessive  suns,  wild  buflaloes  and 
restless  goats  are  constantly  disporting  themselves  with  it. 
Sheep  and  heifers  feed  on  it  greedily.  Indeed  no  cold 
that  hoarfrost  ever  congealed,  no  summer  that  ever  smote 
heavily  on  the  parching  rocks  has  been  so  fatal  to  it  as  the 
flocks  and  the  venom  of  their  sharp  tooth,  and  the  wound 
impressed  on  the  stem  that  they  have  gnawed  to  the 
quick.  It  is  in  fact  for  this  crime  that  the  goat  appears 
at  all  altars  as  a victim  to  Bacchus,  when  the  favourite 
cld  plays  are  brought  on  the  stage.  So  the  sons  of 
Theseus  set  up  prizes  for  wit  in  their  village  and  cross-road 
gatherings,  and  in  drunken  jollity  jum^>ed  over  greased 
bags  of  goatskin  in  the  velvet  meads.  The  Ausoniau 
rustics,  too,  who  owe  their  descent  to  Troy,  have  their 
sport  in  artless  verses  and  unbridled  laughter,  and  put  on 
frightful  masks  of  hollowed  bark  and  call  on  thee,  Bacchus, 
in  songs  of  joy,  and  in  thy  lionour  hang  up  images  with 
pleasant  faces  to  swing  from  the  tall  pine.  This  makes 
every  vineyard  lu.xuriate  in  plenteous  increa.se.  There  is 
fullness  in  hollow  valley  and  deep  hill-gorge,  and  in  eveiy 
place  to  which  the  god  has  turned  his  comely  head.  Duly 
then  Avill  we  husbandmen  give  Bacchus  the  celebration 
he  claims  in  the  songs  our  lathei's  sung,  with  offerings  of 
loaded  i)latters  and  steaming  cakes  ; led  by  the  horn  the 
consecrated  goat  shall  be  set  before  the  altar,  and  the 
dainty  entrails  shall  be  roasted  on  spits  of  hazel. 

Again,  too,  there  is  that  other  heavy  toil  of  dressing 
vines,  a drain  which  is  never  sati'fietl ; for  the  whole  soil 
has  to  be  broken  up  every  year  thrice  and  again,  and  the 
clods  to  be  crushed  incessantly  with  the  hoe’s  back ; the 
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whole  plantation  has  to  be  lightened  of  its  foliage.  Back 
upon  the  hu.sbandman  comes  his  labour  in  a round,  as  the 
year  retraces  its  own  footsteps  and  rolls  round  upon  itself. 
And  now  already  when  the  vineyard  has  shed  its  lingering 
leaves,  and  the  cold  north  wind  has  stripped  the  woods 
of  their  beauty,  even  thus  early  a keen  fanner  stretches 
his  forethought  to  meet  the  coming  year,  and  with 
Saturn’s  hooked  fang  in  hand  pursues  the  forlorn  vine, 
clipping  it  as  it  grows,  and  prunes  it  to  the  shape  he 
will.  Be  the  first  to  dig  the  ground,  the  first  to  cast 
away  and  bum  the  lopped  boughs,  the  fii'st  to  carry  back 
the  poles  under  cover,  the  hist  to  put  in  the  .sickle.  Twice 
a year  the  leaves  encroach  on  the  vines  ; twice  a year  the 
crop  is  overgrown  with  weeds  and  clustering  briars ; the 
one  task  is  as  hard  as  the  other.  Praise  a large  estate  as 
you  will,  but  farm  a small  one.  Then,  too,  there  are  the 
rough  twigs  of  butchers’  broom  to  be  cut  up  and  down  the 
woods,  and  the  water-reed  on  the  river-side,  and  the  dress- 
ing of  the  untended  willow  to  keep  your  hand  at  work. 
And  now  suppose  that  the  vines  are  tied  up,  the  planta- 
tions have  done  with  the  pruning  hook,  and  the  last 
dresser  is  singing  the  .song  of  ‘all  rows  finished,’  still 
there  is  the  earth  to  be  disturbed  and  the  dust  raised, 
and  the  grape  when  fully  ripe  has  to  meet  the  terrors  of 
Jupiter. 

On  the  other  hand  olives  need  no  dressing  at  all ; 
they  claim  nothing  from  curving  hook  or  tearing  rake, 
when  once  they  have  struck  root  into  the  soil  and 
■weathered  the  air.  The  earth  itself,  when  the  crooked 
fang  unlocks  it,  gives  the  young  plants  moisture,  and 
yields  teeming  produce  by  the  ploughshare’s  aid.  Do  this, 
and  rear  the  olive  to  the  fatness  which  makes  it  Peace’s 
darling. 
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Apples  again,  so  soon  as  they  liave  felt  tlieir  trunks 
firm  under  them  and  come  into  their* strength,  climb  their 
way  rapidly  to  the  sky  by  their  own  power,  and  need  no 
help  from  us. 

Meanwhile  the  whole  forest  is  teeming  with  young  life 
no  less,  and  the  birds’  wild  haunte  are  ablush  with  blood- 
red  berries.  The  lucerne  is  eaten  for  fodder,  the  tall 
wood  supplies  pine  torches,  and  night-fires  are  fed  and 
give  light  to  the  house.  And  can  men  stand  in  doubt 
about  planting  and  expending  pains  ? Why  go  through 
the  greater  trees?  take  but  willows  and  lowly  brooms, 
even  they  afford  leaves  for  cattle  and  shelter  for  shepherds, 
hedges  for  crops  and  food  for  honey.  A)%  and  what  joy 
to  gaze  on  Cytonis  all  waving  with  box,  and  those  groves 
of  Nar}'cian  pitch  ! what  joy  to  look  on  fields  that  owe  no 
debt  to  the  rake,  none  to  aught  of  man’s  culture ! Nay, 
those  barren  forests  on  the  top  of  Cauctisus,  which  the 
gusty  eastern  blasts  are  for  ever  wasting  and  whirling, 
yield  each  tree  a produce  of  its  own,  yield  good  timber 
for  shipping  in  their  pines,  for  houses  in  their  cedars  and 
cypresses.  Hence  the  farmer  turns  s[)okes  for  wheels, 
drum-boards  for  waggons,  and  curved  keels  for  vessels. 
Twigs  are  ft’eely  yielded  by  the  willow,  leaves  by  the  elm, 
strong  spear-shafts  by  the  myrtle  and  the  cornel,  tlie 
warrior’s  friend  ; yews  are  bent  into  Ituraian  bows.  Nor 
does  the  smooth  linden  or  the  lathe-polislied  box  refuse 
to  take  shape  and  be  hollowed  by  tlie  sharp  steel.  The 
light  alder,  too,  swims  the  toirent  wave,  sped  down  the 
Po  ; bees  too  hive  their  swarms  in  tlie  hollow  cork-bark 
and  the  trough  of  the  decaying  ilex.  What  of  equal 
account  lias  come  from  Bacchus’  gifts  to  man  ? Bac(‘hus  I 
he  has  even  given  occasion  to  crime ; it  was  he  that 
tamed  with  the  death-stroke  the  Centaurs  he  had  fii-st 
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maddened,  their  Ehoetus  and  tlieir  Pholus,  and  their 
Hylaeus,  menacing  the  Lapithae  willi  his  mighty  bowl. 

0 happy,  beyond  human  happiness,  liad  they  but  a 
sense  of  their  blessings,  the  husbandmen,  for  whom  of 
herself,  far  away  from  the  shock  of  arms.  Earth,  that 
gives  all  their  duo,  pours  out  from  her  soil  plenteous 
sustenance.  What  if  they  have  not  a lofty  palace  with 
proud  gates  disgorging  from  every  room  a vast  tide  of 
morning  visitors ; if  they  have  not  doors  inlaid  with 
sumptuous  tortoiseshell  to  gloat  on,  and  tapestry  with  fancy 
work  of  gold,  and  bronzes  of  Ephyra  ; if  their  white 
w'ool  is  not  stained  by  Assyrian  drugs,  or  their  clear  oil’s 
service  spoiled  by  the  bark  of  casia,  still  they  have  repose 
without  care  and  a life  where  fraud  and  pretence  are 
unknown,  with  stores  of  manifold  wealth  ; they  have  the 
liberty  of  broad  domains,  grottos  and  natural  lakes,  cool 
Tempe-like  valleys,  and  the  lowing  of  oxen,  and  luxurious 
slumbers  in  the  shade  are  there  at  their  call.  There  are 
lawns  and  dens  where  wild  beasts  hide,  and  a youth 
strong  to  labour  and  inured  to  scanty  fare.  Here,  too,  is 
religion  and  reverend  elders;  among  them  it  was  that 
Justice  left  the  last  print  of  her  feet  as  she  withdrew  from 
earth. 

As  for  me,  first  of  all  I would  pray  that  the  charming 
Muses,  whose  minister  I am,  for  the  great  love  that  has 
smitten  me,  would  receive  me  graciously,  and  teach  me 
the  courses  of  the  stars  in  heaven,  the  various  eclipses  of 
the  sun  and  the  agonies  of  the  moon,  whence  come 
quakings  of  the  earth,  what  is  the  force  by  which  the 
deep  seas  swell  to  the  bursting  of  their  barriers  and  settle 
down  again  on  themselves — why  the  winter  suns  make 
such  haste  to  dip  in  ocean,  or  what  Ls  the  retarding  cause 
which  makes  the  nights  move  slowly.  But  if  I should  be 
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restrained  from  sounding  these  dei>tlis  of  nature  by  cold 
sluggisli  blood  stagnating  about  my  heart,  then  let  me 
delight  in  the  countrj’  and  the  stroiims  that  freshen  the 
valleys — let  me  love  river  and  woodland  with  an  unam- 
bitious love.  O for  those  plains — for  S])ereheius  and 
'Jaygete,  the  revel-ground  of  S|)artan  maidens!  O for 
one  to  set  me  down  in  the  cool  glens  of  Ilajinus,  and 
shelter  me  beneiith  the  giant  shade  of  its  boughs ! 

Happy  the  man  who  has  gained  a knowledge  of  the 
causes  of  things,  and  so  trani])led  under  foot  all  fears  and 
late’s  relentless  decree,  and  the  roar  of  insatiate  Acheron. 
Yet  not  the  less  blest  is  he  who  has  won  the  friendship  of 
the  rural  gods.  Pan,  and  old  Silvanus,  and  the  sisterhood 
of  Nymphs.  He  is  not  moved  by  honours  that  the  people 
confer,  or  tlie  purple  of  empire,  or  civil  feuds,  that  make 
brothers  swerve  from  brothers’  duty ; or  the  Dacian 
coming  down  from  the  Ilister,  his  sworn  ally ; no,  nor 
by  the  great  Eoman  state  and  the  death  throes  of  subject 
kingdoms  : he  never  felt  the  pang  of  pity  for  the  poor,  or 
of  envy  for  the  rich.  The  fruits  which  the  arms  of  the 
trees  present,  which  the  countiy  yields  cheerfully  of  its 
own  sweet  will,  these  he  gathers ; the  iron  rigour  of 
law,  the  mad  turmoil  of  the  forum,  the  public  archives,  he 
has  looked  on  none  of  them.  Others  are  disturbing  the 
darkness  of  the  deep  with  their  oars,  rushing  on  the 
sword’s  point,  Avinding  their  Avay  into  courts  and  kings’ 
chambei’s.  One  is  carrying  havoc  into  a city  and  its 
wretched  homes,  all  that  he  may  have  a gem  to  drink  out 
of,  and  Tyrian  purple  to  sleej)  on  ; another  is  hoarding  up 
Avealth,  and  lying  on  the  burying-place  of  his  gold ; one 
is  staring  in  rapt  admiration  at  the  Eostra;  another, 
open-mouthed,  is  swept  away  by  the  plaudits  of  commons 
and  senate  as  they  roll,  ay,  again  and  again  along  the 
benches;  men  are  bathed  in  their  brothers’  blood,  and 
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glory  in  it ; they  exchange  the  lionie  and  heartli  stone  of 
their  love  for  a life  of  exile,  and  seek  out  a counti’y  that 
lies  undei’  another  sun.  Meanwhile  the  husbandman  has 
displaced  the  soil  with  his  crooked  plough-share — thence 
comes  his  j’ear’s  employment — thence  comes  sustenance 
for  his  country  and  his  own  little  homestead  alike,  and  for 
his  herds  of  oxen  and  the  bullocks  that  have  served 
him  so  well.  The  stream  of  ])lenty  knows  no  pause ; the 
year  is  always  teeming  either  with  apples  or  with  animal 
produce,  or  the  .sheaf  of  Ceres’  corn-ears,  loading  the 
furrows  with  increase,  and  bursting  the  barns.  Winter  is 
come : the  beriy  of  Sicj'on  is  being  bruised  in  the  oil 
presses ; see  how  fat  the  swine  come  ofl'  from  their  meal 
of  acorns  ; there  are  arbutes  in  the  woods  for  the  picking, 
or  for  a change,  autumn  is  dropping  its  various  produce  at 
his  feet,  and  high  up  on  the  sunny  rocks  the  vintage  is 
being  baked  into  rijKiness.  Then,  too,  there  are  his 
sweet  children  ever  hanging  on  his  lips — his  virtuous 
household  keeps  the  tradition  of  purity ; the  cows  are 
letting  doAvn  their  milky  udders,  and  fat  kids  in  gmss 
luxuriant  as  they,  are  engaging  together  horn  against 
horn.  lie,  the  master,  keeps  holidays,  and  stretched  at 
ease  on  the  grass,  with  a turf-fire  in  the  middle,  and  a 
merry  company  wreathing  the  bowl,  calls  on  thee,  god  of 
the  wine  press,  with  a libation,  and  sets  up  on  the  elm  a 
mark  for  spearing  matches  among  the  herdsmen,  and 
they  strip  their  bodies,  hard  as  iron,  for  a country  wrestle. 
Such  were  the  arts  of  cultivation  practised  of  old  by  the 
S.abincs,  and  by  Remus  and  his  brother;  such,  in  fact, 
the  life  in  which  Etruria  grew  to  strength,  and  in  which 
Rome  has  become  the  glory  of  the  earth,  embracing  seven 
hills  with  the  wall  of  a single  city.  Nay,  in  daj’s  before 
the  rule  of  the  Cretan  king,  before  our  race  in  its  imjnety 
began  to  regale  itself  on  slaughtered  bullock.^ — this  wms 
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the  life  that  was  led  on  earth  by  Saturn,  monarch  of  the 
golden  age — days  when  the  blast  of  the  trumpet  and  the 
hammering  of  the  sword  on  the  stubborn  anvil  were 
sounds  unknown. 

But  we  have  traversed  a tract  of  boundless  length  and 
breadth,  and  it  is  high  time  to  unyoke  the  steaming  necks 
of  our  horses. 


BOOK  III. 


Of  tliee,  too,  mighty  Pales,  shall  be  my  song,  and  of  thee, 
the  poet’s  worthy  theme,  the  swain  from  Amphrysus’ 
bank — of  you  also,  ye  woods  and  streams  of  Lycasus. 
Other  subjects,  which  once  could  have  laid  on  the  idle 
mind  the  spell  of  poes}%  are  all  of  them  hackneyed  now. 
Who  knows  not  Eiuystheus,  hardest  of  masters,  or  the 
altars  of  Busiiis,  whom  never  tongue  praised?  Who 
has  not  told  the  tale  of  the  lost  boy  Hylas,  of  Latona  and 
her  Delos,  of  Hippodamia  and  Pelops,  hero  of  the  ivory 
shoulder  and  keen  charioteer  ? I must  essay  a course  by 
which  I too  may  rise  from  the  ground,  and  ride  in 
triumph  over  the  heads  of  njankind.  Yes,  I will  be  the 
first,  if  but  lip  hold  out,  to  dislodge  the  Aonian  muses 
from  their  mountain  home,  and  carry  them  with  me  in 
my  victorious  progress  into  my  native  land.  I will  be 
the  first  to  bring  back  to  thee,  my  Mantua,  the  palms  of 
Idumea,  and  on  the  broad  green  sward  I will  build  a 
temple  of  marble  by  the  water’s  side,  where  Mincius 
trails  his  great  breadth  along  in  lazy  windings,  and  fringes 
his  banks  with  soft  rushes  as  he  goes.  In  the  shrine  I will 
have  Cajsar,  the  tutelar  god  of  the  temple.  In  his  honour  I, 
the  hero  of  the  day,  in  full  pomp  of  Tyrian  purple,  wU 
have  driven  by  the  river’s  bank  a hundred  four-horse 
cars.  My  fame  shall  draw  all  Greece  away  from  Alpheus 
and  the  grove  of  Molorchus,  to  contend  in  the  footrace 
and  with  the  gloves  of  raw  hide,  while  I with  stripped 
olive  leaves  wreathed  round  my  brow,  will  offer  gifts  at 
the  altar.  The  time  is  come — what  joy,  to  lead  the 
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stately  procession  to  the  temple,  and  see  the  bullocks 
slaughtered,  or  to  mark  on  the  stage  how  the  fronts  turn 
round  and  the  scene  Avitlulraws,  and  how  the  embroidered 
Britons  lift  that  grand  purple  curtain  from  the  ground ! 
On  the  temple  doors  I will  have  sculptured,  all  of  gold 
and  solid  ivory,  the  battle  of  the  Ganges,  and  the 
conquering  arms  of  our  own  Quirinus ; ay,  and  there,  in 
full  tide  of  war,  swelling  high,  shall  be  seen  the  Nile,  and 
columns  built  high  with  sailors’  brass.  I will  throw  in, 
too,  Asia’s  vanquished  cities,  and  Niphates  with  his 
shattered  crest,  and  the  Parthian,  who  stakes  his  all  on 
llight  and  treacherous  volleys  from  behind,  and  those  two 
trophies  torn  from  foes  at  the  two  ends  of  earth — those 
two  nations  led  in  triumph  from  the  two  coasts  of 
ocean.  I will  set  up,  too,  Parian  marble  in  breathing 
statues,  the  lineage  of  Assaracus,  and  the  great  names  of 
the  house  that  comes  down  from  Jove,  old  father  Tros, 
and  the  builder  of  Tro)q  the  Cjmthian  god — while  Envy 
shall  be  seen,  hiding  her  miserable  head  from  the  Furies 
and  the  gloomy  flood  of  Cocytus,  and  the  snakes  that  coil 
round  Lxion,  tlie  enormous  wheel,  and  the  never  baffled 
stone.  ^leanwhile,  pursue  we  the  Dryads’  woods  and 
glades,  virgin  as  they,  the  hard  task  that  you  have  laid  on 
me,  my  Majcenas.  Uninspired  by  you,  no  lofty  woi'k  can 
my  mind  essay.  Come  along — no  loitering  or  delaj' — here 
is  Cithajron  calling  us  in  full  cry,  and  the  hounds  of 
Taygete,  and  Epidaurus  with  her  well-trained  horses — a 
cry  rebounding  in  echoes  from  the  applauding  woods. 
But  erelong  I will  gird  myself  to  sing  of  those  fierj^  fights 
of  Cmsar,  and  waft  his  name  in  glory  down  a length  of 
centuries,  long  as  those  which  separate  the  cradle  of 
Tithonus  from  Cajsar  himself. 

Wliether  a man  in  admiring  ambition  of  the  prize  of 
the  Olympic  palm,  breed  horses,  or  breed  bullocks,  that 
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shall  be  strong  for  ploughing,  let  his  first  care  be  to 
choose  dams  of  the  mould  required.  That  cow  is  best 
shaped  that  is  grim-looking,  with  an  ugly  head,  an  abund- 
ance of  neck,  and  dewlaps  hanging  down  from  jaw  to  leg  ; 
Avith  no  end  to  length  of  her  side,  and  everything  large 
about  her  down  to  her  foot,  her  horns  curved  inwards 
and  her  ears  under  them  hairy.  Nor  should  I dislike  to 
see  her  dappled  with  spots  of  white  or  rebelling  against 
the  yoke,  and  sometimes  savage  Avith  her  horns,  her 
countenance  approaching  a bull’s,  tall  altogether,  and,  ns 
she  moves,  sweeping  her  footsteps  Avith  the  tip  of  her  tail. 
The  age  for  service  to  the  child-birth  godde.ssand  the  just 
claims  of  Avedlock  is  over  before  ten  years,  as  it  begins 
after  four ; in  the  rest  of  life  there  is  no  ajitness  for 
breeding,  no  strength  for  the  plough,  ^leantime,  Avhile 
the  luxuriance  of  your  cattle’s  youth  is  still  unsi>ent  give 
your  males  liberty;  be  the  first  to  send  in  your  heids, 
and  supply  race  after  race  by  successive  [)ropagation. 
Poor  mortals  that  Ave  are,  our  brightest  days  of  life  are 
ever  the  fiisit  to  lly ; on  creeps  disease  anil  the  gloom  of 
age,  and  sufiering  SAveeps  us  oil',  and  the  ruthless  cruelty 
of  death.  Constantly  there  Avill  be  those  Avhose  Aveakly 
mould  you  Avould  gladly  exchange  ; as  constantly  recruit 
your  stock  ; and  that  you  may  not  deplore  losses  Avhen  too 
late,  prevent  them,  and  every  year  pick  for  your  herd  a 
young  supply. 

Your  breed  of  horses,  too,  must  be  chosen  Avith  no  less 
care.  JIark  me,  and  let  those  Avhom  )’ou  mciui  to  rear 
as  the  propagators  of  their  line  have  even  from  their  first 
youth  the  advantage  of  your  special  pains.  See,  from 
the  day  of  his  birth,  a colt  of  a noble  family,  hoAV  high 
he  steps  in  the  pasture,  and  Avith  Avhat  s[)ring  he  brings 
down  his  legs.  Fearlessly  he  leads  the  Avay,  is  the  first 
to  brave  the  threatening  flood  and  trust  his  Aveight  on  the 
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untried  bridge — no  terror  for  liim  have  idle  alarms. 
Look  at  the  height  of  his  neck,  the  sharp  cut  of  his  head, 
the  shortne.ss  of  his  belly,  the  plumpness  of  his  back,  and 
the  luxuriance  of  the  firm  flesh  about  that  chest  which 
swells  so  with  life.  For  colour,  your  best  are  bay  and 
blue-grey  ; the  white  and  the  dim  are  the  worst.  Now, 
if  he  happen.s  to  hear  tlie  sound  of  arms  in  the  distance, 
no  standing  still  for  him  ; he  pricks  his  ears,  his  whole 
body  quivers,  he  snorts,  and  works  in  his  nostrils  the 
gathered  fire.  Ilis  mane  is  thick,  and  as  he  tos.ses  it, 
rests  on  his  right  shoulder.  The  spine  which  runs  between 
his  loins  is  hollow  ; his  hoof  goes  deep  into  the  ground, 
and  has  the  deep  ring  of  solid  horn.  Such  was  the  steed 
that  learnt  to  obey  the  rein  of  Amyclaian  Pollux, 
Oyllarus,  and  those  of  which  Greek  song  has  presened 
the  nienioiy,  the  hoi’ses  of  Mars,  and  the  pair  of  the 
mighty  Achilles;  ay,  such  w'as  the. great  god,  Saturn, 
when  quick  as  lightning  he  flung  his  mane  over  that 
horse’s  neck  of  his  as  he  heard  his  wife’s  step,  and  as  he 
ran,  thrilled  through  the  height  and  depth  of  Pelion  with 
his  clear  sharp  neigh. 

Yet  even  him  too,  when  the  burden  of  disease  or  tlie 
increasing  slowness  of  years  makes  him  fail,  3'ou  must 
shut  up  at  home,  nor  sufler  his  old  age  to  be  a disgrace  ; 
for  an  old  horse  is  a cold  lover.* 

• • « * • 

Your  first  care  then  will  be  in  each  case  to  take  note 
of  the  horse’s  sjurit.  and  of  his  age ; passing  thence  to 
observe  the  rest  of  his  character,  the  breed  of  his  sire 
and  dam,  and  how  keen  the  pang  of  defeat  or  the  thrill 
of  victorv.  Who  has  not  i\atched  the  headlong  speed  of 
a racer,  the  chariots  swallowing  the  ground  before  them 
as  they  pour  along  in  a torrent  from  their  floodgates, 
* Tbo  MS.  is  intjrriipteil  for  three  lines. — [Ed.] 
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when  the  drivers’  youthful  hopes  are  at  their  height,  and 
tlie  bounding  heart  is  drained  by  each  eager  pulsation  ? 
There  are  they,  with  their  ever  ready  la.sh  circling  hi  tlie 
air,  bending  forward  to  let  the  reins  go ; on  flies  the 
wheel,  swift  and  hot  as  fire  ; now  thej’^  ride  low,  now  they 
seem  to  tower  aloft,  shooting  through  the  void  air,  and 
rising  against  the  sky  ; no  stint,  no  stay,  while  the  yellow 
sand  mounts  up  in  a cloud,  and  each  is  sprinkled  with 
the  foam  and  breath  of  those  behind  him : that  is  what 
ambition  can  do,  that  is  the  measure  of  their  z&d  for 
success.  Erichthonius  was  the  first  who  rose  to  the  feat 
of  coupling  a car  and  four  horses  together,  .standing  erect 
above  the  wheels  that  swept  him  on  in  triumph.  Tlie 
bridle  and  the  ring  were  a present  from  the  Lapithas  of 
Mount  Pelion,  who  mountetl  the  steed’s  back,  and  tauglit 
the  horseman,  arms  and  all,  to  spurn  the  ground  and 
complicate  his  haughty  paces.  Each  task  is  arduous 
alike ; for  each  the  trainer  looks  out  for  a young  one, 
with  a high  spirit  and  a fleet  foot ; though  the  veteran 
may  have  turned  the  foe  to  flight  in  many  a battle,  though 
his  birthplace  be  Epirus  or  good  Mycenm  itself,  and  the 
founder  of  his  line  no  less  than  Neptune. 

These  points  first  noted,  they  are  all  zeal  as  the  time 
draws  near,  and  bestow  their  whole  pains  to  swell  out 
with  firm  fat  the  hoi’se  whom  they  have  chosen  as  the 
leader  of  the  herd  and  named  as  its  lord.  They  cut  for 
him  flowering  herbage  and  ply  him  with  springs  and  with 
corn,  lest  he  prove  unequal  to  the  task  he  loves,  and  the 
sire’s  insufficiency  be  reflected  in  a weak  offspring.  But 
the  herd  itself,  of  set  purpose  they  bring  down  and 
make  lean,  and  when  the  first  promptings  of  love  are  felt, 
refuse  them  fodder  and  keep  them  off  from  running 
streams.  Often  too  they  shake  them  with  galloping  and 
tire  them  in  the  sun,  when  the  threshing  floor  is  groaning 
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heavily  with  the  pounding  of  the  corn,  and  wlien  tlie  empty 
chaff  is  tossed  to  tlie  rising  western  breeze. 

Now  the  care  of  the  sires  begins  U>  wane,  and  tliat  of 
the  dams  to  take  its  place.  Wlien  the  mares’  time  is  out 
and  they  go  about  in  foal,  let  no  one  suffer  them  to  pull 
in  harness  to  a heavy  waggon,  or  clear  the  I'oad  with  a 
high  leap,  scour  the  plain  with  the  speed  of  fire,  or  breast 
a violent  torrent.  Wide  lawns  are  the  ])laces  for  them  to 
graze  in,  and  the  sides  of  brimming  rivers,  where  they 
may  have  mo.ss  and  a bank  of  the  greenest  gra.ss,  and  the 
shelter  of  a cave,  and  the  .shadow  of  a rock  flung  full 
over  the  ground.  About  the  groves  of  Silarus  and  the 
oaks  that  make  Alburnum  so  green,  swarms  an  insect 
Avho.se  Latin  name  is  a.s-ilus,  rendered  in  Greek  by  cpiitrm, 
a pest  Avith  a harsh  loud  hum,  Avhich  scares  the  cattle  and 
makes  them  fly  right  and  left  through  the  Avoodland, 
Avhile  the  air  is  stunned  and  maddened  Avith  their  belloAV- 
inus,  the  air  and  the  AVoodland  and  the  banks  of  Tanatjer 
Avhich  runs  dr\^  in  the  sun.  This  Avas  the  monster  of  old 
Avith  Avhich  Juno  Avreakcd  that  fearful  vengeance  of  hens, 
the  scourge  which  .she  devised  for  the  heifer  of  Inachus,  and 
so  you  too — for  midday  heat  makes  its  j)er.sceutions  more 
savage — should  shield  your  teeming  herds  from  its  sting, 
letting  them  graze  only  Avhen  the  snn  is  just  up  or  the 
stars  are  ushering  in  the  night. 

After  deliA’ery,  the  farmer’s  Avhole  care  is  transferred 
to  the  calves.  At  once  he  brands  them  Avith  tokens 
and  names  to  mark  the  race,  distinguishing  those  Avhom 
he  chooses  to  rear  for  breeding,  those  Avhom  he  prefers  to 
I'eserA'O  for  the  albir’s  sacred  uses,  and  those  Avho  are 
meant  to  break  up  the  ground.^  The  rc.st  of  the  cattle 

’ This  plirase  stnmls  in  tlie  AtS,  fer: — 

Ant  pcindere  fermin, 

Et  Ciuiipum  liorrcnteiu  fruelip  iuvertere  glebis. — [Ea.] 
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are  grazing,  as  well  they  may,  wherever  the  grass  is  green. 
Meantime  do  you  take  those  whom  you  would  train  to 
the  love  and  service  of  the  land,  school  them  while  they 
are  yet  calves,  and  set  out  on  the  path  of  discipline  while 
the  youthful  mind  is  docile  and  the  time  of  life  pliable. 
Let  loose  rings  of  slender  osier  l>e  their  first  collars.  Then, 
when  the  freeborn  neck  has  grown  familiar  with  bondage, 
use  these  necklaces  as  the  means  of  yoking  them  together 
in  a well-matched  pair,  and  make  them  step  side  by  side. 
By  this  time  too  let  them  have  an  empty  waggon  often 
and  often  dragged  at  their  heels,  just  printing  the  wheel- 
rut  on  the  surface-dust.  That  done,  you  should  next  have 
the  rattle  of  the  beechen  axle,  as  it  pulls  against  a good 
stout  weight,  and  a copperplated  pole  to  draw  the  wheels 
thereto  attached.  Meantime,  ere  their  youth  is  broken 
in,  you  will  not  only  give  them  grass  or  starveling  willow 
leaves  and  marsh  sedge,  but  standing  corn  plucked  by  the 
hand ; and  again,  w’hen  your  cows  have  just  been  bearing, 
do  not,  as  our  fathers  did,  force  them  to  fill  the  snowy 
milk  pail,  but  let  them  spend  their  udders  entire  on  the 
offspring  they  love. 

But  if  your  bent  is  rather  towards  battle  and  fierce 
brigades,  or  to  glide  at  Pisa  by  Alpheus’  waters  on  wheels 
smooth  as  they,  and  in  the  grove  of  Jupiter  drive  the 
flying  car,  leara  that  a horse’s  first  task  is  to  bear  the 
sight  of  mjutial  fury  and  the  harness  of  war,  the  sound 
of  the  clarion,  the  long-drawn  rumbling  of  the  wheel, 
and  the  jingle  of  the  bridle  as  he  stands  in  the  stall ; 
keener,  too,  and  keener  should  grow  his  pleasuie  in  his 
muster’s  caressing  voice,  and  more  intense  the  luxury 
as  he  hears  his  neck  patted.  To  this  he  should  be  inured 
from  the  moment  of  his  weaning  from  his  mother’s  milk ; 
ever  and  anon  too  he  should  submit  his  head  to  bands 
of  soft  osier,  ere  his  strength  is  set,  or  his  nerves  steady, 

VOL.  II.  , G 


Digitized  by  Google 


82 


THE  GEORGICS. 


or  his  liold  on  life  fimi.  But  when  three  summers  are 
past  and  the  fourtli  arrived,  let  him  begin  at  once  to 
scour  the  ring,  his  paces  ringing  a regular  time,  and  his 
legs  successively  gathered  into  a curve,  and  let  him  show 
that  he  is  working  against  his  will ; then,  then  let  him 
challenge  the  winds  to  a race.  Hying  along  over  the  open 
spaces,  as  if  he  had  no  bridle  in  his  mouth,  and  scarcely 
setting  his  footprint  on  the  sand’s  surface — as  when  from 
polar  climes  the  north  wnd  stoops  in  full  force,  driving 
before  him  the  storms  of  Scythia  and  the  rainless  clouds  ; 
the  tall  waving  corn  and  the  billowy  plains  are  ruffled  by 
the  first  light  breeze,  and  a rustling  is  heard  in  the  forest 
tops,  and  the  long  waves  come  pushing  to  the  shore — on 
he  flies,  on  wings  that  sweep  land  and  sea  alike.  A horse 
like  this  will  be  seen  all  sweat  at  the  goal  of  Elis  and  its 
mighty  circles,  spurting  out  flakes  of  bloody  foam,  or  will 
di'aw  the  Belgian  car  with  a grace,  wdth  that  gentle  neck 
of  his.  Then  at  hist  let  their  mighty  bulk  be  distended 
at  will  with  the  fattening  corn  mess  after  the  breakiug-in 
is  well  over — for  before,  such  food  will  raise  their  spirit 
too  high,  and  make  them  refuse  to  bear  the  education  of 
the  pliant  lash,  or  obey  the  sharp  curb. 

But  there  is  nothing  that  tells  more  towards  invigorating 
their  strength,  than  to  shield  them  with  all  your  care 
from  the  stings  of  secret  passion,  whether  your  preference 
is  for  the  .service  of  oxen  or  of  horses.  To  that  end,  the 
bull  is  sent  into  distant  exile  in  solitary  pastures,  with  a 
mountain  before  and  a broad  river  between  him  and  his 
home ; or  is  shut  in  close  confinement  in  his  well-stored 
crib.  For  the  female  keeps  in.sensibly  preying  on  his 
.strength,  and  consuming  it  by  the  veiy  sight  of  her,  and 
leaves  him  no  thought  for  forest  shelter  or  grassy  food. 
Nay,  those  endearing  chanus  of  hem  often  drive  her 
hauglity  lovers  to  use  their  horns  for  settling  their  rival 
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claims.  There  she  is  grazing  in  Silas  mighty  wood,  the 
lovely  heifer;  they  are  in  the  thick  of  battle,  dealing 
wounds  with  all  their  force,  now  one,  now  another ; the 
black  blood  is  bathing  their  frames,  and  pushing  horn 
meets  pushing  horn  with  loud  bellowing,  that  echoes 
through  the  woods  and  the  length  of  the  firmament. 
Nor,  when  all  is  over,  are  the  combatants  wont  to  stall 
together ; the  beaten  champion  retires  to  distant  banish- 
ment in  an  unknown  clime,  with  many  a groan  for  his 
disgrace  and  the  cniel  wounds  of  his  haughty  conqueror, 
and  many  for  his  nnredressed  loss,  the  loss  of  his  love — 
a wistful  look  at  his  stall,  and  the  king  has  quitted  his 
ancestral  domain.  So  now  all  his  care  is  to  practise  his 
powers — on  the  hard  rocks  the  whole  night  long  he 
makes  his  unpiilowed  bed — his  food  the  bristly  leaf  and 
the  pointed  sedge ; and  he  proves  himself,  and  learns  to 
throw  his  i*age  into  his  horns  by  butting  at  a tree’s 
trunk,  and  a,ssails  the  winds  with  his  blows,  and  spurns 
the  flying  sand  in  prelude  for  the  fray.  Then,  when  his 
powers  are  mu-stered  and  his  strength  recruited,  he  raises 
the  standard,  and  comes  headlong  down  on  his  oblivious  foe 
— like  a billow  that  begins  to  whiten  far  away  in  the  mid 
sea,  and  draws  up  from  the  main  its  bellying  curve — like  it, 
too,  when  rolling  to  the  .shore,  it  roars  terrific  among  the 
rock.s,  and  bursts  in  bulk  as  huge  as  their  parent  cliff — 
while  the  water  below  boils  up  in  foaming  eddies,  and 
discharges  from  its  depths  the  murky  sand. 

Nay,  it  is  the  wont  of  the  Avhole  race  of  men  and  beasts 
all  the  world  through,  the  tribes  of  the  waters,  cattle, 
and  gay-coloured  birds,  to  rush  headlong  into  this  fiery 
madne.ss ; love  fastens  on  all  alike.  At  no  other  season 
has  the  lioness  forgotten  her  cubs,  and  roamed  the  plains 
in  fiercer  mood;  never  has  the  monstrous  bear  sjiread 
death  and  havoc  more  widely  through  the  forest ; then  is 
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the  wkl  boar  savage,  then  the  tigress  at  her  worst.  All  ! 
it  is  bad  wandering  then  alone  in  the  Libyan  waste. 
Mark  you  not  how  horses  thrill  through  their  whole  frame, 
if  but  a scent  conveys  to  them  the  breath  they  knoAV  so 
well  ? No  power  to  check  them  now  has  the  rider’s  rein 
or  the  lash  plied  with  furj%  or  rocks  and  beetling  crags, 
or  rivers  crossing  their  path,  tearing  up  mountains  and 
hurling  them  down  the  tide.  See ! there  is  the  great 
Sabine  boar,  rushing  along  and  shaipening  his  tusks, 
pounding  the  earth  before  him  with  his  feet,  rubbing  his 
sides  against  a tree,  and  in  this  waj^  and  that  hardening 
his  shoulders  against  wounds.  What  of  the  youth,  whose 
marrow  the  fierceness  of  love  has  turned  to  fiame?  The 
storm  has  broken  loose,  and  the  night  is  dark,  yet  he 
swims  the  troubled  sea ; over  his  head  thunders  heaven’s 
huge  gate,  and  the  waves  that  dash  on  the  rocks  shout  in 
his  ears ; in  vain ; nor  can  the  tears  of  his  parents  call 
him  back,  nor  the  maiden  of  his  love,  wdiose  cruel  death 
must  follow  his.  What  of  Bacchus’  spotted  lynxes,  and 
the  fierce  tribes  of  wolves  and  dogs  ? Wliat  of  the  fight 
which  unwarlike  stags  are  known  to  show?  Them  I pass 
by ; for  indeed  above  all  others  conspicuous  is  the  rage 
of  the  mares — such  w'as  the  boon  with  which  Venus’ 
grace  endowed  them,  what  time  Glaucus  had  his  limbs 
devoured  by  his  Potnian  chariot-steeds.  On  they  are 
drawn  by  love,  over  Garganis,  over  the  roar  of  Ascanius ; 
the  mountain  they  scale,  the  river  they  swim  ; and  soon 
as  ever  the  spark  touches  their  craving  marrow,  in  spring 
chiefly,  for  it  is  in  spring  that  heat  revisits  their  frames, 
they  stand  all  of  them  with  their  faces  turned  westward 
on  the  cliff-top,  and  catch  the  light-floating  breezes ; and 
oft,  witliout  wedlock  of  any  sort,  impregnated  by  the 
w'ind,  over  hill  and  rock  and  dipping  vale,  they  fly  here 
and  there — not  towards  thy  birthplace,  Eurus,  or  the 
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Sun’s,  but  to  north,  or  north-west,  or  where  the  south, 
blackest  of  winds,  is  born,  to  sadden  heaven’s  face  with 
his  rain  and  chill.  Then  it  is  there  trickles  from  them 
a thick  fluid,  which  the  shepherds  rightly  call  horse- 
madness — horse-madness,  which  fell  step-dames  have  oft 
gathered  up,  to  form  a mess  with  herbs  and  charms  as 
baleful. 

But  time  is  flying,  flying  past  recall,  wdiile  -we  in  fond 
interest  are  making  our  circuit  from  point  to  point. 
Enough  of  herds,  another  part  of  our  charge  is  yet  to  do — 
lie  treatment  of  woolly  flocks  and  hairy  goats.  Here  is  a 
task  indeed;  here  fix  your  hopes  of  renown,  ye  brave 
sons  of  the  soil.  For  myself,  I too  am  well  assured  how 
hard  the  struggle  Avill  be  for  language  to  plant  her 
standard  here,  and  invest  a theme  so  slender  with  her 
own  peculiar  glory;  but  there  is  a rapturous  charm 
that  whirls  me  along  over  Parnassus’  lonely  steeps — a 
joy  in  surmounting  heights  where  no  former  wheel  has 
worn  a way,  no  easy  slope  leads  down  to  the  Castalian 
spring. 

Now,  dread  Pales,  now  for  a louder  and  loftier  strain. 
On  my  inauguration  I proclaim  that  the  sheep  crop  their 
grass  in  soft-laid  sheds  till  summer,  in  due  course,  comes 
back  with  its  leaves,  and  that  plenty  of  straw  and  handfuls 
of  fern  be  strewn  on  the  hard  ground  under  them,  lest 
the  chill  of  the  ice  harm  your  delicate  cattle,  and  engender 
scab  and  foot-rot,  to  your  disgrace  and  disgust.  Passing 
thence,  I order  that  the  goats  have  good  store  of  arbute 
leaves  and  supplies  of  fresh  running  w’^ater,  and  that  their 
sheds  be  placed  away  from  the  wind,  full  fronting  the 
winter  sun  in  his  mid-day  quarter,  at  the  time  when 
the  cold  bearer  of  the  water  urn  is  setting  and  sprinkling 
the  skirts  of  the  departing  year.  Yes,  our  goats  should  be 
shielded  with  cure  as  serious  as  our  sheep ; nor  will  their 
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service  stand  you  in  less  stead,  liigh  as  is  the  rate  of 
excliange  of  Milesian  wool  engrained  deep  with  T3Tian 
scarlet.  From  them  comes  a more  swarming  j)rogeny, 
from  them  milk  in  plenteous  abundance ; the  fuller  the 
froth  of  your  morning’s  pail  from  the  drj’-drained  teat, 
tlie  more  luxuriant  will  flow  the  stream  from  the  same 
udder  when  pressed  at  night.  Nor  is  this  all — the  he-goat 
of  Cinyps  has  his  beard  and  hoaiy  chin,  aj'e,  all  his  shaggy 
hair,  clipped  for  the  use  of  the  camp,  or  to  cover  some 
])Oor  shivering  seaman.  For  their  food,  they  graze  among 
the  forests  and  the  summits  of  Lyca;us,  among  stiff  prickly 
bushes  and  brakes  that  cling  to  the  heights,  and  of  them- 
selves, with  never-failing  memory,  they  come  back  home, 
showing  their  young  the  way,  and  just  heave  their  full- 
charged  udders  over  the  threshold.  Spend  all  your 
pains  then  in  fencing  them  from  ice  and  sleety  blasts, 
considering  how  few  their  calls  on  the  care  of  man ; 
give  them  provender  and  twigs  for  food  with  luxuriant 
hand,  and  put  no  lock  on  your  hayloft  the  whole  winter 
through. 

But  when  the  zephyr’s  call  is  heard,  and  summer’s 
genial  smile  sends  both  flocks  alike  into  mountain  lawn 
and  mountain  pasture,  then  let  us  be  ready  with  the  first 
dawn  of  the  morning  star  to  batten  on  the  cool  fresh 
fields  while  daybreak  is  young,  while  the  grass  is  hoar, 
and  the  dew  on  the  tender  herbage  is  most  grateful  to 
cattle.  Afterwards,  when  a sense  of  thirst  crowds  on  the 
fourth  hour  of  the  day,  and  the  cicalas  split  the  woods 
with  their  plaintive  note,  bid  your  flocks  stand  at  the  well- 
side,  or  by  the  deep  pool,  to  drink  water  running  through 
oaken  troughs ; but  in  mid-day  heat  let  them  hunt  out  a 
shady  vale,  where,  belike,  Jove’s  mighty  oak,  strong  in 
time-honoured  power,  spreads  its  enormous  boughs;  or 
where  the  grove,  black  with  countless  ilexes,  reposes  in 
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hallowed  shadow.  Then  once  more  give  them  the  thin 
clear  stream,  once  more  feed  them  till  set  of  sun,  when 
the  cool  of  eve  allays  the  air,  and  the  dews  now  falling 
from  the  moon  revive  the  lawns,  and  the  kingfisher  sings 
along  the  shore,  the  goldfinch  through  the  brake. 

Wliy  should  my  verse  take  you  along  witli  the  shepherds 
of  Libya,  tlieir  pfistures,  and  their  camps,  settlements  of 
thin-spread  huts  ? Often,  day  and  night  together,  and  a 
whole  month  in  succession,  their  cattle  graze,  travelling 
on  into  a length  of  de.sert,  without  shelter  of  any  sort,  so 
vast  is  the  extent  of  plain.  The  African  herdsman  carries 
with  him  all  his  goods — house,  and  hearth,  and  arms; 
his  dog  from  Amyclm,  and  his  quiver  from  Crete — just  as 
the  keen  Roman,  when,  armed  and  equipped  in  Roman 
fashion,  he  makes  his  march  under  his  tyrannous  load, 
and,  ere  he  is  looked  for,  has  his  camp  ready  pitched,  and 
is  drawn  up  before  his  foe.  What  a change  to  the  tribes 
of  Scythia  and  the  water  of  Mteotis — to  the  scene  where 
Ister  rolls  turbidly  his  yellow  sands,  and  Rhodope 
stretches  herself  full  under  the  pole,  and  turns  again ! 
There  they  keep  their  herds  shut  up  in  stalls — never  a 
blade  of  grass  is  seen  on  the  plain,  never  a leaf  on  the 
tree ; but  the  land  lies  a formless  mass  of  snowy  heaps 
and  deep  ice,  and  rises  seven  ells  high.  Every  day  is 
winter,  every  air  the  north  wind’s  frosty  breath.  Nay, 
the  sun  never  dispels  the  wan  .shades  of  night,  not  when 
he  mounts  his  car  and  scales  the  height  of  the  sky,  nor 
when  he  laves  his  headlong  wheels  in  ocean’s  glowing 
flood.  Sudden  crusts  form  on  the  running  stream,  and 
the  water  can  now  support  on  its  back  the  iron-bound 
wheel — the  water  that  once  Avelcomed  ships,  and  now 
welcomes  the  broad  wain.  Coppers  are  daily  split,  and 
clothes  congeal  on  the  back,  and  clear-flowing  wine  is 
chopped  with  hatchets ; whole  pools  are  turned  to  solid 
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ice,  and  stiffening  icicles  harden  on  the  untrimmed  beard. 
Meantime,  as  if  there  were  no  frost,  snow  is  falling  from 
all  the  sky : the  cattle  perish — great  hulks  of  oxen  stand 
with  frost  ail  about  them — stags  massed  into  a troop  are 
numbed  by  a weight  not  their  own,  and  hardly  lift  the 
tips  of  their  horns  above  it.  No  need  of  letting  in  dogs 
on  them,  hunting  them  with  nets,  or  scaring  them  with 
the  terror  of  the  crimson  feather ; as  they  arc  pushing 
in  vain  with  their  chests  at  the  mountain  of  snow, 
men  kill  them  weapon  in  hand,  butcher  them  bellowing 
loud,  and  carry  them  off  with  shouts  of  triumph.  For 
the  people,  they  keep  careless  holiday  in  c^ves  delved 
deep  under  the  earth,  with  store  of  timber,  nay,  whole 
elms  pushed  up  to  the  hearth,  and  heaped  on  the  blaze — 
there  tliey  lengthen  out  the  night  in  games,  and  jovially 
imitate  draughts  of  the  vine  with  fermented  grains  and 
acid  service-juice.  Such  is  the  life  of  that  ungoverned  race 
of  men  who  dwell  exposed  to  the  seven  Hyperborean 
stars,  ever  buffeted  by  the  east  winds  of  a Rhipaean  sky, 
ever  sheltering  their  frames  with  the  rough  tawny  coats 
of  beasts. 

If  wool  be  your  care,  first  remove  the  prickly  jungle, 
burrs,  caltrops,  and  the  like;  avoid  luxuriant  pastures, 
and  at  once  choose  flocks  with  white,  soft  fleeces.  But 
the  ram,  however  white  himself,  who  has  but  a black 
tongue  under  his  mouth’s  moist  roof,  set  aside,  lest  he  blur 
the  fleece  of  the  young  lambs  with  dark  spots,  and  look 
about  the  teeming  plain  till  you  find  another.  It  was 
tlius,  with  a present  of  wool,  white  as  snow,  if  we  may 
tmst  the  tale,  that  Pan,  Arcadia’s  patron,  beguiled  thee, 
bright  goddess  of  the  Moon,  calling  thee  under  the  tall 
forest  trees ; nor  didst  thou  slight  the  call. 

But  if  milk  is  the  farmer’s  passion,  let  him  with  his  own 
hand  carry  to  the  stalls  lucerne  and  lotus  in  plenty,  and 
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salted  herbage.  Hence  they  love  the  water  more,  and 
have  their  udders  more  distended,  and  reproduce  in  their 
milk  a hidden  flavom*  of  salt.  Many  separate  the  kid 
from  its  dam  when  fresh  dropped,  and  at  once  front  its 
mouth  with  an  iron-pointed  muzzle.  The  milk  they  have 
tsiken  at  dawn  and  in  hours  of  daylight  they  churn  at 
night ; the  milk  taken  at  twilight  and  at  sundown  they 
carry  away  in  baskets  at  daybreak  (it  is  a shepherd’s  visit 
to  town),  or  sprinkle  it  sparingly  with  salt,  and  lay  it  by 
for  winter. 

Nor  let  your  dogs  be  the  last  thing  thought  of;  but 
bring  up  together  swift  Spartan  hounds  and  a keen 
Molossian  on  fottcTiing  whey.  Never,  with  them  to  guard 
you,  need  you  quake  for  your  stalls  at  a nightly  robber  or 
an  invasion  of  wolves,  or  at  Iberian  outlaws  in  your  rear. 
Often,  too,  you  will  chase  the  wild  ass,  so  quickly  scared, 
and  hark  your  hounds  on  the  hare,  your  hounds  on  the 
doe.  Often  you  will  rouse  the  wild  boar,  and  dislodge 
him  from  his  woody  lair,  baying  and  driving ; and  along 
the  steep  mountains,  in  full  cry,  force  into  your  net  an 
enormous  stag. 

Be  taught  also  to  burn  fragrant  cedar  in  your  stalls, 
and  with  the  steam  of  the  Syrian  gum  chase  away 
noisome  serpents.  Often  under  sheds  long  undisturbed 
you  find  that  a viper,  ill  to  handle,  has  been  lurking, 
escaped  in  fear  from  the  light  of  day ; or  a cobra,  fond  of 
haunting  the  shelter  and  the  shade,  and  scattering  its 
venom  on  the  cattle — cruel  scourge  of  oxen — has  nestled 
in  the  ground.  Quick,  shepherds,  quick,  with  your  stones 
and  staves — his  terrors  are  rising,  his  throat  swollen  and 
hissing — smite  him  down.  See  I he  is  flying,  his  timid 
head  already  deep  in  the  ground,  while  his  writhing  body 
and  the  waving  line  of  his  tail  arc  untwisting  themselves, 
and  the  final  coil  is  dragging  its  slow  spires  along.  Then, 
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too,  there  is  that  deadly  serpent  in  the  gorges  of  Calabria, 
•with  breast  erect  and  wreathed  scaly  back,  flecked  with 
great  spots  throughout  his  belly’s  length ; who,  while 
there  are  any  rivers  welling  from  their  fountains,  and 
while  the  earth  is  wet  with  the  moist  spring  and  the  rainy 
south,  haunts  the  still  waters,  and,  dw'elhng  on  the  banks 
there,  with  fish  and  clamorous  frogs  satiates  the  glutton 
craving  of  his  black  swollen  maw.  Then,  after  the 

pool  is  burnt  to  the  bottom,  and  the  earth  is  gaping 
with  heat,  leaps  to  land,  and,  rolling  eyes  of  fire,  carries 
death  into  the  fields,  savage  with  thirst,  and  maddened 
by  the  sunstroke.  May  it  never  enter  my  mind  to  indulge 
the  pleasure  of  open-air  sleep,  or  to  lie  on  the  grass  on 
the  mountain’s  wood-grown  ridge,  at  the  moment  when 
lie,  his  skin  shed,  in  new  life  and  in  the  beauty  of  youth, 
leaving  his  young  at  home,  hatched  or  in  the  shell,  gathers 
himself  up,  towering  to  the  sun,  and  flashes  in  his  mouth 
his  three-forked  tongue. 

About  disea.ses,  too,  I will  tell  you,  their  causes  and 
their  symptoms.  Sheep  are  tormented  by  a noisome 
scab,  when  the  cold  rain  and  hoar-frost  of  cruel  ■winter 
have  sunk  deep  into  their  flesh  ; or  when,  after  shearing, 
sweat  unwashed  has  clung  to  the  skin,  or  rough  brambles 
have  wounded  the  body.  For  fear  of  this,  shepherds 
bathe  the  whole  flock  with  fresh  streams,  and  the  ram  is 
plunged  into  the  flood,  his  wool  all  wet  about  him,  and 
once  launched,  goes  floating  down  the  river;  or  they 
anoint  the  body  after  shearing  with  bitter  mother-of-oil, 
and  mix  scum  of  silver,  and  native  sulphur,  and  pitch 
from  Ida,  and  wax  softened  by  oil,  and  sea  onions  and 
potent  hellebore,  and  black  bitumen.  But  never  is  the 
fortune  of  the  distemper  so  gracious  as  when  a man  has 
the  nerve  to  open  the  mouth  of  the  sore  with  the  knife  : 
the  mischief  keeps  thriving,  and  lives  upon  concealment, 
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while  the  shepherd  is  refusing  to  apply  a healing  hand  to 
the  wound,  or  sits  praying  the  gods  to  send  more  favour- 
able prognostics.  Moreover,  when  the  pain  has  pierced 
to  the  bleating  suflerer’s  bones,  and  is  raging  there,  and 
a parching  fever  is  preying  on  its  limbs,  it  has  been  found 
well  to  carry  off  the  fiery  heat  by  opening  a vein  full 
throbbing  with  blood  at  the  bottom  of  the  foot,  as  is  the 
Avout  of  the  Bisaltae  and  the  keen  Gelonian,  when  he  flies 
to  Ehodope  and  to  the  steppes  of  the  Getas,  and  drinks 
milk  curdled  with  mare’s  blood.  If  you  observe  a sheep 
often  seeking  refuge  in  the  luxurious  shade,  or  indolently 
browsing  the  tops  of  the  herbage,  lagging  after  you  the 
last,  or  lying  down  in  the  middle  of  the  field  while 
grazing,  and  at  last  retiring  all  alone  before  the  late 
approach  of  night,  check  the  evil  at  once  with  the  knife, 
ere  the  dire  contagion  spread  through  the  unwary  multi- 
tude. Not  so  fast  sweeps  a whirlwind  over  the  sea,  Avith 
a storm  in  its  train,  as  the  thousand  distempers  that  seize 
on  cattle.  It  is  not  single  bodies  here  and  there  that  the 
plague  bears  off,  but  the  whole  of  a summer’s  fold  aU  in 
a moment — the  flock  of  the  future  with  that  which  now 
is — an  entire  tribe,  root  and  branch.  Let  him  become  my 
witness  who  chances  to  see  the  skiey  Alps,  and  the  hill- 
side forts  of  Noricum,  and  the  fields  of  lapydian  Timavus, 
even  as  they  now  are,  after  time  has  done  so  much — the 
shepherds’  domain  unpeopled,  and  the  lawns  desolate 
through  their  length  and  breadth. 

Here  once,  from  a distemper  of  the  sky,  a season  of 
piteous  ruin  set  in,  glowing  with  all  the  fumace-heat  of 
autumn,  and  swept  off  to  death  the  whole  race  of  beasts, 
tame  and  wild ; tainted  the  pools  of  water,  and  infected  the 
herbage  Avith  venom.  Nor  was  the  path  of  death  straight 
and  Avithout  turning : but  after  fiery  thirst,  coursing 
through  every  vein,  had  drawn  the  poor  limbs  close  to- 
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gether,  there  was  a fresh  overflow  of  fluid  moistures,  absorb- 
ing into  itself  piece  by  piece  the  whole  bony  frame,  dissolved 
by  pestilence.  Often,  in  the  middle  of  a sacrifice,  as  the 
victim  was  standing  at  the  altar,  and  the  snowy  band  of 
the  woollen  fillet  was  being  placed  round  its  brow,  it  fell 
dying  between  the  attendants’  faltering  hands  ; or  if  the 
steel  of  the  priest  had  given  any  an  earlier  death,  that 
victim’s  entrails  make  no  blaze  on  the  altar  tliey  load, 
nor  can  the  prophet  learn  from  them  responses  to  the 
votary’s  questions.  A thrust  from  beneatli  scarcelj’^  stiiins 
the  knives  with  blood,  and  the  thin  gore  but  just  dai'kens 
the  surface  of  the  sand.  Thus  you  might  see  calves  dying 
everywhere  among  luxuriant  herbage,  or  yielding  the 
lives  they  love  at  the  well-filled  crib  they  cannot  taste. 
Thus  madness  comes  on  the  dog,  man’s  playfellow,  and 
a panting  cough  shakes  the  diseased  swine,  and  stops  the 
breath  in  their  swollen  throats.  See!  he  droops,  his  occu- 
pation gone,  his  pasture  neglected,  the  victorious  steed  ; 
he  recoils  from  running  streams,  and  beats  the  ground 
rapidly  with  his  hoof ; his  ears  drop,  a fitful  sweat  breaks 
out  on  them,  striking  cold  as  death  draws  on ; the  skin  is 
dry,  and  when  touched,  meets  the  hand  with  hardness. 
Such  are  the  signs  that  go  before  death  in  the  early  days 
of  the  malady ; but  when  in  its  advance  it  begins  to  grow 
fierce,  then  at  last  the  eyes  are  ablaze,  the  breath  deep 
drawn,  and  sometimes  groaningly  heavy ; they  distend 
their  flanks  to  the  bottom  with  a long-heaved  sob,  black 
blood  trickles  from  their  nostrils,  and  their  obstructed 
jaws  are  closed  on  a roughened  tongue.  It  was  found 
well  to  drench  them  with  the  wine-god‘s  streams,  through 
a horn  placed  in  the  mouth ; this  seemed  the  one  way  of 
life  to  the  dying ; soon,  that  too  was  seen  to  lead  to 
death : they  were  revived  by  madness  into  fever  heat, 
and,  even  in  the  weakne.ss  of  dissolution  (grant,  ye  gods. 
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better  tilings  to  us  your  worshippers,  and  re.serve  tliis 
delusion  for  our  foes),  with  their  own  bare  teeth  mangled 
their  own  rent  flesh.  Look  there — the  bull,  smoking 
under  the  ploughshare’s  stubborn  weight,  falls  in  a heap, 
disgorges  from  his  mouth  blood  mingled  with  foam,  and 
heaves  a last  sigh.  The  ploughman  moves  sadly  away, 
unyokes  the  surviving  bullock,  itself  mourning  for  its 
brother’s  fate,  and  leaves  the  work  half  done,  and  the 
plough  still  buried  in  the  soil.  The  tall  forest’s  shade, 
the  soft  meadow  grass,  cannot  quicken  that  failing  heart 
— no,  nor  the  river  that  tumbles  down  the  stones,  purer 
than  amber,  and  hurries  to  the  plain  : the  flank  is  relaxed 
from  end  to  end  ; a stupor  weighs  the  heavy  eyelids 
down,  and  the  weight  of  the  neck  bears  it  drooping  to 
the  earth.  What  jjrofit  has  he  of  his  labour  and  his  good 
deeds  to  man  ? what  of  all  the  heavy  clods  that  he  has 
upturned  with  the  share?  Yet  he  and  such  as  he  have 
never  known  the  poison  of  the  wine-god’s  Massic  gifts, 
nor  of  feast  succeeding  feast ; they  feed  on  leaves,  on  the 
diet  of  undrc.ssed  herbage.  Their  cups  are  clear  springs 
and  rivers  that  freshen  as  they  run  ; and  care  never 
comes  to  break  short  their  healthful  slumbers.  Then 
and  then  only  in  that  country — • 


• Here  the  M.S.  of  this  part  of  the  translation  cca-sea  abruptly.  I 
cannot  tind  that  the  third  Georgic  was  ever  completed  by  I’Tofesaor 
Coiiington. — En. 
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I AM  now  in  due  order  to  tell  of  Ueaven  s gift,  tlie 
Jioney  of  the  sky.  To  this,  as  to  tlie  rest  of  my  task, 
Maecenas,  vouchsafe  your  regard.  A marvellous  exhibi- 
tion of  things  slight  in  themselves — high  souled  leaders, 
and  tlie  life  of  a whole  nation,  its  character,  its  genius,  its 
races,  its  battles,  shall  all  be  successively  unfolded  to  you. 
It  is  a small  field  for  labour,  but  far  from  small  is  the 
glory  to  be  reaped  by  one,  if  there  be  such,  whose  evil 
star  leaves  him  free,  and  wliose  invoking  voice  is  heard  of 
Apollo. 

First  of  all  tlie  bees  must  have  a settlement  and  a 
station  found  them,  in  a spot  to  which  the  winds  have  no 
access — for  the  winds  will  not  let  them  carry  their  food 
home — and  whore  no  sheep  or  w’anton  kids  are  likely  to 
trample  on  the  flowers,  no  wandering  heifer  to  brush  the 
dew  from  the  meadow  and  beat  down  the  rising  herbage. 
Kor  let  the  speckled  lizard’s  scaly  back  be  seen  in  their 
precious  homesteads,  nor  the  apiaster  nor  other  birds ; no, 
nor  Procne,  with  the  marks  of  her  bloody  hands  still  on 
her  breast — for  they  spread  havoc  through  the  domain 
far  and  wide,  and  catching  its  owners  on  the  wing,  carry 
them  in  their  mouths  to  their  ungentle  nestlings  a delicate 
morsel.  But  let  there  be  a clear  spring  close  at  hand, 
and  a pool  fringed  with  green  moss,  and  a thread  of  water 
coursing  through  the  grass,  and  let  a palm-tree  or  a tall 
wild  olive  throw  its  shade  over  the  vestibule,  that,  wdieri 
the  infant  swarm  marches  out  under  their  new  kings  in 
the  spring  that  they  love,  and  the  youth  issuing  from  the 
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comb  disport  themselves  at  will,  there  may  be  a bank 
hard  by,  to  tempt  them  to  retire  from  the  heat,  and  a 
tree  in  the  way  to  keep  them  long  under  its  leafy  shelter. 
Into  the  middle  of  the  water,  wliether  it  be  sluggish  and 
standing,  or  fresh  and  running,  throw  willows  crosswise 
and  huge  stones,  that  there  may  be  frequent  bridges  for 
tliem  to  settle  on  and  spread  their  wings  to  the  summer 
sun,  in  cti.se  the  east  wnd  should  have  sprinkled  them  while 
pausing  in  their  flight,  or  sent  them  headlong  into  Nep- 
tune’s lap.  All  about  let  there  be  a luxuriant  growth  of 
green  casia,  and  wild  thyme  with  its  spreading  perfume, 
and  abundance  of  strongly-scented  savory,  and  beds  of 
violets  to  drink  in  the  irrigation  of  the  spring.  As  for 
your  hives,  whether  they  be  stitched,  of  hollow  cork,  or 
woven,  of  pliant  osier,  let  them  have  narrow  entrances — 
for  in  cold  the  wintry  air  congeals  the  honey,  while  heat 
melts  it  and  sets  it  free.  Each  is  a tyrant  that  the  bees 
have  alike  to  dread  ; nor  is  it  in  vain  that  with  emulous 
zeal  they  .smear  the  tiny  crevices  in  their  dwellings  w^ith 
wax,  and  fill  up  the  orifices  with  the  pollen  of  flowers, 
and  keep  a store  of  glue  laid  up  for  that  very  jmrpose, 
more  tenacious  than  birdlime  or  than  the  pitch  of  Phry- 
gian Ida.  Often,  t<x),  in  holes  underground,  if  fame 
speak  truth,  they  have  made  them  a warm  home,  and 
have  been  found  deep  in  the  hollow  of  a porous  rock, 
and  in  the  cavern  of  a decayed  tree.  Nevertheless  do 
you  give  their  crannied  chambers  tlie  warmth  of  a smooth 
mud-plaister,  and  strew  them  with  a sprinkling  of  leaves. 
Do  not  suffer  a yew  tree  near  their  dwelling,  nor  roast 
scarlet  crabs  at  the  fire,  nor  put  any  faith  in  a deep  swampy 
place,  or  where  tlie  mire  smells  strong,  or  where  the  hollow 
nx‘k  rings  with  the  impact  of  sound,  and  the  reflection  of 
the  voice  strikes  it  and  rebounds  again. 

For  the  rest,  when  the  golden  sun  has  driven  winter  to 
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hille  his  vanquished  head  under  the  earth,  and  thrown 
open  the  gates  of  heaven  by  the  force  of  summer’s  rays, 
immediately  they  are  ranging  lawn  and  woodland  through, 
cropping  the  bright-hued  flowers,  and  sipping  the  stream- 
let’s brim  with  their  tiny  mouths.  Hence  it  is  that  with 
a delicious  sense  of  unknown  sweetness  they  cherish  their 
nestling  young ; hence  it  is  that  with  workman’s  skill 
they  forge  fresh  wax  and  mould  the  clammy  honey.  So 
then  when  looking  up  you  see  the  body  of  bees  issuing 
at  last  from  their  prison  towards  the  sky  and  all  afloat  in 
the  clear  summer-tide,  and  wonder  at  the  murky  cloud 
which  the  wind  is  swaying  to  and  fro,  mark  them  well ; 
they  always  make  for  fresh  water  and  sheltering  foliage. 
There  then  sprinkle  the  odours  I prescribe,  bruised  balm, 
and  the  wax-flower,  mean  weed  though  it  be,  and  raise  a 
tinkling  noise,  and  beat  the  cymbals  of  the  mighty  mother 
all  around : unbidden  they  will  settle  on  the  medicated 
spot,  unbidden  they  will  nestle,  as  is  their  wont,  in  the 
furthest  corners  of  their  new  cradle. 

But  if  it  is  for  battle  that  they  have  left  the  hive — for 
oft  when  there  are  two  kings  strife  visits  them  wdth  her 
dire  convulsions,  and  at  once  you  may  learn  even  from  a 
distance  the  temper  of  the  masses,  and  hear  their  very 
hearts  beating  for  war,  for  there  is  that  hoarse  brazen 
music  that  the  war-god  loves  stirring  up  the  loiterers,  and 
a note  is  heard  imitating  the  trumpet’s  short  broken 
blasts  ; then  in  eager  alarm  they  flock  together,  and  flash 
their  wings,  and  sharpen  their  beaks,  and  string  their 
arms,  and  throng  and  swarm  round  their  king  and  about 
the  very  door  of  the  royal  tent,  and  with  loud  cries  bid 
the  foe  come  on.  So  when  then  they  have  got  a clear 
spring  day,  and  the  field  is  open  before  them,  forth  they 
ru.sh  for  the  gates  ; the  battle  joins  high  in  air ; the  din 
mounts  up  ; they  are  mingled  and  massed  into  a mighty 
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ball,  and  come  tumbling  down.  Never  hail  fell  thicker 
through  the  air,  never  did  shaken  oak  rain  such  a shower 
of  acorns.  The  monarchs  themselves  move  through  the 
ranks,  distinguisdied  by  their  wings,  their  giant  souls 
ranging  through  their  pigmy  bosoms,  firm-set  never  to  give 
way  till  the  conqueror’s  heavy  hand  has  forced  one  or 
other  of  the  hosts  to  turn  its  back  in  flight.  These  storms 
of  passion,  this  conflict  of  giants,  the  sprinkling  of  a little 
dust  controls  and  lays  to  rest. 

But  when  you  have  succeeded  in  recalling  the  two 
generals  from  the  field,  take  him  who  looks  the  worse, 
and  save  the  hive  from  the  harmful  excess  by  doing  him  to 
death  ; let  the  better  reign  in  solitary  state.  One  you  will 
find  embhued  with  stiflening  drops  of  gold — for  there  are 
two  royal  races,  the  bettor  of  distinguished  mien,  brilliant 
with  red  flashing  scale's  ; the  other  sunk  in  squalor  and 
inaction,  and  dragging  with  him  the  ignoble  weight  of  a 
huge  belly.  As  the  royal  features  are  of  two  kinds,  so 
are  the  bodies  of  the  commonalty ; for  one  sort  are 
loathly  and  squalid,  fike  the  traveller  when  he  emerges 
from  his  bath  of  dust,  and  spits  the  clay  from  his  dry 
throat,  parched  and  thirsty ; the  others  shine  out  and 
flash  resplendently,  blazing  in  gold,  and  with  regular- 
spots  flecking  their  bodies.  This  is  the  worthier  progeny ; 
this,  in  the  sky’s  due  season,  will  give  you  sweet  honey  to 
strain,  and  not  only  sweet,  but  clear,  and  of  power  to 
subdue  the  wine-god’s  harsher  flavour. 

But  when  the  swarms  fly  aiudessly  about  and  dispoi-t 
them  in  the  sky,  scorning  their  cells,  and  leaving  their 
homes  to  chill,  you  must  restrain  their  fickle  spirits  from 
such  empty  trifling.  Nor  is  restraint  a hard  task — do 
you  deprive  the  monarchs  of  their  w-ings ; when  they 
hang  back,  no  subject  will  venture  to  encounter  the 
upward  journey,  or  pluck  up  the  standard  from  the 
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encampment.  Let  there  be  a garden  to  tempt  them  witli 
the  fragrance  of  its  saffron  flowers,  and  the  guardianship 
of  Priapus,  god  of  the  Ilellespont,  standing  sentinel  against 
thieves  and  birds  with  scythe  of  willow,  to  keep  them 
safe.  Let  him,  and  none  other,  carry  thyme  and  pine- 
trees  down  from  the  mountain-tops,  and  set  them  all 
about  the  hive,  whose  charge  such  things  arc  ; let  him, 
and  none  other,  make  the  hand  sore  with  hard  toil ; let 
him,  and  none  other,  put  into  the  ground  plants  that  will 
bear,  and  sprinkle  the  friendly  shower. 

Aye,  and  for  myself — were  I not  now  at  the  very  end  of 
my  enterprise,  furling  my  sails,  and  hastening  to  bring 
my  prow  to  land,  it  may  be  that  I should  extend  my  song 
to  the  luxuriant  garden.  What  care  of  husbandry  decks  it 
with  flowers,  and  the  rosaries  of  twice-bearing  Pmstum ; 
and  what  is  the  joy  that  the  endive  feels  in  the  stream 
which  it  drinks,  and  the  green  banks  in  the  parsley  that 
fringes  them,  and  how  the  cucumber  winds  along  the 
grass  and  swells  into  a belly ; nor  had  I passed  in  silence 
the  late-flowering  narcissus,  or  the  acanthus’  bending 
stem,  or  the  pale  yellow  ivy,  or  the  myrtle  that  loves  the 
coast.  For  I remember  how  once,  under  the  shadow  of 
CEbalia’s  lofty  towers,  where  dark  Galaesus  bathes  the 
yellow  fields,  I saw  an  old  man  of  Corycus,  who  had  a 
few  acres  of  unappropriated  land,  soil  with  no  productive- 
ness for  bullocks,  no  fitness  for  cattle,  no  friendliness  for 
the  wine-god.  Yet  he, -while  planting  pot-herbs  thinly 
among  the  boskage,  and  round  them  white  lilies,  and 
vervain,  and  scant  poppies,  had  a heart  that  matched  the 
wealth  of  kings  ; and  often  as  lie  came  home  at  night,  he 
would  pile  his  table  high  with  unbought  viands.  None 
so  early  as  he  to  pluck  the  rose  in  spiing,  the  apple  in 
autumn ; and  when  winter  in  its  bitterest  mood  was  still 
splitting  the  very  rocks  with  the  frost,  and  bridling  with 
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ice  the  rush  of  the  water,  there  was  he,  already  gathering 
the  liyacinth’s  delicate  flower,  with  many  a gibe  at  that 
late  summer  and  those  loitering  zephyrs.  Thus  he  was  the 
first  to  swarm  with  mother-bees  and  their  plenteous 
young,  and  to  collect  the  honey  as  it  frothed  out  from  the 
squeezed  comb ; for  he  had  limes  and  pines  in  luxuriant 
plenty ; and  all  the  fruit  with  which  each  prolific  tree  had 
clad  itself  in  its  early  bloom,  it  retained  undiminished  in 
the  ripeness  of  autumn.  lie,  too,  had  been  known  to 
plant  out  in  rows  elms,  well  on  in  life,  and  pears  grown 
hard  as  iron,  and  thorns  which  had  begun  to  bear  plums, 
and  plane-trees,  already  tendering  to  drinkers  the  service 
of  their  shade.  All  this,  however,  I must  pa.ss  by  for 
myself,  precluded  as  I am  by  my  ungracious  limits,  and 
leave  to  others  to  record  when  my  work  is  over. 

Now  listen,  and  I will  tell  of  the  nature  which 
almighty  Jove  of  his  own  act  conferred  on  the  bees,  the 
wages  for  which  they  went  after  the  musical  sounds  of 
the  Curetes  and  the  tinkling  of  the  brass,  and  fed  the 
king  of  Heaven  under  the  cave  of  Dicte.  Tliey  alone 
have  their  children  in  common,  their  dwellings  associated 
into  a city ; they  alone  lead  a life  of  submission  to  the 
majesty  of  laAv ; they  alone  know  the  claims  of  country 
and  the  permanence  of  home,  think  of  winter  before  it 
comes,  try  in  summer  what  toil  can  do,  and  lay  up  in  store 
what  each  has  earned  for  the  public.  For  some  with 
sleepless  care  watch  over  the  general  sustenance,  and  go 
out  by  a set  rule  to  labour  abroad;  some  within  the 
walls  of  their  homes  lay  down  the  narcissus’  tear  and  the 
clammy  gum  from  the  bark  of  trees  as  the  first  foundation 
of  the  comb,  and  then  hang  in  air  the  roof  of  clinging 
wax ; others  lead  out  the  nation’s  hope,  the  young  now 
grown ; others  again  mass  together  honey  of  the  purest 
water,  and  strain  the  cells  to  bursting  with  its  clear 
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nectarous  sweets ; some  there  are  on  whom  the  sentry’s 
work  of  the  gates  devolves  by  lot,  and  who  take  their 
turn  in  looking  out  for  showers  and  gathering  clouds,  or 
relieve  those  who  are  coming  in  of  their  burdens,  or  collect 
a troop  and  expel  from  their  stalls  the  drones — that  lazy, 
thriftless  herd.  The  work  is  all  fire,  and  a scent  of  thyme 
breathes  from  the  fragrant  honey.  Even  as  when  the 
Cyclopes  to  meet  a sudden  call  are  forging  thunderbolts 
from  the  reluctant  ore — some  with  their  leathern  bellow’s 
are  taking  in  and  giving  out  the  wind,  others  arc  dipping 
the  hissing  copper  in  the  lake,  w’hile  .diitna  groans  under 
the  anvil’s  weight ; they,  one  with  another,  with  all  a 
giant’s  strength,  are  lifting  their  arms  in  measured 
cadence,  and  turning  with  their  griping  tongs  the  iron 
here  and  there — so,  if  it  be  right  to  compare  small  things 
with  great,  the  bees  of  Cecrops’  clime  are  stimulated  to 
labour  by  an  inborn  love  of  acquiring,  each  in  his  own 
function.  The  old  have  charge  of  the  towm,  of  rearing 
walls  of  comb,  and  building  dwellings  of  cunning  fi-ame ; 
the  younger  sort  drag  themselves  home  late  at  night, 
tired,  with  their  thighs  laden  with  thyme ; they  feed 
dispersedly  on  arbutes  and  gray  willow  leaves,  and 
casia  and  crocus  glowing  red,  and  luxuriant  limes,  and 
purple  hyacinths.  All  have  one  time  for  rest  from  their 
work,  all  have  one  time  for  labour  : at  daybreak  they  pour 
from  the  gates — no  delaying ; again,  when  the  star  of  eve 
has  warned  them  to  quit  their  pasture  at  last,  and  withdraw 
from  the  plains,  at  once  they  seek  their  homes,  at  once 
they  bethink  them  of  refreshment ; a noise  is  heard — they 
hum  alx)ut  the  entrance,  and  on  the  threshold.  After- 
w’ards,  Avhen  they  have  settled  into  their  beds,  there  is 
silence  for  the  night,  and  their  weary  limbs  are  lapped  in 
the  sleep  that  they  love.  Again,  they  do  not  go  far  away 
from  their  stalls  when  there  is  rain  overhead,  or  put  faith 
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in  the  sky  while  east  winds  are  on  the  wing,  but  about 
the  hive,  under  the  shelter  of  the  city’s  wall,  they  fetch  in 
water,  and  try  short  excursions,  and  often  take  up  pebbles, 
as  the  tossing  wave  makes  unsteady  boats  take  up  ballast, 
and  with  these  balance  themselves  as  they  move  through 
the  unsubstantial  clouds.  There  is  another  custom  which 
you  will  wonder  should  have  found  favour  with  the  bees, 
that  they  do  not  give  way  to  sexual  intercourse,  but 
unaided  pick  up  their  young  in  their  mouths  from  leaves 
ami  grateful  herbage ; unaided  they  supply  their  Rome 
with  a new  monarch  and  tiny  citizens,  and  so  remodel  the 
palace  and  the  whole  waxen  realm.  Often,  too,  while 
straying  among  rugged  rocks,  they  have  been  known  to 
cnisli  their  wngs  and  yield  their  patriot  lives  under  their 
load — so  intense  is  their  love  of  flowers,  so  paramount  the 
pride  of  gendering  honey.  Hence  it  is,  that  though  each 
single  bee  is  born  to  a narrow  span  of  life — ^for  their 
summers  never  stretch  beyond  the  seventh — the  family 
abides  undying,  and  for  many,  many  years,  the  star  of  the 
house  delays  to  go  down,  and  fathers’  fathers  of  fathers’ 
fiithers  are  counted  on  the  roll. 

Moreover,  royalty  never  receives  such  homage  from 
Egypt,  or  from  mighty  Lydia,  from  the  nations  of  Parthia, 
or  from  Median  Hydaspes.  While  the  king  is  safe,  all 
arc  of  one  mind ; when  he  perishes,  the  bond  is  broken  ; 
they  themselves  plunder  the  honey  that  they  stored  with 
such  skill,  and  tear  in  pieces  the  comb’s  cunning  wicker- 
■work.  He  is  the  master  of  the  works ; to  him  they  look 
up ; the  whole  nation  surrounds  him,  thronging  and 
humming,  and  swarms  as  a guard  about  his  person ; and 
often  they  lift  him  on  their  shoulders,  and  shield  him  with 
their  bodies  from  the  shock  of  battle,  and  in  the  shower 
of  wounds  seek  a glorious  death. 

From  these  tokens,  and  with  these  instances  to  guide 
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them,  some  have  said  that  bees  have  received  a share  of 
the  divine  intelligence,  a draught  of  the  pure  etherial 
stream : the  Deity,  they  tell  us,  pervades  all,  earth  and 
the  expanse  of  sea,  and  the  deep  vault  of  heaven ; from 
Him  flocks,  herds,  men,  wild  beasts  of  every  sort,  each 
creature  at  its  birth  draws  the  bright  thread  of  life ; 
further,  to  Him  all  things  return,  are  restored  and 
reduced — death  has  no  place  among  them ; but  they  fly 
up  alive  into  the  ranks  of  the  stars,  and  take  their  seats 
aloft  in  the  sky. 

If  ever  you  would  break  the  seal  of  their  narrow 
dwelling,  and  of  the  treasury  where  their  honey  is  stored, 
first  cleanse  your  mouth  with  a sprinkling  draught  of 
water,  and  aim  your  hand  with  the  searching  power  of 
smoke.  Twice  they  gather  in  their  teeming  produce, 
twice  a year  comes  their  harvest — once  when  Taygete,  the 
Pleiad,  displays  to  the  earth  her  graceful  head,  and 
spurns  the  ocean  stream  with  her  scornful  foot ; and  again 
when,  flying  from  the  sign  of  the  watery  Fish,  she  makes 
her  sad  descent  from  heaven  into  the  wintry  wave.  Their 
fury,  too,  is  all  in  excess : hurt  them,  and  they  shoot 
poison  into  the  bite  they  give,  fasten  on  a vein,  and  leave 
in  it  their  unseen  stings,  and  thus  bury  their  own  lives  in 
the  wound. 

But  if  you  fear  for  them  the  tyranny  of  winter,  and  so 
would  deal  gently  with  their  future,  pitying  the  thought 
of  a nation’s  spirit  crushed  and  a common  weal  ruined, 
yet  to  fumigate  the  hive  with  thyme,  and  to  cut  away  the 
empty  cells  of  wax,  who  would  shrink  from  that?  for 
often  has  the  comb  been  gnawed  away  unknown  by  the 
eft  and  by  the  cradled  young  of  the  light-hating  beetle ; 
and  the  drone,  who  sits  down,  an  unworking  citizen,  to 
another’s  food ; or  the  fierce  hornet  has  dashed  among 
their  unequal  forces ; or  moths,  a terrible  race ; or 
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Minerva’s  foe,  the  spider,  has  hung  her  loose-threaded 
nets  across  their  doonvay.  The  greater  the  drain  on 
them  has  been,  the  greater  tlie  zeal  with  wliich  all  will 
exert  themselves  to  repair  the  wreck  of  the  fallen  house, 
filling  up  the  rows  of  their  cells,  and  planking  their 
granaries  with  the  spoils  of  the  flowers. 

But  if,  seeing  that  bees,  like  men,  must  meet  the 
chances  of  life,  their  frames  should  be  unstrung  by 
grievous  sickness — a thing  which  you  will  be  able  to  tell 
at  once  by  signs  of  no  doubtfid  meaning — as  they  sicken 
their  colour  at  once  changes,  a scjualid  leanness  dis- 
figures their  features ; soon  they  carry  out  from  their 
homes  the  corpses  of  those  who  have  lost  life’s  light,  and 
lead  the  melancholy  procession  to  the  grave ; either 
they  hang  about  the  door  with  their  feet  linked  together, 
or  keep  lingering  within  in  their  closed  dwelling,  one  and 
all  languid  with  hunger  and  torpid  with  pincliing  cold. 
Then  a hoarse  noise  strikes  the  ear,  and  they  hum 
droningly  and  long,  like  the  sigh  of  the  bleak  south 
through  the  forest,  like  the  crash  of  the  troubled  sea  as  its 
waves  retire  from  the  beach,  like  the  roar  of  the  surging 
blaze  in  the  closed  furnace.  Now,  aye  and  before  now, 
I would  counsel  you  to  burn  the  scent  of  galbanum, 
and  to  convey  honey  through  pipes  of  reed,  anticipating 
them  with  your  encouragement,  and  inviting  the  poor 
tired  creatures  to  the  food  they  know  and  love.  It  will 
be  well  too  to  mix  with  the  honey  the  flavour  of  pounded 
galls,  and  dried  rose  leaves,  or  wine  thickened  to  syrup 
over  a hot  fire,  or  the  juice  of  the  raisin-cluster  from  the 
Psithian  vine,  and  the  thyme  of  Cecrops’  land,  and  the 
pungeut-smeUing  centaury.  A flower,  too,  there  grows 
in  the  meadows,  to  which  the  countrymen  have  attached 
the  name  of  ainelbis,  a plant  wliich  gives  little  trouble  to 
tliose  who  seek  it,  for  it  shoots  up  a great  vegetation  from 
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the  one  spot  of  turf  where  it  springs : itself  of  golden  hue, 
but  in  the  leaves  which  cluster  round  that  golden  centre 
there  are  gleams  of  puqile  under  a dark  violet  tint ; many 
a time  have  the  altars  of  the  gods  been  decked  with  its 
twined  festoons ; it  leaves  a bitter  taste  in  the  mouth  : 
among  the  nibbled  herbage  of  the  valley,  the  shejiherds 
gather  it,  near  the  winding  stream  of  iMella.  Take  it  and 
boil  its  roots  in  the  wine-god’s  generous  perfume,  and 
place  it  for  their  food  in  the  doorway  in  piled  baskets. 

But  should  there  be  any  whose  whole  stock  has  failed 
him  suddenly,  and  left  no  means  of  calling  back  the  line 
to  life  in  a new  race,  it  is  time  that  I should  also  disclose 
the  memorable  discovery  of  the  great  Arcadian  keeper, 
and  the  way  in  which,  oft  ere  now,  from  the  slaughter  of 
bullock.s,  tainted  gore  has  generated  bees.  I will  expound 
tlie  whole  legend,  mounting  up  to  the  source,  and  tracing 
it  thence.  For  where  the  favoured  race  of  Macedon’s 
Canopus  dwell  by  the  stagnant  Nile  and  its  overflowing 
watem,  and  travel  in  painted  boats  about  the  lands 
they  till,  where  quivered  Persia’s  contiguity  presses  hard 
on  the  frontier,  and  the  rapid  river  parts  into  seven 
separate  mouths,  and  with  its  black  slime  fertihses  the 
green  land  of  Egypt — the  river  that  has  come  down  all 
the  way  from  among  the  sun-baked  Indians — that  entire 
clime  rests  the  weal  of  its  hives  with  confidence  on  this 
device. 

In  the  first  place,  a spot  small  and  confined  for  the  very 
purpose  is  chosen  out ; this  they  close  in  with  narrow  roof- 
tiling, and  straitened  walls,  and  insert  four  window.s,  with 
slanting  light  from  the  four  quarters  of  heaven.  Next 
they  look  out  for  a bull-calf,  whose  horns  have  begun  to 
arch  over  a brow  that  lias  seen  two  summers ; they  take 
him  and  seal  up  his  two  nostrils  and  his  mouth’s  breath, 
spite  of  furious  struggles ; and  after  he  has  been  slain  by 
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their  blow.?,  his  flesh  through  his  unbroken  hide  is  beaten 
to  a jelly.  As  he  lies,  they  leave  him  in  his  barred  prison, 
placing  under  his  ribs  broken  bits  of  bough,  and  thyme, 
and  fresh-plucked  casia.  This  goes  on  when  the  Avest 
winds  first  play  upon  the  waters,  ere  the  meadows  are 
empurjfled  with  fresh  spring-tide  hues,  ere  the  chattering 
swallow  hangs  her  nest  from  the  rafters.  Meanwhile,  in 
his  softened  bones  the  sap  Inis  been  heated  and  begins 
to  fennent,  and  living  things  of  strange  manner  to 
look  upon,  at  fii-st  with  no  feet  to  crawl  on,  but  .soon 
even  with  wings  to  buzz  and  fly  with,  swarm  confusedly, 
and  skim  the  empty  air  more  and  more,  till,  like  a 
burst  of  rain  from  a summer  cloud,  out  they  break,  or 
like  arrows  from  the  rebounding  cord,  whenever  the  light- 
armed Pai’thian  strikes  up  the  prelude  of  the  battle. 

Wlio  of  the  gods,  ye  muses,  who,  beat  out  for  us  men 
this  skilled  device  ? Whence  did  this  fresh  growth  of 
men’s  experience  take  its  rise  ? 

It  was  the  shepherd,  Aristseus,  turning  his  back  on 
Tempe  and  her  Peneus,  when  his  bees  were  all  dead — so 
runs  the  tale — of  disease  and  famine,  that  stood  in  sorrow 
at  the  sacred  head  where  the  river  rises,  with  many  a 
plaint,  and  in  words  like  these  bespoke  her  that  bore  him  : 
‘ Mother  Cyrene,  mother,  whose  dwelling  is  at  the  bottom 
of  this  gulf,  why  didst  thou  bear  me,  a son  of  an  illus- 
trious line  of  gods — if  at  least  he  of  whom  thou  tellest 
me  is  my  father,  Thymbra’s  Apollo — to  a life  under  an 
evil  star  ? Whither  has  thy  love  for  me  and  mine  been 
banished  ? Wherefore  didst  thou  bid  me  look  forward  to 
the  skj'  ? See  now,  even  this  very  crown  of  my  poor  mor- 
tality, which  a life  of  skilful  watching  over  corn  and 
ciittle  had  barely  won  for  me,  every  effort  tried,  I must 
resign — and  thou  .art  my  mother  still ! Why  then,  come 
on — put  thine  own  hand  to  the  work,  uproot  my  fruitful 
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forests,  bring  into  my  stalls  the  fire  they  hate,  kill  my 
crops,  bum  my  young  plants,  and  -wield  against  my  vines 
the  heaviest  axe  thou  canst  find,  if  the  access  of  thy  dis- 
gust at  hearing  me  praised  be  indeed  so  strong.’ 

But  his  mother  CiUight  the  sound  as  she  sat  in  the  bed- 
chamber of  the  deep  stream.  Around  her  the  nj'inphs 
were  spinning  wool  of  Miletus,  ingi-aiuetl  -with  hyaliue’s 
saturating  dye,  Drymo,  and  Xantho,  and  Ligeia,  and 
riiyllodoce,  their  bright  locks  floating  over  their  snowy 
necks,  and  Cydippe,  and  yellow-haired  Lycorias — a maiden 
one,  the  other  having  just  proved  the  first  pangs  of  the 
goddess  of  travail — and  Clio,  and  Beroe,  her  sister, 
children  of  Ocean  both,  both  girt  with  gold,  both  with 
dresses  of  dap[)led  hide,  and  Ephyre,  and  Opis,  and  Asian 
Deiopeia,  and  Arethusa  fleet  of  foot,  her  huntress’  shafts  at 
last  laid  by  ; among  them  Clymene  w-as  telling  the  tale  of 
Vulcan’s  vain  jealousy,  of  Mars’  stratagem  and  the  joy  he 
stole,  and  from  chaos  down-^vards  was  counting  the  crowded 
muster-roll  of  the  loves  of  the  gods.  As  they  sit  entranced 
by  the  song,  and  the  spindle  carries  down  their  fleecy 
tasks,  yet  again  there  smote  on  the  mother’s  ear  the  wail  of 
Aristieus,  and  all  were  confounded  on  their  crystal  seats ; 
but  Arethusa,  anticipating  the  rest  of  the  sisterhood, 
looked  forth,  and  raised  her  yellow  head  from  the  water’s 
surface,  and  cried  from  the  distance — ‘0  thou  whom  a 
groan  so  loud  has  not  scared  for  nought,  sister  Cyi'ene,  it 
is  himself,  thy  chiefest  care,  Aristmus,  that  stands  at  the 
•VN'ave  of  our  father  Peneus  -weeping  to  tliee,  and  calling 
on  thy  cruel  name.’  Stnick  to  the  soul  with  a strange 
terror,  ‘Go,  bring  him,  bring  him  to  us  ; he  may  touch 
the  floor  that  gods  tread,’  cries  the  mother.  With  that 
she  bids  the  deep  stream  retire  far  and  wide,  making  a 
path  on  w-hich  the  youth  might  walk.  Bound  him  closed 
the  wave  arched  into  mountain  form,  took  him  into  its 
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giant  bosom,  and  sped  him  down  under  the  river.  And 
now  he  is  on  his  way  marvelling  at  his  mother’s  palace 
and  the  whole  watery  realm,  pools  locked  by  caves  and 
forests  echoing  wide,  and,  all  confounded  by  the  mighty 
rush  of  the  waters,  is  gazing  on  all  the  rivers  of  earth  as 
they  flow  under  its  vast  surface  each  in  its  several  bed — 
Phasis,  and  Lycus,  and  tlie  source  whence  first  breaks 
forth  the  deep  Enipeus,  whence  Tiber,  the  Eomau’s  father, 
and  whence  the  streams  of  Anio,  and  rocky  roaring 
Ilypanis,  and  Mysian  Caicus,  and  he  that  bears  two 
gilded  horns  on  his  bull’s  brow,  Eridauus,  than  whom  no 
river  poure  himself  more  forcefully  through  his  rich 
cultured  plains  into  the  blue  flushing  deep.  After  he 
had  come  under  the  chamber’s  stone-hung  roof,  and 
Gyrene  had  taken  knowledge  of  her  son’s  bootless 
weeping,  the  sisterhood,  each  in  her  course,  offer  him 
clesir  spring  water  for  his  hands,  and  present  towels  with 
the  nap  duly  shorn,  while  others  load  the  table  with 
viands,  and  set  on  cups  brimming  again  and  again : the 
altars  mount  up  with  Panchaian  fires ; and  ‘ Take,’  says 
the  mother,  ‘ the  bowl  of  Mseonia’s  wine-god  ; make  we 
libation  to  Ocean.’  So  speaking,  she  offers  herself  a 
prayer  to  Ocean,  father  of  creation,  and  the  sisterhood  of 
nymphs,  the  hundred  guardians  of  the  woods,  the 
hundred  of  the  rivers.  Thrice  with  the  clear  nectar 
she  sprinkled  the  blazing  fire-queen;  thrice  the  flame 
shot  up  to  the  roof-top  and  shone  again.  Cheering  his 
heart  with  the  omen,  she  thus  begins  her  speech  : — 

‘ In  the  sea- god’s  Carpathian  gulf  there  lives  a seer, 
Proteus,  of  the  sea’s  own  hue,  who  takes  the  measure  of 
the  mighty  deep  Avith  his  fishes,  even  with  his  harnessed 
car  of  two-legged  steeds.  He  is  at  this  moment  visiting 
again  the  havens  of  Emathia  and  Pallene,  the  country 
of  his  birth.  To  him  we  nymphs  all  do  reverence,  aye, 
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ami  Nereus  too,  the  old  and  grey ; for  all  things  are 
known  to  the  seer,  those  which  are,  those  which  have 
been,  those  which  drag  their  length  through  the  advanc- 
ing future.  So  it  seemed  good  to  Neptune,  whose  mon- 
strous herds  of  loathlj^  sea-calves  he  pastures  under  the 
deep.  Him,  my  son,  you  must  first  make  ])risoner  and 
bind,  that  he  may  unfold  all  the  histoiy  of  the  disease 
and  jirospcr  the  issue.  For  without  force  he  will  give  no 
coun.«el,  nor  will  your  praying  bend  him  ; force,  stern  force, 
and  fetters  must  be  jiiit  upon  the  ciiptive ; against  them 
his  badled  wiles  will  at  last  be  broken.  I mj’self,  when 
the  sun  has  kindled  his  mid  day  furnace,  when  the  herbage 
is  athiret,  and  cattle  begin  to  feel  the  joy  of  the  shade, 
will  lead  you  into  the  old  one’s  privacy,  the  place  where 
he  retires  from  his  labours  in  the  water,  that  you  may 
easily  fall  on  him  as  he  lies  asleep.  But  Avhen  you  have 
caught  him  in  the  grasp  of  hand  and  fetter,  then  the 
divers  forms  and  features  of  wild  beasts  will  be  ])ut  on  to 
mock  you.  lie  will  change  suddenly  to  a bristly  boar, 
and  a grim  black  tiger,  a scaly  dragon,  and  a lioness  with 
tawny  mane ; or  he  will  send  forth  the  sharp  crackling  of 
flame,  and  thus  slip  out  of  your  bonds,  or  will  trickle 
away  into  unsubstantial  water  and  be  gone.  But  the 
more  you  find  liim  turn  himself  into  shaj>e  after  shape, 
the  tighter,  my  son,  strain  the  gripe  of  your  bonds,  till,  his 
last  change  over,  he  appear  in  the  form  in  which  you  saw 
liim  when  sleep  had  set  in  and  his  eyes  were  curtained.’ 
So  saying,  she  bids  ambrosia  send  forth  its  liquid 
perfume,  which  slie  spread  over  her  son’s  whole  frame ; 
at  once  he  felt  his  new-trimmed  locks  exhale  a breath  of 
fragrance,  and  a supple  vigour  pass  into  his  limbs.  There 
is  a va-st  cavm  eaten  out  in  a mountain’s  side,  whereinto 
wave  upon  wave  is  driven  by  the  wind,  and  breaks  in  the 
retreating  inlet — to  the  mariner,  wdien  the  storm  is  ujion 
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him,  at  times  a roadstead  of  safest  slielter.  There,  far 
within,  Proteus  screens  himself  with  the  barrier  of  an 
enormous  rock.  Here  tlie  nymph  places  the  youth  in 
hiding,  away  from  the  light ; she  herself  stands  off  in  the 
dusk  of  a mist  she  raises.  Already  Sirius  was  all  ablaze 
in  the  sky,  witli  that  fierce  glow  that  scorches  the  Indians 
with  thirst,  and  the  sun’s  fiery  car  had  e.xhausted  the 
half  of  its  circuit ; the  herbage  was  parching,  and  the 
hollow  rivers,  their  dry  jaws  agape,  were  being  baked  by 
the  sunbeams  into  a heated  mass  of  mud,  when  Proteus 
was  on  his  way  from  the  surge,  making  for  the  accustomed 
cave ; around  him  the  moist  generation  of  the  broad  sea, 
leaping  gamesomely,  flung  about  the  salt  sjiray.  They  lay 
themselves  to  sleep,  the  sea-calves,  here  and  there  along 
the  beach  ; he,  like  the  warder  of  a fold  one  day  among 
the  hills,  when  the  star  of  eve  brings  the  calves  home  from 
pa.stnre,  and  the  sound  of  the  lamb’s  bleating  whets  the 
wolfs  maw,  sits  down  in  the  middle  of  the  rock  and  tells 
over  their  tale.  Soon  as  Aristaius  saw  the  facility  within 
his  grasp,  scarcely  giving  the  old  one  time  to  settle  his 
tired  limbs,  he  bursts  on  him  with  a tremendous  cry,  and 
invades  him  with  manacles  there  as  he  lies.  The  god  on 
his  part,  his  craft  then,  as  ever,  in  his  mind,  transforms 
himself  into  all  that  is  monstrous  in  nature — the  fire,  the 
hideous  beast,  the  flowing  stream.  But  when  no  strata- 
gem finds  him  escape,  vanquished,  he  becomes  himself 
again,  and  at  last  from  human  lips  speaks  thus  : — ‘ Why, 
who  has  bid  thee,  most  assured  of  all  youths  that  are,  to 
\usit  us  in  our  home?  or  what  wouldst  thou  have  hence  ?’ 
But  he,  ‘ Thou  knowest,  Proteus,  thou  knowest  of  thyself 
— nought  can  cheat  thee ; but  do  thou  leave  oil’  the  will 
to  cheat.  Following  the  instructions  of  gods  I am  come, 
to  ask  an  oracle  for  my  o’erlaboured  fortunes  ’ So  far 
he  spoke.  At  this  the  seer  at  length,  with  mighty  force. 
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darted  on  him  the  glass-green  glare  of  his  fiery  eyes,  and 
heavily  gnashing  his  teeth,  thus  broke  the  seal  of  his  lips 
with  the  voice  of  destiny : — 

‘ No — think  not  it  is  no  angry  god  that  has  laid  his 
hand  on  thee — thy  suffering  is  for  a great  crime  : this  thy 
punishment  Orpheus,  a wretched  man  by  no  fault  of  his 
own,  should  fate  not  interpose,  is  still  stinging  into  life, 
still  raging  implaciibly  for  his  ravished  bride.  She,  in  her 
headlong  flight  from  thee,  along  the  river  meadow,  saw 
not,  the  young  doomed  one  that  she  was,  in  the  deep 
grass  an  enormous  water-serpent  right  before  her  feet, 
keeping  ward  over  the  river-bank.  But  the  choir  of  her 
peers,  the  Dryads,  filled  the  very  mountain-peaks  with 
their  crying : her  dirge  was  sung  by  the  steeps  of  Rhodope, 
and  high  Pangasa  and  Rhesus’  land,  the  land  of  the  war- 
god,  by  the  Getsc,  by  Hebrus,  and  Orithyia,  Acte’s  child ; 
while  he,  solacing  with  the  hoUow  shell  his  distempered 
love,  made  thee,  darling  wife,  thee,  all  to  himself  on  the 
lonely  shore,  thee  at  dawn  of  day,  thee  at  set  of  sun,  his 
unending  song.  Aye,  and  he  entered  the  jaws  of  Tienarus, 
the  abysmal  gates  of  Pluto’s  court,  and  the  grove  that 
darkles  with  a horror  of  blackness  ; he  went  to  the  shades, 
and  their  terrible  king,  and  knocked  at  the  heart  which 
never  learnt  to  soften  at  human  prayer.  Startled  by  the 
song,  came  trooping  from  Erebus’  deepest  prison  thin 
spectres  and  phantoms  of  those  who  lie  in  darkness,  many 
as  the  myriads  of  birds  that  hide  them  in  the  leaves,  when 
eve  or  winter’s  rain  chases  them  from  the  hills — matrons, 
and  husbands,  and  frames  of  high-souled  heroes  discharged 
of  life,  boys  and  unwedded  girls,  and  youths  that  had 
been  carried  to  death  in  their  parents’  sight,  round  w’hom 
the  blackening  ooze  and  the  loathly  reeds  of  Cocytus,  and 
the  sluggish  waters  of  that  unlovely  swamp  throw  their 
chains,  and  Styx,  wound  nine  times  about  them,  holds 
them  in  durance.  Nay,  a charm  fell  on  the  veiy  house 
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of  death,  on  the  abyss  of  Tartarus  itself,  and  the  Furies, 
with  livid  snakes  wreathing  in  their  hair,  and  Cerberus 
riveted  his  three  mouths  attentive  and  agape,  and  Ixion’s 
circling  wheel  stood  fixed  in  wind-bound  slumber.  And 
now  he  was  returning  home,  and  every  chance  was  just 
escaped,  and  Eurydice,  surrendered  to  his  prayer,  was 
passing  into  the  air  of  heaven,  following  behind — for  such 
the  condition  tliat  Proserpine  had  imposed — when  a sudden 
frenzy  took  hold  of  the  untliinking  lover — a sin  that  might 
plead  for  pardon,  were  pardon  an  art  known  to  the  shades 
— he  stopped.  Eurydice  was  now  his  own,  treading  on 
the  very  threshold  of  daylight — his  memory  fled,  alas! 
his  soul  was  mastered — he  looked  back  on  her.  That 
instant  all  his  pains  were  spilt  like  so  much  water,  the 
covenant  of  the  ruthless  monarch  was  broken,  and  a 
tliunder  peal  was  heard  thrice  tlirough  Avemus’  sluggish 
depths.  She  cried — “ Oh  I what  madness,  what  monstrous 
madness  has  undone  me,  poor  me,  and  thee  too,  my 
Orpheus  ? Look  I again  that  cruel  destiny  is  calling  me 
back,  and  sleep  is  burying  my  swimming  eyes.  And  now 
farewell.  I am  borne  away,  swathed  in  night’s  vast  pall, 
and  stretching  towards  thee  powerless  hands — thine  own, 
alas  ! no  longer.”  She  said,  and  suddenly  from  his  sight, 
like  smoke  that  mingles  with  thin  air,  she  fled  by  another 
way,  and  though  ho  caught  in  vain  at  the  shadows,  and 
essayed  to  say  a thousand  things,  never  saw  him  more  : 
nor  did  the  ferryman  of  Orcus  suflTer  him  any  further  to 
pass  the  barrier  of  mai’sh-water.  What  was  he  to  do  ? 
■whither  was  he  to  turn  him,  thus  widowed  a second  time  ? 
whore  was  there  a new  •svaiil  to  touch  the  shades,  new 
accents  to  melt  the  gods  below?  And  she — she  was 
floating  ofl'  in  the  boat  of  StA'x,  death-chilled  already. 
Seven  whole  months,  one  with  another,  they  say,  under 
a skiey  rock,  by  the  waters  of  lonely  Strj-mon,  he  made 
his  moan,  and  unfolded  this  his  tale  beneath  the  wintry 
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caverns,  in  strains  that  softened  the  tiger  and  drew  the 
oak  to  follow  him — as  the  nightingale  wailing  in  the 
poplar  shade  plains  for  her  lost  young,  that  the  rustic 
churl,  with  his  prjdng  eye,  has  taken  unfledged  from  the 
nest : while  she  weeps  the  night  through,  and  sitting  on 
a bough,  reproduces  her  piteous  melody,  and  fills  the 
country  round  with  the  plaints  of  her  sorrow.  No  queen 
of  love,  no  bridal  rites  had  power  over  his  soul.  Alone, 
over  Ilyperborean  ice,  and  Tanais  the  snowy,  and  fields 
whose  marriage-bond  with  Rhipasan  frost  is  never  severed, 
he  would  ramble,  sorrowing  for  his  lost  Eurydice  and 
Pluto’s  cancelled  boon — a service  resented  as  scorn  by 
the  Cicon  dames,  who,  on  a night  of  sacrifice  to  heaven 
and  orgies  to  Bacchus,  tore  the  youth  in  pieces,  and 
scattered  him  broadcast  over  the  plain.  Even  then,  while 
the  head,  rent  from  that  pale  marble  neck,  was  swept 
floating  down  tlie  midst  of  (Eagrian  Hebrus’  flood,  Eury- 
dice, the  bare  voice  of  the  cold  tongue — Ah  I my  poor 
Eurydice — kept  calling  as  life  parted.  Eurydice,  the 
banks  returned  all  down  the  stream.’ 

So  far  Proteus,  and  flounced  into  the  deep  sea,  and 
when  he  plunged  "wreathed  the  water  in  foam  under  the 
circling  eddy. 

Not  so  Gyrene — at  once  she  turned  to  the  trembling 
listener : — ‘ My  son,  you  are  free  to  unbimden  your  mind 
of  its  grievous  care.  This  is  the  whole  secret  of  the 
plague  : for  this  the  nymph.s,  with  whom  she  wont  to 
dance  in  the  tall  green  wood,  have  sent  among  your  bees 
such  piteous  havoc.  Be  it  }’ours  to  tender  a supjfliant’s 
offerings,  praying  to  be  reconciled,  and  pay  homage  to 
the  gracious  sisters  of  the  groves : for  they  will  grant 
foi-givene.ss  at  your  prayer,  and  abate  their  wrath.  But 
the  method  of  suppliciition  shall  first  be  explained  in  due 
course.  Pick  out  four  choice  bulls  of  goodly  frame,  now 
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grazing  among  thy  herds  on  the  top  of  green  Lycaeus, 
and  as  many  heifers  whose  neck  never  yoke  has  touched. 
For  these  set  up  four  altars  by  the  gods’  lofty  fanes,  and 
let  from  their  throat-s  the  stream  of  sacred  blood,  and 
leave  the  bodies  of  the  kiiie  to  themselves  in  the  lealy 
grove.  After,  when  tlie  ninth  morn-goddess  shall  have 
displayed  the  dawn,  to  Orpheus  you  will  send  a funeral 
sacrifice  of  Lethe’s  poppies,  and  slay  a black  sheep,  and 
visit  the  grove  again  : then,  when  you  fitid  Eurydice 
appeased,  you  will  pay  her  the  thank-ofieriug  of  a 
slaughteretl  calf.’ 

Not  an  hour's  delay : at  once  he  does  his  mother’s 
bidding  : to  the  fane  he  comes  : he  uprears  the  prescribed 
altars,  four  choice  bulls  of  goodly  frame  he  leads  thither, 
and  as  inany  heifers  whose  neck  never  yoke  has  touched. 
After,  when  tlie  ninth  mom-goddess  had  ushered  in  the 
dawn,  he  sends  to  Orpheus  a funeral  sacrifice,  and  visits 
the  grove  again.  And  now  a portent,  sudden  and  mar- 
vellous to  tell,  meets  their  view : through  the  whole 
length  of  the  kine’s  dissolving  flesh  bees  are  seen,  buzzing 
in  the  belly  and  boiling  out  through  the  bursten  ribs, 
and  huge  clouds  lengthen  and  sway,  till  at  last  they  pour 
altogether  to  the  tree’s  top,  and  let  down  a cluster  from 
the  bending  boughs. 

Such  was  the  song  I was  making;  a song  of  the 
husbandry  of  fields  and  cattle,  and  of  trees ; while  Caesar, 
the  great,  is  flashing  war’s  thunderbolt  over  the  depths  of 
Euphrates,  and  dispensing  among  willing  nations  a con- 
queror’s law,  and  setting  his  foot  on  the  road  to  the  sky. 
In  those  days  I was  being  nursed  in  Parthenopc’s  delicious 
lap,  embowered  in  the  pursuits  of  inglorious  peace — I, 
Virgil,  who  once  dallied  with  the  shepherd’s  muse,  and 
with  a young  man’s  boldness,  sang  of  thee,  Tityrus, 
under  the  spreading  beechen  shade. 
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Arms  and  the  man  I slug,  who  at  tlie  first  from  Troy’s 
shores  tlie  exile  of  destinj',  won  his  way  to  Italy  and  her 
Latian  coast — a man  much  buffetted  on  land  and  on  the 
deep  by  violence  from  above,  to  sate  the  unforgetting 
wrath  of  Juno  the  cruel — much  scourged  too  in  war,  as 
he  struggled  to  build  him  a city,  and  find  his  gods  a home 
in  Latium — himself  the  father  of  the  Latian  people,  and 
the  chiefs  of  Alba’s  houses,  and  the  walls  of  high  towering 
Eome. 

Bring  to  my  mind,  O Muse,  the  causes — for  what 
treason  against  her  godhead,  or  what  pain  received,  the 
queen  of  heaven  drove  a man  of  piety  so  signal  to  turn 
the  wheel  of  so  many  calamities,  to  bear  the  brunt  of  so 
many  hardships ! Can  heavenly  natures  hate  so  fiercely 
and  so  long? 

Of  old  there  was  a city,  its  people  emigrants  from  T}to, 
Carthage,  over  against  Italy  and  Tiber’s  mouths,  yet  far 
removed — rich  and  mighty,  and  formed  to  all  rougli- 
ness  by  war’s  iron  trade — a spot  where  Juno,  it  was 
said,  loved  to  dwell  more  than  in  all  the  w'orld  beside, 
Samos  holding  but  the  second  place.  Here  was  her 
armour,  here  her  chariot — here  to  fix  by  her  royal  act 
the  empire  of  the  nations,  could  Fate  be  brought  to 
assent,  was  even  then  her  aim,  her  cherished  scheme. 
But  she  had  heard  that  the  blood  of  Ti'oy  was  sowing  the 
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seed  of  a race  to  overturn  one  day  those  Tyrian  towers — 
from  that  seed  a nation,  monarch  of  broad  realms  and 
glorious  in  war,  was  to  bring  ruin  on  Libya — su;h  the 
turning  of  Fate’s  wheel.  With  these  fears  Saturn’s 
daughter,  and  with  a lively  memory  of  that  old  war  which 
at  first  she  had  waged  at  Troy  for  her  loved  Argos’  sake — 
nor  indeed  had  the  causes  of  that  feud  and  the  bitter 
pangs  they  roused  yet  vanished  from  her  mmd — no, 
stored  up  in  her  soul’s  depths  remains  the  judgment  of 
Paris,  and  the  wrong  done  to  her  slighted  beauty,  and  the 
I'ace  abhorred  from  the  womb,  and  the  state  enjoyed  by 
the  ravished  Ganymede.  With  this  fuel  added  to  the  fire, 
the  Trojans,  poor  remnants  of  Danaan  havoc  and  Achilles’ 
ruthless  spear,  she  was  tossing  from  sea  to  sea,  and 
keeping  far  away  from  Latium ; and  for  many  long  years 
they  were  wandering,  with  destiny  still  driving  them,  the 
whole  ocean  round.  So  vast  the  efibrt  it  cost  to  build  up 
the  Roman  nation ! 

Scarce  out  of  sight  of  the  land  of  Sicily  were  they 
spreading  their  sails  merrily  to  the  deep,  and  scattering 
with  their  brazen  prows  the  briny  spray,  when  Juno,  the 
everlasting  wound  still  rankling  in  her  heart’s  core,  thus 
communed  with  herself : ‘ And  am  I to  give  up  what^  I 
have  taken  in  hand,  baffled,  nor  have  power  to  prevent 
the  king  of  the  Teucrians  from  reaching  Italy — because, 
forsooth,  the  Fates  forbid  me  ? What ! was  Pallas  strong 
enougli  to  burn  up  utterly  the  Grecian  fleet,  and  whelm 
tlie  crews  in  the  sea,  for  the  offence  of  a single  man,  the 
frenzy  of  Ajax,  Oileus’  son  ? Aye,  she  with  her  own  hand 
launched  from  the  clouds  Jove’s  Avinged  fire,  dashed  the 
ships  apart,  and  turned  up  the  sea-floor  with  the  wind — 
him,  gasping  out  the  flame  which  pierced  his  bosom,  slie 
ciu]<^it  Tn  the  blast,  and  impaled  on  a rock’s  point — while 
I,  wlio  walk  the  sky  as  its  queen,  Jove’s  sister  and  consort 
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both,  am  battling  with  a single  nation  these  many  years. 
And  are  there  any  found  to  pray  to  Juno’s  deity  after  this, 
or  lay  on  her  altar  a suppliant’s  gift?  ’ 

With  such  thoughts  sweeping  through  the  solitude  of 
her  enkindled  breast,  the  goddess  comes  to  the  storm- 
cloud’s  birthplace,  tlic  teeming  womb  of  fierce  southern 
blasts,  .^iolia.  Here,  in  a vast  cavern,  King  ^olus  is 
bowing  to  his  sway  struggling  winds  and  howling  tempests, 
and  bridling  them  with  bond  and  priwn.  They,  in  their 
passion,  are  raving  at  the  closed  doors,  while  the  huge 
rock  real’s  responsive  : H2olus  is  sitting  aloft  in  his  fortress, 
his  sceptre  in  his  hand,  soothing  their  moods  and  allaying 
their  rage ; were  he  to  fail  in  this,  why  sea  and  land, 
and  the  deep  of  heaven,  would  all  be  forced  along  by 
their  blast,  and  swept  through  the  air.  But  the  almighty 
sire  has  buried  them  in  caverns  dark  and  deep,  with  this 
fear  liefore  his  eyes,  and  placed  over  them  giant  bulk  and 
tall  mountains,  and  given  them  a king  who,  by  the  terms 
of  his  compact,  should  know  how  to  tighten  or  slacken 
the  reins  at  his  patron’s  will.  To  him  it  was  that  Juno 
then,  in  these  words,  made  her  humble  request : — 

‘ Aeolus — for  it  is  to  thee  that  the  sire  of  gods  and  king 
of  men  has  given  it  with  the  winds  now  to  calm,  now  to 
rouse  the  billows — there  is  a race  which  I love  not  now 
sailing  the  Tyrrhene  sea,  carrying  Dion  into  Italy  and 
Dion’s  vanquished  gods ; do  thou  lash  the  winds  to  fury, 
sink  and  whelm  their  ship.s,  or  scatter  them  apart,  and 
strew  the  ocean  with  their  corpses.  Twice  seven  nymphs 
are  of  my  train,  all  of  surpassing  beauty ; of  these  her 
whose  fom\  is  fairest,  Deiopea,  I will  unite  to  thee  in 
lasting  wedlock,  and  consecrate  her  thy  own,  that  all  her 
days,  for  a service  so  great,  she  may  pass  with  thee,  and 
make  thee  father  of  a goodly  progeny.’ 

.^iolus  returns : ‘ Thine,  great  Queen,  is  the  task  to 
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search  out  on  what  thou  mayest  fix  thy  heart ; for  me  to 
do  thy  bidding  is  but  right.  Thou  makest  this  poor 
realm  mine,  mine  the  sceptre  and  Jove’s  smile;  thou 
givest  me  a couch  at  the  banquets  of  the  gods,  and  makest 
me  lord  of  the  storm-cloud  and  of  the  tempest.’ 

So  soon  as  this  was  said,  he  turned  his  spear,  and 
pushed  the  hollow  mountain  on  its  side ; and  the  winds, 
as  though  in  column  fonned,  rush  forth  where  they  see 
an  outlet,  and  sweyp  over  the  earth  in  hurricane.  Heavily 
they  fall  on  the  sea,  and  from  its  very  bottom  crash  down 
the  whole  expanse — one  and  all,  east  and  south,  and 
south-west,  Avith  his  storms  thronging  at  his  back,  and 
roll  huge  billows  shoreward.  Hark  to  the  shrieks  of  the 
crew,  and  the  creaking  of  the  cables ! In  an  instant  the 
clouds  snatch  sky  and  daylight  from  the  Teucrians’  eyes— 
night  lies  on  the  deep,  black  and  heavy — pole  thunders 
to  pole ; heaven  flashes  thick  with  fires,  and  all  nature 
brandishes  instant  death  in  the  seaman’s  face.  At  once 
.(Eneas*  limbs  are  unstrung  and  chilled — he  groans  aloud, 
and,  stretching  his  clasped  hands  to  the  stars,  fetches  from 
his  breast  words  like  these : — ‘ 0 happy,  thrice  and  again, 
whose  lot  it  was,  in  their  fathers’  sight,  under  Troy’s  high 
walls  to  meet  death ! 0 thou,  the  bravest  of  the  Danaan 
race,  Tydeus’  son,  why  was  it  not  mine  to  lay  me  low  on 
Ilion’s  plains,  and  yield  this  fiited  life  to  thy  right 
hand  ? Aye,  there  it  is  that  Hector,  stern  as  in  life,  lies 
stretched  by  the  spear  of  Hiicides — there  lies  Sarpedon’s 
giant  bulk — there  it  is  that  Simois  seizes  and  sweeps  down 
her  channel  those  many  shields  and  helms,  and  bodies  of 
the  brave  I ’ 

Such  words  as  he  flung  wildly  forth,  a blast  roar- 
ing from  the  north  strikes  his  sail  full  in  front  and  lifts 
the  billows  to  the  stars.  Shattered  are  the  oars;  then 
^e  prow  turns  and  presents  the  ship’s  side  to  the  waves  ; 
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down  ciushes  in  a heap  a craggy  mountain  of  water. 
Look  ! these  are  hanging  on  the  surge’s  crest — to  those  the 
[yawning  deep  is  giving  a glimpse  of  land  down  among 
I the  billows ; surf  and  sand  are  raving  together.  Three 
ships  the  south  catches,  and  llings  upon  hidden  rocks — 
rocks  which,  as  they  stand  wuth  the  waves  all  about  them, 
the  Itahans  call  Altars,  an  cnonnous  ridge  rising  above 
the  sea.  Three  the  east  drives  from  the  main  on  to 
shallows  and  Syrtes,  a piteous  sight,  and  dashes  tlicm  on 
shoals,  and  embiinks  tiiera  in  mounds  of  sand.  One  in 
which  the  Lycians  were  sailing,  and  true  Orontes,  a 
mighty  sea  strikes  from  higli  on  the  stem  before  .iEneas’ 
very  eyes  ; down  goes  the  helmsman,  washed  from  his  |x>st, 
and  topples  on  his  head,  while  she  Ls  thrice  whirled  round 
by  the  billow  in  the  spot  where  she  lay,  and  swallowed 
at  once  by  the  greedy  gulf.  You  might  see  them  here 
and  there  swimming  in  that  vast  abj'ss — heroes’  arms,  and 
planks,  and  Troy’s  treasures  glimmering  through  the 
water.  Already  Ilioneus’  stout  ship,  already  brave 
Achates’,  and  that  in  wliich  Abas  sailed,  and  that  whicli 
carried  old  Aletes,  arc  worsted  by  the  storm  ; their  side- 
jointings  loosened,  one  and  all  give  entrance  to  tlie  watery 
foe,  and  part  failingly  asunder. 

Meantime  the  roaring  riot  of  the  ocean  and  the  storm 
let  loose  reached  the  sense  of  Neptune,  and  the  still 
waters  disgorgetl  from  their  deep  beds,  troubling  him 
grievously  ; and  casting  a broad  glance  over  the  main  he 
raised  at  once  his  tranquil  brow  from  the  water’s  surfiice. 
There  he  sees  .dineas’  fleet  tossed  hither  and  thither  over 
the  whole  expanse — the  Trojans  whelmed  under  the 
billows,  and  the  crashing  ruin  of  the  sky — nor  failed  the 
brother  to  read  Juno’s  craft  and  hatred  there.  East  and 
West  he  calls  before  him,  and  bespeaks  them  thus  : — ‘ Are 
ye  then  so  wholly  o’erraastered  by  the  pride  of  your 
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birtli  ? Have  ye  come  to  this,  ye  Winds,  tliat,  without 
sjiuction  from  me,  ye  dare  to  cf)iifound  sea  and  land,  and 

uphejive  these  iniglity  mountains  ? ye  ! whom  I but 

it  were  best  to  calm  the  billows  ye  liave  troubled.  Hence- 
forth ye  sliall  pay  me  for  your  crimes  in  far  other  coin. 
Make  good  speed  with  your  flight,  and  give  your  king 
this  message.  Not  to  him  did  the  lot  assign  the  empire 
of  the  sea  and  the  terrible  trident,  but  to  me.  His  sway 
is  over  those  enormous  nx'ks,  where  you,  Eurus,  dwell, 
and  such  as  you  ; in  that  court  let  .^Eolus  lord  it,  and  rule 
in  the  prison-hou.se  of  the  winds  when  its  doors  aix; 
barred.’ 

He  sjieaks,  and  ere  his  words  are  done  soothes  the 
swelling  waters,  and  routs  the  mustered  clouds,  and 
brings  back  the  sun  in  triumph.  Cymothoe  and  Tritoti 
combine  their  efforts  to  push  off  the  vessels  from  the  sharp- 
I>ointcd  rock.  The  god  himself  upheaves  them  with  his 
own  trident,  and  levels  the  great  quicksands,  and  allays 
the  sea,  and  on  chariot-wheels  of  lightest  motion  glides 
along  the  water’s  top.  Even  as  when  in  a great  crowd 
tumult  is  oft  stirred  up,  and  the  base  herd  waxes  tvild 
and  frantic,  and  brands  and  stones  are  flying  already,  rage 
suiting  the  weapon  to  the  hand — at  that  monient,  should 
their  eyes  fall  on  some  man  of  weight,  for  duty  done 
and  public  worth,  tongues  are  hushed  and  ears  fixed  in 
attention,  while  his  words  sway  the  spirit  and  soothe  the 
brejist — so  fell  all  the  thunders  of  the  ocean,  so  soon  as 
the  great  father,  with  the  waves  before  him  in  prospect, 
and  the  clear  sky  all  about  him,  guides  his  steeds  at  will, 
and  as  he  flies  flings  out  the  reins  freely  to  his  obedient 
car. 

Spent  with  toil,  the  family  of  iEneas  labour  to  gain 
the  shore  that  may  be  nearest,  and  are  carried  to  the 
coasts  of  Libya.  There  is  a s[x>t  retiring  deep  into  the! 
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!land,  where  an  island  forms  a haven  by  the  barrier  of  its 
^ sides,  which  break  every  billow  from  the  main  and  send 
it  shattered  into  the  deep  indented  hollows.  On  either 
side  of  the  bay  are  huge  rocks,  and  two  great  crags  rising  in 
menace  to  the  sky ; under  their  summits  far  and  wide  the 
water  is  hushed  in  shelter,  while  a theatric  background 
of  waving  woods,  a black  forest  of  stiffenmg  shade,  over- 
hangs it  from  the  height.  Under  the  brow  that  fronts 
the  deep  is  a cave  with  pendent  crags ; within  there  are 
fresh  springs  and  seats  in  the  living  rock — the  home  of 
the  nymphs ; no  need  of  cable  here  to  confine  the  weaiy 
bark  or  anchor’s  crooked  fang  to  grapple  her  to  the  shore. 
Here  with  seven  ships  mustered  from  his  whole  fleet 
.dBneas  enters ; and  with  intense  yearning  for  dry  land  the 
Trojans  disembark  and  take  possession  of  the  wished-for 
shore,  and  lay  their  brine-drenched  limbs  upon  the  beach. 
And  first  Achates  from  a flint  struck  out  a spark,  and  re- 
ceived the  fire  as  it  dropped  in  a cradle  of  leaves,  and  placed 
dry  food  all  about  it,  and  spread  the  strong  blaze  among 
; the  tinder.  Then  their  corn,  soaked  and  spoiled  as  it  was, 
and  the  corn-goddess’_  annouiy  they  bring  out,  sick  of 
fortune ; and  make  ready  to  parch  the  rescued  grain  at 
the  fire,  and  crush  it  with  the  millstone. 

.lEneaa  meanwhile  clambei-s  up  a rock,  and  tries  to  get 
a full  view  far  and  wide  over  the  sea,  if  haply  he  may  see 
aught  of  Antheus,  driven  by  the  gale,  and  the  Phrygian 
biremes,  or  Capys,  or  high  on  the  stern  the  arms  of 
Caicus.  Sail  there  is  none  in  sight ; three  stags  he  secs 
at  distance  straying  on  the  shore ; these  the  whole  herd 
follows  in  the  rear,  and  grazes  along  the  hollows  in  long 
array.  At  once  lie  took  his  stand,  and  caught  up  a bow 
and  fleet  arrows,  which  true  Achates  chanced  to  be  carry- 
ing, and  lays  low  first  the  leaders  themselves,  as  they  bear 
their  heads  aloft  with  tree-like  antlers,  then  the  meaner 
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sort,  and  sciitters  with  his  pursuing  shafts  the  whole  rout 
among  the  leafy  woods;  nor  stays  his  hand  till  he 
stretches  on  earth  victoriously  seven  huge  bodies,  and 
makes  the  sum  of  them  even  with  his  ships.  Then  he 
returns  to  the  haven  and  gives  all  his  comrades  their 
shares.  The  wine  next,  which  that  good  Acestes  had 
stowed  in  casks  on  the  Trinacrian  shore,  and  given  them 
at  parting  with  his  own  princely  hand,  he  portions  out, 
and  speaks  words  of  comfort  to  their  sorrowing  hearts 
‘ Comrades ! for  comrades  we  arc,  no  strangers  to  hard- 
ships already ; hearts  that  have  felt  deeper  wounds ! for 
these  too  heaven  will  find  a balm.  Why,  men,  you  have 
even  looked  on  Scylla  in  her  madness,  and  heard  those 
yells  that  thrill  the  rocks ; you  have  even  made  trial  of 
the  crags  of  the  Cyclops.  Come,  call  your  spirits  back, 
and  banish  these  doleful  fears — who  knows  but  some  day 
this  too  will  be  remembered  with  pleasure?  Through 
manifold  chances,  through  these  many  perils  of  fortune, 
we  are  making  our  way  to  Latium,  where  the  Fates  hold 
out  to  us  a quiet  settlement;  there  Troy’s  empire  has 
leave  to  rise  again  from  its  ashes.  Bear  up,  and  reserve 
yourselves  for  brighter  days.’ 

Such  were  the  words  his  tongue  uttered ; heart-sick 
with  overwhelming  care,  he  weaia  the  semblance  of  hope 
in  his  face,  but  has  grief  deep  buried  in  his  heart.  They 
gird  themselves  to  deal  with  the  game,  them  forthcoming 
meal ; strip  the  hide  from  the  ribs,  and  lay  bare  the  flesh 
— some  cut  it  into  pieces,  and  impale  it  yet  quivering  chi 
spits,  others  set  up  the  caldrons  on  the  beach,  and  supply 
them  with  flame.  Then  with  food  they  recall  their 
strength,  and,  stretched  along  the  turf,  feast  on  old  wine 
and  fat  venison  to  their  hearts’  content.  Their  hunger 
sated  by  the  meal,  and  the  boards  removed,  they  vent  in 
long  talk  their  anxious  yearning  for  their  missing  comrades 
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— balanced  between  liojie  and  fear,  wlielher  to  think  of 
tliem  as  alive,  or  as  suffering  the  last  change,  and  deaf 
already  to  the  voice  that  calls  on  them.  But  good  .Eneas’ 
grief  exceeds  the  rest ; one  moment  he  groans  for  bold 
Orontes’  fortune,  another  for  Amycus’,  and  in  the  depth 
of  his  spirit  laments  for  the  cruel  fate  of  Lycus  ; for  the 
gallant  Gyas  and  the  gallant  Cloanthus. 

Aud  now  at  last  their  mourning  had  an  end,  when 
Jupiter  from  the  height  of  ether,  looking  down  on  the  sea 
with  its  lluttering  sails,  on  the  Hat  surface  of  earth,  the 
shores,  and  the  broad  tribes  of  men,  pause<l  thus  upon 
heaven’s  veiy  summit,  and  fixed  his  downward  gaze  on 
Libya’s  realms.  To  him,  revolving  in  his  breast  such 
thoughts  as  these,  sad  beyond  her  wont,  with  tears  suffusing 
her  starry  eyes,  speaks  Venus  : ‘ 0 thou,  who  by  thy  ever- 
lasting laws  swayest  the  two  commonwealths  of  men  and 
gods,  and  awest  them  by  thy  lightning ! What  can  my  poor 
.Jineas  have  done  to  merit  thy  wrath  ? What  can  the 
Trojans  ? yet  they,  after  the  many  deaths  they  have  sufifered 
already,  still  find  the  whole  world  barred  against  them  for 
Italy’s  sake.  From  them  assuredly  it  was  that  the  Romans, 
as  years  rolled  on — from  them  w'ere  to  spring  those  warrior 
chiefs,  aye  from  Teucer’s  blood  revived,  who  should  rule 
sea  and  land  with  absolute  sway — such  was  thy  promise : 
how  has  thy  ])urposc,  O my  father,  wrought  a change  in 
thee  ? This,  I know,  was  my  constant  solace  when  Troy’s 
star  set  in  grievous  ruin,  as  I sat  balancing  destiny  against 
destiii}'.  And  now  here  is  the  same  Fortune,  pui'suing 
the  brave  men  .she  has  so  oft  discomfited  already.  Mighty 
king,  what  end  of  sufferings  hast  thou  to  give  them? 
Antenor,  indeed,  found  means  to  escape  through  the 
midst  of  the  Achasans,  to  thread  in  safety  the  windings  of 
the  Rlyrian  coast,  and  the  realms  of  the  Liburnians,  up  at 
the  gulf’s  head,  and  to  pass  the  springs  of  Timavus, 
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wlience  through  nine  months,  ’mid  the  rocks’  responsive 
loar,  the  sea  comes  bursting  up,  and  deluges  the  fields 
with  its  thundering  billows.  Yet  in  that  spot  he  built  the 
city  of  Patavium  for  his  Trojans  to  dwell  in,  and  gave 
them  a place  and  a name  among  the  nations.  ft.iid  s(‘t  up  a 
rest  for  t)ii>  arms  nf  'Froy  ■ how  lic  reposcs,  lapped  in  the 
calm  of  peace.  Meantime  we,  of  thine  own  blood,  to 
whom  thy  nod  secures  the  pinnacle  of  heaven,  our  ships, 
most  monstrous,  lost,  as  thou  seest,  all  to  sate  the  malice 
of  one  cruel  heart,  are  given  up  to  min,  and  severed  far 
from  the  Itidian  shores.  Is  tliis  the  reward  of  piety  ? Is 
this  to  restore  a king  to  his  throne  ? ’ 

Smiling  on  her,  the  ^planter  of  gods  and  men,  with  that 
face  which  calms  the  fitful  moods  of  the  skj%  touched  with 
a kiss  his  daughter’s  lips,  then  addressed  her  thus : ‘ Give 
thy  fears  a respite,  lady  of  Cj’thera  : thy  people’s  destiny 
abides  still  unchanged  for  thee ; thine  eyc*s  shall  see  tlie 
city  of  thy  heart,  the  promised  walls  of  Lavinium  ; thine 
anns  shall  bear  aloft  to  the  stars  of  heaven  thy  hero 
.^ncas ; nor  has  my  purpose  wrought  a change  in  me. 
Thy  hero — for  I will  speak  out,  in  pity  for  the  care  that 
rankles  yet,  and  awaken  the  sccrct-s  of  Fate’s  book  from 
the  distant  pages  where  they  slumber — thy  hero  shall 
wage  a mighty  war  in  Italy,  crush  its  haughty  tribes,  and 
set  up  for  his  warriors  a polity  and  a city,  till  the  third 
summer  shall  have  seen  him  king  over  Ijatium,  and  three 
winters  in  camp  shall  have  passed  over  the  Kutulians 
defeat.  But  the  boy  Ascauius,  who  has  now  the  new 
name  of  lulus — Bus  he  was,  while  tl\e  royalty  of  Ilion's 
state  stootl  firm — shall  let  thirty  of  the  sun’s  great  courses 
fulfil  their  monthly  rounds  while  he  is  sovereign,  then 
transfer  the  empire  from  Lavinium’s  seat,  and  build  Alba 
the  Long,  with  power  and  might.  Here  for  full  three 
hundred  years  the  crown  shall  be  worn  by  Hector’s  line, 
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till  a royal  priestess,  teeming  by  the  war-god.  Ilia,  shall 
be  the  mother  of  twin  sons.  Then  shall  therfe  be  one, 
proud  to  wear  the  tawny  hide  of  the  wolf  that  nursed  him, 
llomulus,  who  will  take  up  the  sceptre,  and  build  a new 
city,  the  city  of  Mars,  and  give  the  people  his  own  name 
of  Eoman.  To  them  I assign  no  limit,  no  date  of  empire : 
my  grant  to  them  is  dominion  ■without  end.  Nay,  Juno, 
thy  savage  foe,  who  now,  in  hpr  liUnd  t^Arror,  lets  neither 
sea,  laud,  nor  heaven  rest,  shall  amend  her  counsels,  and 
vie  with  me  in  watching  over  the  Romans,  lords  of 
earth,  the  great  nation  of  the  gown.  So  it  is  willed.  The 
time  shall  come,  as  Rome’s  years  roll  on,  when  the  house 
of  Assaracus  shall  bend  to  its  yoke  Phthia  and  renowned 
Mycenae,  and  queen  it  over  vanquished  Argos.  Then 
shall  be  bora  t.hn  philrl  of  nr»  illiKilriniia  linp^  r»n^^  pf  thine 
pwm  Trojans^  CsBsar,  bom  to  extend  his  empire  to  the 
ocean,  his  glory  to  the  stars — JuUus,  in  name  as  in  blood 
the  heir  of  great  lulus.  Him  thou  shall  one  day  welcome 
in  safety  to  the  sky,  a warrior  laden  with  Eastern  spoils ; 
to  liim,  natn  A’.neaq,  rilflll  pray  and  mnVe  thpir 
In  his  days  war  shall  cease,  and  savage  times  grow  mild. 
Faith  with  her  hoary  head,  and  Vesta,  Quirinus,  and 
Remus  his  brother,  shall  give  law  to  the  world:  giim, 
iron-bound,  closely  welded,  the  gates  of  war  shall  be 
, closed  ; the  fiend  of  Discord  a prisoner  within,  seated  on 
a pile  of  arms  deadly  as  himself,  his  hands  bound  behind 
his  back  with  a hundred  brazen  chains,  shall  roar  ghastly 
from  his  throat  of  blootl.’ 

So  saying,  he  sends  down  from  on  high  the  son  of 
Maia,  that  Carthage  tlie  new,  her  lands  and  her  towers, 
may  open  themselves  to  welcome  in  the  Teucrians,  lest 
Dido,  in  her  ignorance  of  Fate,  should  drive  them  from  her 
borders.  Down  flies  Mercury  through  the  vast  abyss  of 
air,  with  his  wings  for  oars,  and  has  speedily  alighted  on 
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the  shore  of  Libya.  See ! he  is  doing  his  bidding  already ; 
the  Punic' nation  is  resigning  the  fierceness  of  its  nature 
at  the  god’s  pleasure;  above  all  the  rest,  the  queen  is 
admitting  into  her  bosom  thoughts  of  peace  towards  the 
Teucrians,  and  a heart  of  kindness. 

But  .^neas  the  good,  revolving  many  things  the  whole 
night  tlirough,  soon  as  the  gracious  dawn  is  vouchsafed, 
resolves  to  go  out  and  explore  this  new  region  ; to 
inquire  what  shores  be  these  on  which  the  wind  has 
driven  him  ; who  their  dwellers,  for  he  sees  it  is  a 
wilderness,  men  or  beasts ; and  bring  liis  comrades  back 
the  news.  His  fleet  he  hides  in  the  wooded  cove  under  a 
hollow  rock,  with  a wall  of  trees  and  stifiening  shade  on 
each  side.  He  moves  on  with  Achates,  his  single  companion, 
wielding  in  his  hands  two  spear  shafts,  with  heads  of  broad 
iron.  He  had  reached  the  middle  of  the  wood,  when  his 
way  was  crossed  by  his  mother,  wearing  a maiden’s  mien 
and  dress,  and  a maiden’s  armour,  Spartan,  or  even  as 
Harpalyce  of  Thrace,  tires  steed  after  steed,  and  heads 
the  swift  waters  of  her  own  Hebrus  as  she  flies  along.  For 
she  had  a shapely  bow  duly  slung  from  her  shoulders  in 
true  huntress  fashion,  and  her  hair  streaming  in  the  wind, 
her  knee  bare,  and  her  flowing  scarf  gathered  round  her 
in  a knot.  Soon  as  she  sees  them,  ‘ Ho ! youths,’  cries  she, 
‘ if  you  have  chanced  to  see  one  of  my  sisters  wandering 
in  these  parts,  tell  me  where  to  find  her — wandering  with 
a quiver,  and  a spotted  lynx  hide  fastened  about  her ; or, 
it  may  be,  pressing  on  the  heels  of  the  foaming  boar  with 
her  hounds  in  full  cry.' 

Thus  Venus  spoke,  and  Venus’  son  replied: — ‘No 
sight  or  hearing  have  we  had  of  any  sister  of  thine,  O 
thou — what  name  shall  I give  thee.?  maiden  ; for  thy  face 
is  not  of  earth,  nor  the  tone  of  thy  voice  human  : some 
goddess  surely  thou  art.  Phoebus’  sister  belike,  or  one  of 
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the  blood  of  the  nymphs  H be  gracious,  whoe’er  thou  art, 
and  relieve  our  hardship,  and  tell  us  under  what  sky 
now,  on  what  realms  of  earth  we  are  thrown.  Utter 
strangers  to  the  men  and  the  place,  we  are  Avandering,  as 
thou  seest,  by  the  driving  of  the  wind  and  of  the  mighty 
waters.  Do  this,  and  many  a victim  shall  fall  to  thee  at 
the  altar  by  this  hand  of  mine.’ 

Then  Venus: — ‘Nay,  I can  lay  claim  to  no  such 
honours.  Tyrian  maidens,  like  me,  are  wont  to  carry  the 
quiver,  and  tie  the  purple  buskin  high  up  the  calf.  This 
that  you  now  see  is  the  Punic  realm,  the  nation  Tyrian 
and  the  town  Agenor’s ; but  on  the  frontiers  are  the 
Libyans,  a race  ill  to  handle  in  war.  The  queen  is  Dido, 
who  left  her  home  in  Tyre  to  escape  from  her  brother. 
Lengtliy  is  her  tale  of  wrong,  lengthy  the  windings  of  its 
course ; but  I will  pass  rapidly  from  point  to  point.  Her 
husband  was  Sychajus,  wealthiest  of  Phoenician  landowners, 
and  loved  by  his  jioor  wife  with  fervid  passion  ; on  him 
her  father  had  bestowed  her  in  her  maiden  bloom,  linking 
them  together  by  the  omens  of  a first  bridal.  But  the 
crown  of  Tyre  was  on  the  head  of  her  brother,  Pygmalion, 
in  crime  monstrous  beyond  the  rest  of  men.  They  were 
two,  and  fury  came  between  them.  Impious  that  he  was, 
at  the  very  altar  of  the  palace,  the  love  of  gold  blinding 
his  eyes,  he  surprises  Sychmus  with  his  stealthy  steel,  and 
lays  him  low,  without  a thought  for  his  sister’s  passion  ; he 
kept  the  deed  long  concealed,  and  with  many  a base 
coinage  sustained  the  mockery  of  false  hope  in  her  pining 
love-lorn  heart.  But  lo ! in  her  sleep  there  came  to  her 
no  less  than  the  semblance  of  her  unbm-ied  spou.se, 
lifting  up  a face  of  strange  unearthly  pallor  ; the  ruthless 
altar  and  his  breast  gored  with  the  steel,  he  laid  bare  the 
one  and  the  other,  and  unveiled  from  first  to  last  the 
dark  domestic  crime.  Then  he  urges  her  to  speed  her 
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flight,  and  quit  her  home  for  ever,  and  in  aid  of  her 
journey  unseals  a hoard  of  treasure  long  hid  in  the  earth, 
a mass  of  silver  and  gold  which  none  else  knew.  Dido’s 
soul  was  stirred  ; she  began  to  make  ready  her  flight,  and 
friends  to  share  it.  There  they  meet,  all  whose  hate  of 
the  tyrant  was  fell  or  whose  fear  was  bitter  ; ships,  that 
chanced  to  lie  ready  in  the  harbour,  they  seize,  and  freight 
with  gold.  Away  it  floats  over  the  deep,  the  greedy 
Pygmalion’s  wealth  ; and  who  heads  the  enterjirise?  a 
woman ! So  they  came  to  the  spot  where  you  now  see 
yonder  those  lofty  walls,  and  the  rising  citadel  of  Car- 
thage the  new ; there  they  bought  ground,  which  got 
from  the  transaction  the  name  of  Byrsa,  as  much  as  they 
could  compass  round  with  a bull’s  hide.  But  who  are 
you  after  all  ? What  coast  are  you  come  from,  or  whither 
are  you  holding  on  your  journey?’  That  question  he 
answera  thus,  with  a heavy  sigh,  and  a voice  fetched  from 
the  bottom  of  his  heart : — 

‘ Fair  goddess  I should  I begin  from  the  first  and  pro- 
ceed in  order,  and  hadst  thou  leisure  to  listen  to  the 
chronicle  of  our  sufferings,  eve  would  first  close  the 
Olympian  gates  and  lay  the  day  to  sleep.  For  us,  bound 
from  ancient  Troy,  if  the  name  of  Troy  has  ever  chanced 
to  pass  through  a Tyrian  ear,  wanderers  over  divers  seas 
already,  we  have  been  driven  by  a storm’s  wild  will  upon 
your  Libyan  coasts.  I am  .^neas,  styled  the  good,  who 
am  bearing  with  me  in  my  fleet  the  gods  of  Troy  rescued 
fi  om  the  foe ; a name  blazed  by  rumour  above  the  stars. 
I am  in  quc-st  of  Italy,  looking  there  for  an  ancestral 
liome,  and  a pedigiee  drawn  from  high  Jove  himself. 
With  twice  ten  ships  I climbed  the  Phrygian  main,  with 
a goddess  mother  guiding  me  on  my  Avay,  and  a chart  of 
oracles  to  follow.  Scarce  seven  remain  to  me  now,  shat- 
tered by  wind  and  wave.  Ucre  am  I,  a stranger,  my,  a 
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beggar,  wandering  over  your  Libyan  deserts,  driven  from 
Europe  and  Asia  alike.’  Venus  could  bear  the  complaint 
no  longer,  so  she  thus  struck  into  the  middle  of  his 
sorrows : — 

‘ Whoever  you  are,  it  is  not,  I trow,  under  the  fro%vn  of 
heavenly  powers  that  you  draw  the  breath  of  life,  thus  to 
have  arrived  at  our  Tyrian  town.  Only  go  on,  and  make 
your  way  straight  hence  to  the  queen’s  palace.  For  I 
give  you  news  that  your'comrades  are  returned  and  your 
meet  brought  back,  wafted  into  shelter  by  shifting  gales, 
unless  my  learning  of  augury  was  vain,  and  the  parents 
who  taught  me  cheats.  Look  at  these  twelve  swans 
exultant  in  victorious  column,  which  the  bird  of  Jove, 
swooping  from  the  height  of  ether,  was  just  now  driving 
in  confusion  over  the  wide  unsheltered  sky ; see  now  how 
I their  line  stretches,  some  alighting  on  the  ground,  others 
just  looking  down  on  those  alighted.  As  they,  thus 
rallied,  ply  their  whirring  wings  in  sport,  spreading  their 
train  round  the  sky,  and  uttering  songs  of  triumph,  even 
so  your  vessels  and  your  gallant  crews  are  either  safe  in 
the  port,  or  entering  the  haven  with  sails  full  spread. 
Only  go  on,  and  where  the  way  leads  you  direct  your 
steps.’ 

She  said,  and  as  she  turned  away,  flashed  on  their 
sight  her  neck’s  roseate  hue ; her  ambrosial  locks  breathed 
from  her  head  a heavenly  fragrance ; her  robe  streamed 
down  to  her  very  feet ; and  in  her  walk  was  revealed  the 
true  goddess.  Soon  as  he  knew  his  mother,  he  piu-sued 
her  flying  steps  with  words  like  these : — ‘ Why  wilt  thou  be 
cruel  like  the  rest,  mocking  thy  son  these  many  times  with 
feigned  semblances  ? Why  is  it  not  mine  to  grasp  thy  hand 
in  my  hand,  and  hear  and  return  the  true  language  of  the 
heart?’  Such  are  his  upbraidings,  while  he  yet  bends 
his  way  to  the  town.  But  Venus  fenced  them  round 
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with  a dim  cloud  as  they  moved,  and  wrapped  them  as  a 
goddess  only  can  in  a spreading  mantle  of  mist,  that 
none  might  be  able  to  see  them,  none  to  touch  them,  or 
put  hindrances  in  their  path,  or  ask  the  reason  of  tlieir 
coming.  She  takes  her  w'ay  aloft  to  Paphos,  glad  to 
revisit  the  abode  she  loves,  where  she  has  a temple  and  a 
hundred  altars,  smoking  with  Sabsean  incense,  and 
fragrant  with  garlands  ever  new. 

They,  meanwhile,  have  pushed  on  their  way,  where 
the  patli  guides  them,  and  abeady  they  are  climbing  the 
hill  which  hangs  heavily  over  the  city,  and  looks  from 
above  on  the  towers  that  rise  to  meet  it.  .^Eneas  marvels 
at  the  mass  of  building,  once  a mere  village  of  huts ; 
marvels  at  the  gates,  and  the  civic  din,  and  the  paved 
w'ays.  The  Tyrians  are  alive  and  on  fire — intent,  some 
on  carrj'ing  the  w'alls  aloft  and  upheaving  the  citadel,  and 
rolling  stones  from  underneath  by  force  of  hand ; some 
on  making  choice  of  a site  for  a dwelling,  and  enclosing  it 
with  a trench.  They  are  ordaining  the  law  and  its 
guardians,  and  the  senate’s  sacred  majesty.  Here  are 
some  digging  out  havens ; there  are  others  laying  deep 
the  foundations  of  a theatre,  and  hewing  from  the  rocks 
enormous  columns,  the  lofty  ornameut.s  of  a stage  that  is 
to  be.  Such  are  the  toils  that  keep  the  commonwealth 
of  bees  at  work  in  the  sun  among  the  flowery  meads  when 
summer  is  new,  w'hat  time  they  lead  out  the  nation’s 
hope,  the  young  now  grown,  or  mass  together  honey, 
clear  and  flowing,  and  strain  the  cells  to  bui'sting  with  its 
necUirous  sweets,  or  relieve  those  who  are  coming  in  of 
their  burdens,  or  collect  a troop  and  expel  fi  om  their  stalls 
the  drones,  that  lazy,  thriftless  herd.  The  work  is  all 
fire,  and  a scent  of  thyme  breathes  from  the  fragrant 
honey.  ‘ 0 happy  they,  whose  city  is  rising  already ! ’ 
cries  ^Eneas,  as  he  looks  upward  to  roof  and  dome.  In 
von.  II.  K 
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lie  goes,  close  fenced  by  his  cloud,  miraculous  to  tell, 
threads  his  way  through  the  midst,  and  mingles  with  tlie 
citizens,  unperceived  of  all. 

A grove  there  was  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  most 
plenteous  of  shade — the  spot  where  first,  fresh  from  the 
buffeting  of  wave  and  wind,  the  Punic  race  dug  up  the 
token  which  queenly  Juno  had  bidden  them  expect,  the 
head  of  a fiery  steed — for  even  thus,  said  she,  the  nation 
should  be  renowned  in  Avar  and  rich  in  sustenance  for  a 
life  of  centuries.  Here  Dido,  Sidon’s  daughter,  Avas  build- 
ing a vast  temple  to  Jimo,  rich  in  offerings  and  in  the 
goddess’s  especial  presence ; of  brass  was  the  threshhold 
Avith  its  rising  steps,  clamped  Avith  brass  the  door-posts, 
the  hinge  creaked  on  a door  of  brass.  In  this  grove  it 
was  that  first  a neAv  object  appeared,  as  before,  to  soothe 
away  fear : here  it  Avas  that  yEneas  firet  dared  to  hope 
that  all  was  safe,  and  to  place  a better  trust  in  his 
shattered  fortunes.  For  Avliile  his  eye  ranges  OA'er  each 
jiart  under  the  temple’s  massy  roof,  as  he  Avaits  there  for 
the  queen — Avhile  he  is  marvelling  at  the  city’s  prosperous 
star,  the  various  artist-hands  vying  Avith  each  other,  their 
tasks  and  the  toil  they  cost,  he  beholds,  scene  after  scene, 
the  battles  of  II  ion,  and  the  war  that  Fame  had  already 
blazed  the  whole  Avorld  over — Atreus’  sons,  and  Priam, 
and  the  enemy  of  both,  Achilles.  He  stopped  short,  and 
breaking  into  tears,  ‘ What  place  is  there  left  ? ’ he  cries, 
‘ Achates,  what  clime  on  earth  that  is  not  full  of  our  sad 
story  ? See  there  Priam.  Here,  too,  Avorth  finds  its  due 
rcAvard  ; here,  too,  there  are  tears  for  human  fortune,  and 
hearts  that  aie  touched  by  mortality.  Be  free  from  fear ; 
this  renoAvn  of  ours  will  bring  you  some  measure  of  safety.’ 
So  speaking,  he  feeds  his  sovd  on  the  empty  portraiture, 
Avilh  many  a sigh,  and  lets  copious  rivers  run  doAvn  liis 
cheeks.  For  he  still  saAv  hoAV,  as  they  battled  round 
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Pergamus,  here  the  Greeks  were  flying,  the  Trojan  youtli 
in  hot  pursuit;  here  the  Phrygians,  at  their  heels  in  his 
car  Achilles,  with  that  dreadful  crest.  Not  far  from  this 
he  recognises  with  tears  the  snowy  canvas  of  Ehesus’ 
tent,  which,  all  surprised  in  its  first  sleep,  Tydeus’  son 
was  devastating  with  wide  carnage,  himself  bathed  in 
blood — see ! he  drives  off  the  fiery  steeds  to  his  own  camp, 
ere  they  have  had  time  to  taste  the  pastures  of  Troy  or 
drink  of  Xanthus.  Theie  in  anotlier  part  is  Troilus  in 
flight,  his  arms  fallen  from  him — unhappy  boy,  confronted 
with  Achilles  in  unequal  combat — hurried  away  by  his 
horses,  and  hanging  half  out  of  the  empty  car,  with  his 
head  thrown  back,  but  the  reins  still  in  his  hand ; his 
neck  and  his  hair  are  being  trailed  along  the  gi’ound,  and 
his  inverted  .spear  is  drawing  lines  in  the  dust.  Meanwhile 
to  the  temple  of  PaUas,  not  their  friend,  were  moving  the 
Trojan  dames  with  locks  dishevelled,  carrying  the  sacred 
robe,  in  suppliant  guise  of  mourning,  their  breasts  bruised 
with  their  hands — the  goddess  was  keeping  her  eyes 
riveted  on  the  ground,  with  her  face  turned  away.  Thrice 
had  Achilles  di-agged  Hector  round  the  walls  of  Ilion, 
and  was  now  .selling  for  gold  his  body,  thus  robbed  of 
lireath.  Then,  indeed,  heav^y  was  the  groan  that  he  gave 
from  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  when  he  saw  the  spoils,  the 
car,  the  very  body  of  his  friend,  and  Priam,  stretching  out 
those  helpless  hands.  Himself,  too,  he  recognises  in  the 
forefront  of  the  Achiean  ranks,  and  the  squadrons  of  the 
East,  and  the  arms  of  the  swarthy  Memnon.  There,  leading 
the  columns  of  her  Amazons,  with  their  moony  shields,  is 
Penthesilea  in  her  martial  frenzy,  blazing  out,  the  centre 
of  thousands,  as  she  looi)s  up  her  protruded  breast  with  a 
girdle  of  gold,  the  warrior  queen,  and  nerves  herself  to 
the  shock  of  combat,  a maiden  against  men. 

While  these  things  are  meeting  the  wondering  eyes  of 
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^neas  the  Darclan — while  he  is  standing  bewildered,  and 
continues  riveted  in  one  set  gaze — tlie  queen  has  moved 
towards  the  temple,  Dido,  of  loveliest  presence,  with  a vast 
train  of  youths  thronging  round  her.  Like  as  on  Eurotas’ 
banks,  or  along  the  ridges  of  Cynthus,  Diana  is  footing 
the  dance,  while  attending  her,  a thousand  mountain 
nymphs  are  massing  themselves  on  either  side ; she,  her 
quiver  on  her  shoulder,  as  she  steps,  towers  over  the  whole 
goddess  sisterhood,  while  Latona’s  bosom  thrills  silently 
with  delight ; such  was  Dido — such  she  bore  herself 
triumphant  through  the  midst,  to  speed  the  work  which 
had  empire  for  its  prospect.  Then,  at  the  doors  of  thei 
goddess,  under  the  midmost  vaulting  of  the  temple,  witlJ 
a fence  of  arms  round  her,  supported  high  on  a throneJ 
she  took  her  seat.  There  she  was  giving  laws  and  judg- 
ments to  her  citizens,  and  equalising  the  burden  of  thein 
tasks  by  fair  partition,  or  draughting  it  by  lot,  whenj 
suddenly  .®neas  sees  coming  among  the  great  croAvd 
Antheus  and  Sergestus,  and  brave  Cloanthus,  and  other  of 
the  Teucrians,  whom  the  black  storm  had  scattered  over 
the  deep,  and  carried  far  away  to  other  coasts.  Astounded 
was  he,  overwhelmed,  too,  was  Achates,  all  for  joy  and 
fear:  eagerly  were  they  burning  to  join  hands  with 
theirs,  but  the  unexplained  mystery  confounds  their 
minds.  They  c.ariy  on  the  concealment,  and  look  out 
from  the  hollow  cloud  that  wraj)s  them,  to  learn  w’hat 
fortune  their  mates  have  had,  on  what  shore  they  are 
leaving  their  fleet,  what  is  their  errand  here — for  they 
were  on  their  way,  a deputation  from  all  the  crews, 
suing  for  gi-ace,  and  were  making  for  the  temple  with 
loud  cries. 

After  they  had  gained  an  entrance,  and  had  obtained 
leave  to  speak  in  the  presence,  Ilioneus,  the  eldest,  thus 
began,  calm  of  soul : — 
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‘ Gracious  queen,  to  whom  Jupiter  has  given  to  found 
a new  city,  and  to  restrain  by  force  of  law  the  pride  of 
savage  nations,  we,  hapless  Trojans,  driven  by  the  winds 
over  every  sea,  make  our  prayer  to  you — keep  off  from  our 
ships  the  horrors  of  fire,  have  pity  on  a pious  race,  and 
vouchsafe  a nearer  view  to  our  affaii’s.  We  are  not  come  to 
carry  the  havoc  of  the  sword  into  the  homes  of  Libya — to 
snatch  booty  and  huriy  it  to  the  shore ; such  violence  is 
not  in  our  nature ; such  insolence  were  not  for  the  van- 
quished. There  is  a place — the  Greeks  call  it  Hesperia — 
a land  old  in  stoiy,  strong  in  arms  and  in  the  fruitfulness 
of  its  soil ; the  (Eiiotrians  were  its  settlers ; now  report 
says  that  later  generations  have  called  the  nation  Italian, 
from  the  name  of  their  leader.  Thither  were  we 
voyaging,  when,  rising  with  a sudden  swell,  Orion,  lord 
of  the  storm,  carried  us  into  hidden  shoals,  and  far  away 
by  the  stress  of  reckless  gales  over  the  water,  the  surge 
mastering  us,  and  over  pathless  rocks  scattered  us  here 
and  there : a small  remnant,  we  drifted  hither  on  to  your 
shores.  What  race  of  men  have  we  here  ? What  country 
is  so  barbarous  as  to  sanction  a native  usage  Like  this? 
Even  the  hospitality  of  the  sand  is  forbidden  us — they 
draw  the  sword,  and  will  not  let  us  set  foot  on  the  land’s 
edge.  If  you  defy  the  race  of  men,  and  the  weapons  that 
mortals  wield,  yet  look  to  have  to  do  with  gods,  who 
watch  over  the  right  and  the  wrong.  jEneas  was  our 
king,  than  whom  never  man  bi’eathed  more  just,  more 
eminent  in  piety,  or  in  war  and  martial  prowess.  If  the 
Fates  are  keeping  our  hero  alive — if  he  is  feeding  on  this 
upper  air,  and  not  yet  lying  down  in  death’s  cruel  shade 
— all  our  fears  are  over,  nor  need  j’ou  be  Sony  to  have 
made  the  first  advance  in  the  contest  of  kindly  courtesy. 
The  realm  of  Sicily,  too,  has  cities  for  us,  and  store  of 
arras,  and  a hero-king  of  Trojan  blood,  Acestes.  Give  us 
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leave  but  to  lay  up  on  shore  our  storm-beaten  fleet,  to 
fashion  timber  in  your  forests,  and  strip  boughs  for  our 
oars,  that,  if  we  are  allowed  to  sail  for  Italy,  our  comrades 
and  king  restored  to  us,  we  may  make  our  joyful  way  to 
[Italy  and  to  Latium ; or,  if  our  safety  is  swallowed  up, 
auid  thou,  best  fatlier  of  the  Teucrians,  art  the  prey  of  tlie 
Libyan  deep,  and  a nation’s  hope  lives  no  longer  in  lulus, 
then,  at  least,  we  may  make  for  Sieauia’s  straits,  and  the 
liouscs  standing  to  welcome  us,  whence  we  came  hither, 
[uid  may  find  a king  in  Acestes.’  Sucli  was  the  sj)eech  of 
Ilioneus ; an  accordant  clamour  burst  at  once  from  all  the 
sons  of  Dardanus. 

Then  briefly  Lido,  with  downcast  look,  makes  reply  : — 
‘ Teucrians ! unburden  your  hearts  of  fear,  lay  your 
anxieties  aside.  It  is  the  stre.ss  of  danger  and  the  infancy 
of  my  kingdom  that  make  me  put  this  policy  in  motion 
and  protect  my  frontiers  with  a guard  all  about.  The 
men  of  iEneas  and  the  city  of  Troy — who  can  be  igno- 
rant of  them  ? — the  deetls  and  the  doei-s,  and  all  the  blaze 
of  that  mighty  war?  Not  so  blunt  are  the  wits  we  runic 
folk  carrj’  with  us,  not  so  wholly  does  the  sun  turn  hi.s 
back  on  our  Tyrian  town  when  ho  harnesses  his  steeds. 
Whether  you  make  your  choice  of  Hesperia  the  great, 
and  the  old  realm  of  Saturn,  or  of  the  borders  of  Erj'x 
and  their  king  Acestes,  I wdll  send  you  on  your  way 
with  an  escort  to  protect  you,  and  will  supply  you  with 
stores.  Or  would  you  like  to  settle  along  with  me  in  my 
kingdom  here  ? Look  at  the  city  I am  building,  it  is 
yours,  lay  up  your  ships,  Trojan  and  Tyrian  shall  be  dealt 
with  by  me  without  distinction.  Would  to  heaven  your 
king  were  here  too,  driven  by  the  gale  that  drove  you 
hither — Hilneas  himself!  For  myself,  I will  send  trusty 
messengers  along  the  coast,  Avith  orders  to  traverse  the 
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furthest  parts  of  Libya,  in  case  he  should  be  shipwrecked 
and  wandering  anywl)ere  in  forest  or  town.’ 

Excited  l)y  lier  word.s,  brave  Achates  and  father  .^Eneas, 
too,  were  burning  long  ere  this  to  break  out  of  their 
cloud.  Achates  first  accosts  Aeneas  : — ‘ Goddess-born, 
what  pui-pose  now  is  foremost  in  your  mind  ? All  you 
see  is  safe,  our  fleet  and  our  mates  are  restored  to  us. 
One  is  missing,  whom  our  own  eyes  saw  in  the  midst  of 
the  surge  swallowed  uj),  all  the  rest  is  even  as  j'our 
mother  told  us.’ 

Scarce  had  he  spoken  when  the  cloud  that  enveloped 
them  suddenly  parts  asunder  and  clears  into  the  open  .sky. 
Out  sUkkI  .lEneas,  and  shone  again  in  the  bright  sunshine, 
his  face  and  his  bust  the  image  of  a god,  for  his  great 
mother  had  shed  graceful  tresses  over  her  son’s  brow,  and 
the  glowing  flush  of  youth,  and  had  breathed  tlie  breath 
of  beauty  and  gladness  into  his  eyes,  loveliness  such  as 
the  artist’s  touch  imparts  to  ivory,  or  when  silver  or 
Parian  marble  is  enchased  with  yellow  gold.  Then  he 
addresses  the  queen,  and  speaks  suddenly  to  tlie  astonish- 
ment of  all : — ‘ Here  am  I whom  you  are  seeking,  before 
you.  iEneas,  the  Trojan,  snatclied  from  the  jaws  of  the 
Libyan  wave.  0 heart  that  alone  of  all  has  found  pity  for 
Troy’s  cruel  agonies — that  makes  us,  poor  remnants  of 
Dana;an  fury,  utterly  spent  by  all  the  chances  of  land  and 
sea,  destitute  of  all,  partners  of  its  city,  of  its  very  palace ! 
To  pay  such  a debt  of  gratitude,  Dido,  is  more  than  we  can 
do — more  than  can  be  done  by  all  the  survivors  of  the! 
Dardan  nation,  now  scattered  the  wide  world  over.  May  the! 
gods — if  there  are  powers  that  regard  the  pious,  if  justice 
and  conscious  rectitude  count  for  aught  anywhere  on 
earth — may  they  give  you  the  reward  you  merit ! What 
age  had  the  happiness  to  bring  you  forth  ? what  godlike 
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])arcnts  gave  such  nobleness  to  the  world?  Wliile  the 
j ivers  run  into  the  sea,  while  the  shadows  sweep  along 
the  mountain-sides,  while  the  stars  draw  life  from  the  sky, 
your  glor\^  and  your  name  and  your  praise  shall  still 
endure,  whatever  the  land  whose  call  I must  obey.’  So 
saying,  he  stretches  out  his  right  hand  to  his  friend 
Ilioneus,  his  left  to  Serestus,  and  so  on  to  others,  gallant 
dyas  and  gallant  Cloanthus. 

Astounded  was  Dido,  Sidon’s  daughter,  fimt  at  the 
hero’s  presence,  then  at  his  enormous  sufferings,  and  she 
bespoke  him  thus: — ‘What  chance  is  it,  goddess-born, 
that  is  hunting  you  through  such  a wilderness  of  perils  ? 
Avhat  violence  throws  you  on  our  savage  coasts?  Are 
you,  indeed,  the  famed  JEneas,  whom  to  Anchises  the 
Dardan,  Venus,  queen  of  light  and  love,  bore  by  the 
stream  of  Simois  ? Aye,  I remember  Teucer  coming  to 
Sidon,  driven  from  the  borders  of  his  fatherland,  hoping 
to  gain  a new  kingdom  by  the  aid  of  Rclus.  Reins,  my 
sire,  was  then  laying  waste  the  rich  fields  of  Cypnis,  and 
nding  tl’.e  isle  with  a conqueror’s  sway.  F,ver  since  that 
time  I knew  the  fate  of  the  Trojan  city,  and  your  name, 
and  the  Pelasgian  princes.  I’oe  as  he  was,  he  would 
always  extol  the  Teucrians  with  signal  praise,  and  profess 
that  he  himself  came  of  the  ancient  Teucrian  stock. 
Tome  then,  brave  men,  and  make  our  dwellings  j’our 
liome.  I,  too,  have  had  a fortune  like  yours,  which,  after 
the  buffeting  of  countless  sufferings,  has  been  pleased  that 
I should  find  rest  in  this  land  at  last.  Myself  no  stranger 
to  sorrow,  I am  learning  to  succour  the  unhappy.’  With 
these  words,  at  the  same  moment  she  ushers  uEncas  into 
her  queenly  palace,  and  orders  a solemn  sacrifice  at  the 
temples  of  the  gods.  Meantime,  as  if  this  were  nought, 
she  sends  to  his  comrades  at  the  shore  twenty  bulls,  a 
hundred  huge  swine  with  backs  all  bristling,  a hundred 
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fat  lambs  with  their  mothers,  and  the  wme-goeVs  jovial 
bounty,^ 

But  the  palace  within  is  laid  out  with  all  the  splendour 
of  regal  luxury,  and  in  the  centre  of  the  mansion  they 
are  making  ready  for  the  banquet ; the  coverlets  are 
embroidered,  and  of  princely  purple — on  the  tables  is 
massy  silver,  and  chased  on  gold  the  gallant  exploits  of 
Tyrian  ancestors,  a long,  long  chain  of  story,  derived 
through  hero  after  hero  ever  since  the  old  nation  was 
voum?. 

V O 

^neas,  for  his  fatherly  love  would  not  leave  his  heart 
at  rest,  sends  on  Achates  with  speed  to  the  ships  to  tell 
Ascanius  the  news  and  conducjt  him  to  the  city.  On 
Ascanius  all  a fond  parent’s  anxieties  are  centred.  Pre- 
sents, moreover,  rescued  from  the  ruins  of  Ilion,  he  bids 
him  bring — a pall  stiff  with  figures  of  gold,  and  a veil 
with  a border  of  yellow  acanthus,  adornments  of  Argive 
Helen,  which  she  carried  away  from  Mycenas,  when  she 
went  to  Troy  and  to  her  unblessed  bridal,  her  mother 
Leda’s  marvellous  gift ; the  sceptre,  too,  which  Ilionc  had 
once  borne,  the  eldest  of  Priam’s  daughters,  and  the  string 
of  pearls  for  the  neck,  and  the  double  coronal  of  jewels 
and  gold.  With  this  to  despatch.  Achates  was  bending 
his  way  to  the  ships. 

But  the  lady  of  Cythera  is  casting  new  wiles,  new 
devices  in  her  breast,  that  Cupid,  form  and  feature 
changed,  may  arrive  in  the  room  of  the  charmer  Ascanius, 
and  by  the  presents  he  brings  influence  the  queen  to  mad- 
ness, and  turn  the  very  marrow  of  her  bones  to  fire.  She 
fears  the  two-faced  generation,  the  double-tongued  sons 

(of  Tyre  ; Juno’s  hatred  scorches  her  like  a flame,  and  as 
night  draws  on  the  c^re  comes  back  to  her.  So  then 
with  these  words  she  addresses  her  winged  Love  : — ‘ My 
son,  who  art  alone  my  strength  and  my  mighty  power, 
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my  son,  who  lauglicst  to  scorn  our  great  father’s  Typhoean 
til  underbolts,  to  thee  I tly  for  aid,  and  make  suppliant 
prayer  of  thy  majesty.  How  thy  brother  .dSneas  is  tossed 
on  the  ocean  the  whole  world  over  by  Juno’s  implacable 
rancour  I need  not  tell  thee — naj’,  thou  hast  often  min- 
gled thy  grief  with  mine.  He  is  now  the  guest  of  Dido, 
the  Plioenician  woman,  and  the  spell  of  a courteous 
tongue  is  laid  on  him,  and  I fejir  what  may  be  the  end  of 
taking  shelter  under  Juno’s  wing  ; she  will  never  be  idle  at 
a time  on  which  so  much  hangs.  Tims  then  I am  planning 
to  be  first  in  the  field,  sur[)rising  the  queen  by  stratagem, 
and  encompassing  her  with  fire,  that  no  power  may  be 
able  to  work  a cliauge  in  her,  but  tliat  a mighty  pas.sion 
for  .Tilneas  may  keep  her  mine.  For  the  way  in  wliich 
thou  niayest  bring  this  about,  listen  to  what  I have  been 
thinking.  The  young  heir  of  royalty,  at  his  loved  father’s 
summons,  is  making  ready  to  go  to  this  Sidonian  city — my 
soid’s  darling  that  he  i.s — the  bearer  of  presents  that  have 
survived  the  sea  and  the  llames  of  Troy.  Him  I will 
lull  in  deep  sleep  and  hide  him  in  my  hallowed  dwelling 
high  on  Cythera  or  Idalia,  that  by  no  chance  he  may 
know  or  mar  our  plot.  Do  thou  then  for  a single  night,  no 
more,  artfully  counterfeit  his  form,  and  put  on  the  boy’s 
usual  look,  thyself  a boy,  that  when  Dido,  at  the  height 
of  her  joy,  shall  take  thee  into  her  lap  while  the  princely 
board  is  laden  and  the  vine-god’s  liquor  flowing,  when  she 
shall  be  caressing  thee  and  printing  her  fondest  kisses  on 
thy  cheek,  thou  mayest  breathe  concealed  fire  into  her 
veins,  and  steal  upon  her  with  poison.’ 

At  once  Love  complies  with  his  fond  mother’s  words, 
puts  ofT  his  w’ings,  and  walks  rejoicing  in  the  gait  of 
lulus.  As  for  Ascanius,  Venus  sprinkles  his  form  all 
over  with  the  dew  of  gentle  slumber,  and  cames  him,  as 
a goddess  may,  lapped  in  her  bosom,  into  Idalia’s  lofty 
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groves,  where  a soft  coucli  of  amaracus  enfolds  him  with 
its  flowers,  and  the  fragrant  breath  of  its  sweet  shade. 
Meanwhile  Cupid  was  on  his  way,  all  obedience,  bearing 
the  royal  presents  to  the  Tyrians,  and  glad  to  follow 
Achates.  When  he  arrives,  he  finds  the  queen  already 
settled  on  the  gorgeous  tapestiy  of  a golden  couch,  and 
occupying  the  central  place.  Already  father  .Tineas, 
already  the  chivalry  of  Troy  arc  flocking  in,  and  stretching 
themselves  here  and  there  on  coverlets  of  purple.  There 
arc  servants  offering  them  water  for  their  hands,  and 
deftly  producing  the  broad  from  the  baskets,  and  pre- 
senting towels  with  shorn  nap.  Within  are  fifty  maidens, 
whose  charge  is  in  course  to  pile  up  provisions  in  lasting 
store,  and  light  up  with  fire  the  gods  of  the  hearth.  A 
hundred  others  there  are,  and  male  attendants  of  equal 
numl)er  and  equal  age,  to  load  the  table  with  dishes,  and 
set  on  the  cups.  The  T3’rians,  too,  have  as,scmbled  in 
crowds  through  the  festive  hall,  and  scatter  themselves  as 
invited  over  the  embroidered  couches.  There  is  marvel- 
ling at  iEneas’  presents,  marvelling  at  lulus,  at  those 
glowing  features,  where  the  god  shines  through,  and 
those  words  which  he  feigns  so  well,  and  at  the  robe  and 
the  veil  with  the  yellow  acanthus  border.  Chief  of  all, 
the  unhappy  victim  of  coming  ruin  cannot  satisfy  herself 
with  gazing,  and  kindles  as  she  looks,  the  Phmnician 
woman,  charmed  with  the  boy  and  the  presents  alike. 
He,  after  he  has  hung  long  in  Hennas’  arms  and  round  his 
neck,  gratifying  the  intense  fondness  of  the  sire  he  feigned 
to  be  his,  finds  his  way  to  the  queen.  She  is  riveted  by 
]iim — riveted,  eye  and  heart,  and  ever  and  anon  fondles  him 
in  her  lap — ^poor  Dido,  unconscious  how  great  a god  is  sit- 
ting heavy  on  that  wretched  bosom.  But  he,  with  his  mind 
still  bent  on  his  Acidalian  mother,  is  beginning  to  efface 
the  name  of  Sycha;us  letter  by  letter,  and  endeavouring  to 
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surprise  by  a living  passion  affections  long  toipid,  and  a 
heart  long  unused  to  love. 

When  the  banquet’s  first  lull  was  come,  and  the  board 
removed,  then  they  set  up  the  huge  bowls  and  wreathe 
the  wine.  A din  rings  to  the  roof — the  voice  rolls 
through  those  spacious  halls ; lamps  hang  from  the  gilded 
ceiling,  burning  brightly,  and  flambeau-fires  put  out  the 
night.  Then  the  queen  called  for  a cup,  heavy  with 
jewels  and  gold,  and  filled  it  with  unmixed  wine;  the 
same  which  had  been  used  by  Belus,  and  every  king  from 
Belus  downward.  Then  silence  was  commanded  through 
the  hall.  ‘ Jupiter,  for  thou  hast  the  name  of  lawgiver  for 
gue.st  and  host,  grant  that  this  day  may  be  ausjficious 
alike  for  the  Tyrians  and  the  voyagers  from  Troy,  and 
that  its  memory  may  long  live  among  our  posterity. 
Be  with  us,  Bacchus,  the  giver  of  jollity,  and  Juno, 
the  queen  of  our  blessings  ; and  you,  the  lords  of  Tyre, 
may  your  goodwill  grace  this  meeting.’  She  said, 
and  poured  on  the  table  an  offering  of  the  wine,  and, 
the  libation  made,  touched  the  cup  first  with  her  lips, 
then  handed  it  to  Bitias,  rallying  his  slowness.  Eiigerly 
he  quaffed  the  foaming  goblet,  and  drenched  himself 
deep  with  its  brimming  gold.  Then  came  the  other  lords 
in  order.  lopas,  the  long-haired  bard,  takes  his  gilded 
lyre,  and  fills  the  hall  with  music ; he,  whose  teacher  was 
the  mighty  Atlas.  Ilis  song  is  of  the  wanderings  of  the 
moon  and  the  agonies  of  the  sun,  whence  sprung  man’s 
race  and  the  cattle,  whence  rain-water  and  fire;  of 
Arcturus  and  the  showerj^  Hyades,  and  the  twin  Bears ; 
why  the  winter  suns  make  such  haste  to  dip  in  ocean,  or 
Avhat  is  the  retarding  cause  that  bids  the  nights  move 
slowly.  Plaudits  redouble  from  the  Tyrians,  and  the 
Trojans  follow  the  lead.  With  varied  talk,  too,  she  kept 
lengthening  out  the  night,  unhappy  Dido,  drinking 
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draughts  of  love  long  and  deep,  as  she  asked  much  about 
Priam,  about  Hector  much ; now  what  were  the  arms  in 
which  Aurora’s  son  had  come  to  battle ; now  what 
Diomede’s  steeds  were  like ; now  how  great  was  Achilles. 
‘ Or  rather,  gentle  guest,’  cries  she,  ‘ tell  us  the  story  from 
the  veiy  fii-st — all  about  the  stratagems  of  the  Danaans, 
and  the  sad  fate  of  your  country,  and  your  own  wan- 
derings— for  this  is  now  the  seventh  summer  that  is 
wafting  you  a wanderer  still  over  every  land  and  wave.’ 
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Every  tongue  was  hushed,  and  every  eye  fi.xed  intently, 
when,  from  his  high  couch,  father  .dEneas  began  thus ; — 

‘ Too  cruel  to  be  told,  great  queen,  is  the  sorrow  you 
bid  me  revive — how  tlie  power  of  Troy  and  its  empire 
met  with  piteous  overthrow  from  the  Danaans — the 
lieartrending  sights  which  my  own  eyes  saw',  and  the 
scenes  where  I had  a large  part  to  play.  Who,  in  such 
recitid — be  he  of  the  Myrmidons  or  the  Dolojxis,  or  a 
soldier  of  ruthless  Ulysses’  band — would  refrain  from 
tears  ? And  now,  too,  night  is  rushing  in  dew's  down  tlie 
steep  of  heaven,  and  the  setting  stars  counsel  repose. 
Still,  if  so  great  be  your  longing  to  acquaint  yourself  witli 
our  disasters,  and  hear  the  brief  tale  of  Troy’s  last  agony, 
though  my  mind  shudders  at  the  remembrance,  and  starts 
back  in  sudden  anguish,  I w'ill  essay  the  task. 

‘ Broken  by  war  and  foiled  by  destiny,  the  cliiefs  of 
the  Danaans,  now  that  the  flying  years  w'ere  numbering  so 
many,  build  a horse  of  mountain  size,  by  the  iaspiration 
of  Pallas’  skill,  and  interlace  its  ribs  w'ith  planks  of  fir.  A 
VOW'  for  their  safe  journey  home  is  the  jiretext : such  the 
fame  that  spreads.  In  this  they  secretly  enclose  chosen 
men  of  sinew,  picke<l  out  by  lot,  in  the  dej)th  of 
its  sides,  and  fill  every  corner  of  those  mighty  caverns, 
the  belly  of  the  monster,  with  armed  warriors. 

‘ In  sight  of  Troy  lies  Tenedos,  an  i.sland  of  wide-spread 
renown,  powerful  and  rich  w'hile  Priam’s  empire  yet  was, 
now  a mere  bay,  a treacherous  roadstead  for  ships.  Thus 
far  they  sail  out,  and  hide  themselves  on  the  forsaken 
coast.  We  thought  them  gone  off  with  a fiiir  w’ind  for 
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M3TenoB.  And  so  all  Trojan  land  shakes  off  the  agony  of 
j"eai"s.  Open  llj'  the  gates ; what  jileasure  to  go  and  sec 
the  Dorian  cuinp,  and  the  places  deserted,  and  tlic  shore 
forsaken ! Yes,  here  were  the  troops  of  the  Dolopes ; 
hei'e  the  tent  of  that  savage  Achilles  ; here  the  ships  were 
drawn  up;  here  they  used  to  set  the  battle  in  array. 
Some  of  us  are  standing  agaze  at  the  fatal  offering  to  tlie 
virgin  goddess,  and  wondering  at  tlie  hugeness  of  the 
horse ; and  Thymastes  takes  the  lead,  urging  to  have  it 
dragged  within  the  walls,  and  lodged  in  the  citadel,  either 
with  treasonable  intent,  orjliat  the  fate  of  Txoy  had  begun 
to  set  that  way.  But  Capys,  and  the  men  of  saner  judg- 
ment, bid  us  send  tliis  snare  of  the  Danaans,  this  suspicious 
present,  headlong  into  the  sea,  or  light  a fire  under  and 
burn  it ; or,  if  not  tliat,  to  pierce  and  probe  that  hollow 
womb  that  might  liide  so  much.  The  populace,  unstable 
j }is  ever,  divides  off  into  opposite  factions. 

‘ Throwing  himself  before  all,  with  a great  crowd  at  his 
back,  Laocoou,  all  on  fire,  comes  running  down  the  steep 
of  the  citadel,  crying  in  the  distance,  “What  strange  mad- 
ness is  this,  my  unhappy  countrymen  ? Think  you  that 
the  enemy  has  sailed  off,  or  that  a Dauaan  could  ever 
make  a present  that  had  no  treachery  in  it  ? Is  this  your 
knowledge  of  Ulysses?  Either  the  Achacans  are  shut  up 
and  hiding  in  this  piece  of  wood,  or  it  is  an  engine  framed 
against  our  walls,  to  command  the  houses  and  come  down 
on  the  city  from  above,  or  there  is  some  other  secret  trick. 
Men  of  Troy,  put  no  faith  in  the  horse.  Whatever  it  be, 
I fear  a Greek  even  with  a gift  in  his  hand.”  With 
these  words  he  hurled  a mighty  spear  with  all  his  force 
against  the  beast’s  side,  the  jointed  arch  of  its  belty.  It 
lodged,  and  stood  quivering  ; the  womb  shook  again,  and 
an  echo  and  a groan  rang  hollow  from  its  caverns ; 
and  then,  had  but  heaven’s  tk'stiny  and  man’s  judgment 
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been  unwarped,  he  had  led  us  to  carry  sword  and  Iiavoc 
into  the  Argive  lurking-place,  and  Troy  would  now  be 
standing,  and  thou,  Priam’s  tall  fortress,  still  in  being. 

‘ Meanwhile,  see ! some  Dardan  shepherds  are  dragging 
with  loud  shouts  before  the  king  a young  man  with  his 
hands  tied  behind  him,  who  had  thrown  himself,  a stranger, 
across  their  way,  to  compass  this  vciy  thing,  and  thus  let 
the  Achasans  into  Troy  — bold  of  heart,  and  ready  for 
either  issue,  either  to  play  off  his  stratagem,  or  to  meet 
inevitable  death.  From  aU  sides,  in  eager  curiosity, 
the  Trojan  youth  come  streaming  round,  vying  in  their 
insults  to  the  prisoner.  Now  then,  listen  to  the  tale 
of  Dauaan  fraud,  and  from  one  act  of  guilt  learn  what  the 
whole  nation  is.  There  as  he  stood,  with  all  eyes  bent 
on  him,  bewildered,  defenceless,  and  looked  round  on  the 
Phrygian  bands,  “ Alas ! ” he  cries,  “ where  is  there  a spot 
of  earth  or  sea  that  will  give  me  shelter  now  ? or  wliat 
last  resource  is  left  for  a wretch  like  me — one  who  has 
no  place  among  the  Danaans  to  hide  my  head — while  the 
children  of  Dardanus  no  less  arc  in  arms  against  me, 
crying  for  bloody  vengeance  ? ” At  that  piteous  cry  our 
mood  was  changed,  and  every  outrage  checked.  We 
encourage  him  to  speak — to  tell  us  what  his  parentage  is; 
what  his  business ; what  he  has  to  rest  on  as  a prisoner. 
“ All,  my  lord,  shall  be  avowed  to  you  truly,  whatever 
be  the  issue.  I Avill  not  deny  that  I am  an  Argive  by 
nation  ; this  to  begin  with.  Nor  if  Fortune  has  made  a 
miserable  man  out  of  Sinon,  shall  her  base  schooling  make 
him  deceiver  and  liar  as  well.  If  haply  in  talk  your  ears 
ever  caught  the  name  of  Palamedes,  of  the  house  of  Belus, 
and  his  wide-spread  renown — his,  whom  under  false  accu- 
sation, an  innocent  man,  charged  by  the  blackest  calumny, 
all  because  his  voice  was  against  the  war,  the  Pelasgians 
.sent  down  to  death,  and  iiq,w,  when  he  is  laid  in  darkness. 
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lament  him  too  late — know  that  it  was  as  his  comrade  and 
near  kinsman  I was  sent  by  a needy  father  to  a soldier’s 
life  in  earliest  youth.  While  he  stood  with  his  royal 
state  unimpaired,  an  honoured  member  of  the  kingly 
council,  I,  too,  enjoyed  my  measure  of  name  and  dignity ; 
but  after  the  jealousy  of  false  Ulysses  — you  know  the 
talc — removed  him  from  this  upper  cUme — daslied  from 
my  height,  I dragged  on  life  in  darkness  and  sorrow,  and 
vented  to  my  own  heart  my  rage  at  the  disaster  of  my 
innocent  friend.  Nor  did  I keep  silence — madman  thai 
I was ! No,  if  ever  the  chance  were  given  me — if  ever  I 
came  back  with  gloiy  to  my  native  Argos — I vowed  my- 
self his  avenger,  and  my  words  stirred  up  bitter  enmity. 
From  that  time  my  ruin  began ; from  that  time  Ulysses 
was  ever  threatening  me  with  some  new  charge,  ever 
scattering  abroad  words  of  mystery,  and  looking  for  allies 
to  plot  vvitli.  Nor  did  he  rest  till  by  Calchas’  agency — but 
why  recall  this  unwelcome  story  with  no  end  to  gain  ? 
Why  waste  your  time,  if  you  hold  all  Achasans  alike,  and 
to  hear  that  is  to  hear  enough  ? Take  the  vengeance 
you  should  have  taken  long  ago.  It  is  just  what  would 
please  the  Ithacan,  and  earn  a large  reward  from  the  sons 
of  Atreus ! ” 

‘This  makes  us  burn,  indeed,  to  explore  and  inquire 
into  the  reason  of  his  tale,  not  knowing  that  crime  could 
be  so  monstrous,  and  Pelasgian  art  so  cunning.  He  re- 
sumes, in  faltering  tones,  spoken  from  his  false  heart: — 

‘ “ Often  have  the  Danaans  dasigned  to  turn  their  back 
on  Troy  and  accomplish  a retreat,  and  abandon  the  war 
that  had  wearied  them  so  long ; and  would  they  had  done 
it  I As  often  has  the  fierce  inclemency  of  the  deep  barred 
their  pur[)Ose,  and  the  south  wind  frightened  them  from 
sailing.  E.specially,  when  this  horse  was  set  up  at  last, 
a compacted  mass  of  maple  ])lanks,  the  thunder  of  the 

VOL.  II.  L 


Digitized  by  Google 


14(5 


THE  .ENEID. 


storm-clouds  was  heard  the  whole  firmament  over,  lii 
our  perplexity  we  send  Eiirypylus  to  inquire  of  Phcebus’s 
oracle,  and  this  is  tlie  gloomy  message  that  he  brings  bac’k 
from  the  shrine  : ‘ With  blood  it  was  ye  appeased  the 
winds,  even  with  a maiden’s  slaughter,  when  fii'st  ye  came, 
Danaans,  to  the  shore  of  Ilion.  With  blood  it  is  ye  must 
buy  your  return,  and  propitiate  heaven  by  the  life  of  an 
Argive !’  Soon  as  the  news  reached  the  public  ear,  every 
mind  was  cowed,  and  a cold  shudder  thrilled  the  depths 
of  every  heart.  For  whom  has  Fate  a summons  ? Whom 
does  Apollo  demand  as  his  prey  ? And  now  the  Itha- 
can, with  boisterous  vehemence,  drags  forward  the 
prophet  Calchas,  insists  on  knowing  what  that  announce- 
ment of  heaven’s  will  may  mean ; and  many  even  then 
were  the  jirophetic  mouths  that  warned  me  of  the  trick- 
ster’s cruel  villany,  and  many  the  eyes  that  silently  fore- 
saw the  future,  d’en  days  the  seer  holds  his  peace,  and 
keeps  his  tent,  refusing  to  utter  a word  that  should  disclose 
any  name  or  sacrifice  any  life.  At  last,  goaded  by  the 
Ithacan’s  vehement  clamour,  he  breaks  into  a concerted 
utterance,  and  dooms  me  to  the  altar.  All  assented,  well 
content  that  the  danger  which  each  feared  for  himself 
should  be  directed  to  the  extinction  of  one  poor  wretch. 
And  now  the  day  of  horror  was  come;  all  was  being 
ready  for  my  sacrifice — the  salt  cakes  for  the  fire,  and  the 
fillet  to  crown  nry  brow — when  I escaped,  I own  it,  from 
death,  and  broke  my  bonds,  and  hid  myself  that  night  in 
a muddy  marsh  in  the  covert  of  the  rushes,  while  they 
should  be  sailing,  in  the  faint  hope  that  they  had  sailed. 
My  old  country,  I never  expect  to  see  it  again,  nor  my 
darling  children,  and  the  father  I have  longed  so  for ! 
No  ! they  are  likely  to  visit  them  with  vengeance  for  my 
escape,  and  exjiiate  this  guilt  of  mine  by  taking  their  poor- 
lives.  0 ! by  the  gods  above,  and  the  powers  that  know 
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when  truth  is  spoken,  if  there  is  yet  abiding  anywhere 
among  men  such  a thing  as  unsullied  faith,  I conjure  you, 
have  pity  on  this  weight  of  suffering,  have  pity  on  a soul 
that  is  unworthily  borne  down  I ” 

‘ Such  a tearful  appeal  gains  him  his  life,  and  our  com- 
passion too.  Priam  himself  is  first  to  bid  them  relieve 
the  man  of  his  manacles  and  the  chains  that  bound  him, 
and  addresses  liiin  in  words  of  kindness,  “ Whoever  you 
arc,  from  this  time  forth  have  done  with  the  Greeks,  and 
forget  them.  I make  you  my  man,  and  bid  you  answer 
truly  the  questions  I shall  put.  What  do  they  mean  by 
setting  up  this  huge  mountain  of  a horse  ? Who  was  the 
prompter  of  it  ? What  is  their  object  ? Some  religious 
offering,  or  some  engine  of  war  ? ” 

‘ Thus  Priam : tlie  prisoner,  with  all  his  Pelasgian  craft 
and  cunning  about  him,  raised  his  unfettered  liands  to  the 
stars : — 

‘ “ You,  eternal  fires,  with  your  inviolable  majesty,  be 
my  witnesses ; j’ou,  altars  and  impious  swords,  from  which 
I fled ; and  you,  hallowed  fillets,  which  I wore  for  tlie 
sacrifice ! I am  free  to  break  all  the  sacred  ties  that 
bound  me  to  the  Greeks.  I am  free  to  treat  them  as  my 
foes,  and  disclo.se  all  their  secrets  to  the  light  of  day,  all 
the  claims  of  the  land  of  my  birth  notwithstanding.  Only 
do  thou  abide  by  th}'  plighted  word,  and  preserve  faith 
with  th)^  preserver,  land  of  Troy,  if  he  tells  thee  true, 
and  makes  thee  large  returns. 

‘ “ The  strength  of  the  Danaan  hopes,  and  the  soul  of 
their  confidence  in  the  war  they  plunged  into,  has  ever 
been  the  aid  of  Pallas.  From  the  time  Avheu  Tydeus’ 
impious  soti  and  Ulysses,  that  coiner  of  villany,  dared  to 
drag  away  from  her  hallowed  temple  the  fateful  Palla- 
dium, slaughtering  the  guards  who  watched  the  citadel’s 
height,  thenceforth  there  was  an  ebb  and  a backsliding 
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in  the  Danaan  hopes,  their  forces  shattered,  the  goddess 
estranged.  Nor  were  the  portents  dubious  that  betokened 
Tritonia’s  change  of  mood.  Scarce  was  the  image  lodged 
in  tlie  camp,  wlien  flasliing  fire  glowed  in  her  uplifted 
eyes,  and  salt  sweat  trickled  over  her  frame,  and  thrice 
of  herself  she  leaped  from  the  ground,  marvellous  to 
relate,  shield  and  quivering  lance  and  all.  Forthwith 
Calchas  sounds  the  note  for  flight  over  the  perilous  deep, 
for  that  Pergamus  can  ne^■er  be  razed  by  Argive  steel, 
unless  they  go  to  Argos  for  fresh  omens,  and  bring  back 
the  divine  aid  which  their  crooked  keels  bore  with  them 
aforetime  over  the  sea.  And  now  this  their  voyage  home 
to  Mycenae  is  to  get  new  forces  and  gods  to  sail  with 
them ; they  wll  recross  the  deep,  and  come  upon  you 
unforeseen.  Such  is  Calchas’  scanning  of  the  omens. 
As  for  this  image,  he  warned  them  to  set  it  up  in  ex- 
change for  the  Palladium,  and,  in  expiation  of  injured 
deity,  to  atone  for  their  faUd  crime.  Calchas,  however, 
bade  them  raise  it  to  the  vast  height  you  see,  knitting 
plank  to  plank,  till  it  was  brought  near  to  heaven,  that  it 
might  not  be  admitted  at  the  gates  or  dragged  within  the 
walls,  and  thus  restore  to  the  people  the  bulwark  of  their 
old  worship.  For  if  your  hand  should  profane  Minerva’s 
offering,  then  (said  he)  a mighty  destruction — may  the 
gods  turn  the  omen  on  his  head  ere  it  falls  on  yours ! — 
would  come  on  the  empire  of  Priam  and  the  Phrygian 
nation ; but  if  the.se  hands  of  yours  should  help  it  to 
scale  your  city’s  height,  Asia  would  roll  the  might}-  tide 
of  invasion  on  the  walls  of  Pelops,  and  our  posterity  would 
have  to  meet  the  fate  he  threatened.” 

‘ Such  was  the  stratagem — the  cursed  art  of  perjured 
Sinon — that  gained  credence  for  the  tide ; and  such  the 
victory  won  over  us  by  wiles  and  constrained  tears— over 
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us,  whom  not  Tydeu-s’  son,  nor  Achilles  of  Larissa,  nor 
ten  years  of  war  subdued,  nor  a fleet  of  a thousand  sail. 

‘ And  now  another  object,  greater  and  far  more  terrible, 
is  forced  on  my  poor  countrymen,  to  the  confusion  of 
their  unprophetic  souls.  Laocoon,  drawn  by  lot  as 
Neptune’s  priest,  was  sacrificing  a mighty  bull  at  the 
wonted  altar — when  behold  from  Tenedos,  over  the  still 
deep — I shudder  as  I recount  the  tale — two  serpents 
coiled  in  vast  circles  are  seen  breasting  the  sea,  and 
moving  side  by  side  towards  the  shore.  Their  breasts 
rise  erect  among  the  waves ; their  manes,  of  blood-red 
hue,  tower  over  the  water,  the  rest  of  them  floats  behind  | 
on  the  main,  trailing  a huge  undulating  length  ; the  brine  " 
foams  and  dashes  about  them;  they  are  already  on  shore, 
in  the  plain — with  their  glowing  eyes  bloodshot  and  fier)’, 
and  their  forked  tongues  playing  in  their  hissing  mouths. 
We  fly  all  ways  in  pale  teiTor : they,  in  an  unswerving 
column,  make  for  Laocoon,  and  first  each  serpent  folds 
round  one  of  his  two  sons,  clasping  the  youthful  body,  and 
greedily  devouring  the  poor  limbs.  Afterwards,  as  the 
father  comes  t6  the  rescue,  weapon  in  hand,  they  fasten 
on  him  and  lash  their  enormous  spires  tight  round  him — 
and  now  twice  folded  round  his  middle,  twice  embracing 
his  nc(;k  with  their  scaly  length,  they  tower  over  him  with 
uplifted  head  and  crest.  He  is  straining  with  agonising 
clutch  to  pull  the  knots  asunder,  his  priestly  fillets  all 
bedewed  with  gore  and  black  poison,  and  raising  all  the 
while  dreadful  cries  to  heaven — like  the  bellowing,  when 
a wounded  bull  darts  away  from  the  altar,  dashing  ofiT 
from  his  neck  the  ill-aimed  axe.  But  the  two  serpents 
escape  glidingly  to  the  temple  top,  making  for  the  height 
where  ruthless  Tritonia  is  enthroned,  and  there  shelter 
themselves  under  the  goddess’s  feet  and  the  round  of  her 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


IfK) 


THE  /EXEID. 


shield.  Tlieii,  indeed,  eveiy  breast  is  cowed  and  thrilled 
through  by  a new  and  strange  terror — every  voice  cries 
that  Laocoon  has  been  duly  punished  for  his  crime,  pro- 
faning the  sacred  wood  with  his  weapon’s  point,  and 
hurling  his  guilty  lance  against  the  back  of  the  steed. 
Ix't  the  image  be  drawn  to  her  temple,  and  let  prayer  be 
made  to  the  goddess,  is  the  general  cry — Ave  break 
through  the  walls  and  open  the  town  within.  All  gird 
them  to  the  work,  putting  wheels  to  run  easily  tinder  its 
feet,  and  throwing  lengths  of  hempen  tie  round  its  neck. 
It  scales  the  wails,  that  fateful  engine,  Avith  its  armed 
brood — boys  and  uiiAvcdded  girls,  standing  about  it,  chant 
sacred  hymns,  delighted  to  toucli  the  rojM;.  In  it  moves, 
rolling  Avith  threatening  broAv  into  the  heart  of  the  city. 
0 my  country  ! 0 Ilion,  home  of  tliegods  ! 0 j-e,  Dardan 
toAvers,  Avith  your  martial  fame  ! Yes — four  times  on  the 
gateAvay’s  very  threshold  it  stopped,  four  times  the  arms 
rattled  in  its  Avomb.  On,  hoAVCA'er,  Ave  press,  unheeding, 
in  the  blindness  of  our  frenzy,  and  lodge  the  ill-starred 
portent  in  our  halloAved  citadel.  E\-en  tlien  Cassandra 
unseals  to  speak  of  future  fate  those  lips  Avhich  by  the 
god’s  command  no  Trojan  ever  belicA'ed — Avhile  Ave,  alas  I 
Ave,  spend  the  da)’  tliat  Avas  to  be  our  last  in  croAvning  the 
temples  of  tlie  gods  Avith  festal  boughs  the  Avhole  city 
through. 

‘ Meantime  round  rolls  the  sky,  and  on  comes  night  from 
the  ocean,  Avrapping  in  its  mighty  shade  earth  and  heaven 
and  Myrmidon  Aviles : through  the  city  the  Trojans  are 
hushed  in  careless  repose,  their  tired  limbs  in  the  arms  of 
sleep.  Already  was  theArgiA’e  host  on  its  A\'ay  from  Tenedos, 
through  the  friendly  stillness  of  the  quiet  moon,  making  for 
the  Avell-knoAvn  shore,  when  see  ! the  royal  ship  mounts 
its  fire  signal,  and  Sinon,  sheltered  by  heaA^en’s  partial 
decree,  stealthily  sets  at  large  the  Danaans,  hid  in  that 
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treacherous  womb,  and  opens  the  pine-wood  door : tliey 
as  the  liorse  opeu.s  are  restored  to  upper  air,  and  leap  fortli 
with  joy  from  the  liollow  timber,  Thessander  and  Slhene- 
lus  leading  the  way,  and  the  dreaded  tllysses,  gliding 
down  the  lowered  rope,  and  Achamas  and  Thoa.s,  and 
Neoptolemus  of  Peleus’  line,  *aud  first  Maehaon,  and 
Menelaus,  and  the  framer  of  the  cheat  himself,  Epeus. 
They  laish  on  the  town  as  it  lies  drowned  in  sleep  and 
revelry.  The  watchers  are  put  to  the  sword,  the  gates 
thrown  open,  and  all  are  welcoming  their  comrades,  and 
uniting  with  the  conspiring  bands. 

‘It  was  just  the  time  when  first  slumber  comes  to  heal 
human  suflering,  stealing  on  men  by  heaven’s  bleasing 
with  balmiest  influence.  Lo  ! as  I slept,  before  my  eyes 
Ilcctor,  in  deepest  sorrow,  seemed  to  be  standing  by  me, 
shedding  rivers  of  tears — mangled  from  dragging  at  the 
car,  as  I remember  him  of  old,  and  black  with  gory  dust, 
and  with  his  swollen  feet  bored  by  the  thong.  Ay  me ! 
what  a sight  was  there ! what  a change  from  that  Hector 
of  ours,  who  comes  back  to  us  clad  in  the  spoils  of 
Achilles,  or  from  hurling  Phiygian  fire  on  Hanaan 
vessels  ! with  stiffened  beard  and  hair  matted  with  blood, 
and  those  wounds  fresh  about  him,  which  fell  on  him  so 
thickly  round  his  country’s  walls.  Methought  I ad- 
dressed him  first  with  tears  like  his  own,  fetching  from  my 
breast  the  accents  of  sorrow — “ 0 light  of  Dardan  land, 
surc^st  hope  that  Trojans  ever  had  ! What  delay  has  kept 
you  so  long?  From  what  clime  is  the  Hector  of  our 
longings  returned  to  us  at  last  ? O the  eyes  with  which, 
after  long  months  of  death  among  your  people,  months 
of  manifold  suffering  to  Troy  and  her  sons,  spent  and 
weary,  we  look  upon  you  now  ! What  unworthy  cause 
luis  marred  the  clear  beauty  of  those  features,  or  why  do 
I behold  these  wounds  ? ” He  answers  nought,  and  gives 
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no  idle  heed  to. .my  vain  inquiries,  but  with  a deep  sigh, 
heaved  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart — “ Ah ! fly,  goddess- 
born  ! ” cries  he,  “ and  escape  from  tliese  flames — the  walls 
are  in  the  enemy’s  hand— Troy  is  tumbling  from  its 
summit — the  claims  of  country  and  king  are  satisfied — if 
Pergamus  could  be  defended  by  force  of  hand,  it  would 
have  been  defended  by  mine,  in  my  day.  Your  country’s 
worship  and  her  gods  are  what  she  entrusts  to  you  now — 
take  them  to  share  your  destiny — seek  for  them  a mighty 
city,  wdiich  you  shall  one  day  build  when  you  have 
wandered  the  ocean  over.”  With  these  words  he  brings 
out  Queen  Vesta  with  her  fillets  and  the  ever-burning  fire 
from  the  secret  shrine. 

‘Meanwhile  the  city  in  its  various  quarters  is  being 
convulsed  with  agony — and  ever  more  and  more,  though 
my  father  Anchises’  palace  was  retired  in  the  privacy  of 
embosoming  trees,  the  sounds  deepen,  and  the  alarm  of 
battle  swells.  I start  up  from  sleep,  mount  the  sloping 
roof,  and  stand  intently  listening — even  as  when  among 
standing  corn  a spark  falls  with  a fierce  south  wund  to  fan 
it,  or  the  impetuous  stream  of  a mountain  torrent  sweeps 
the  fields,  sweeps  the  joyous  crops  and  the  bullocks’  toil, 
and  drives  the  w”ooda  headlong  before  it,  in  perplexed 
amazement  a shepherd  takes  in  the  crash  from  a rock’s 
tall  summit.  Then,  indeed,  all  doubt  was  over,  and  the 
wiles  of  the  Danaans  stood  confessed.  Already  Deipho- 
bus’  palace  has  fallen  with  a mighty  overthrow  before  the 
mastering  fire  god — already  his  neighbour  Ucalegon  is  in 
flames — the  expanse  of  the  Sigean  sea  shines  again  with 
the  blaze.  Up  rises  at  once  the  shouting  of  men  and  the 
braying  of  trumpets.  To  arms  I rush  in  frenzy — not  that 
good  cfiuse  is  showui  for  arms — but  to  muster  a troop  for 
fight,  and  run  to  the  citadel  with  my  comrades  is  my  first 
burning  impulse — madness  and  rage  drive  my  mind 
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headlong,  and  I think  how  glorious  to  die  with  arms  in 
my  hand. 

‘ But  see ! Panthus,  escaped  from  an  Achman  volley, 
Panthus,  Othrys’  son,  prie.st  of  Phcnbusin  the  citadel,  comes 
dragging  along  witli  his  own  hand  the  vanquislied  gods 
of  his  worship  and  his  young  grandchild,  and  making 
distractedly  for  my  door.  “ How  goes  the  day,  Panthus  ? 
What  hold  have  we  of  the  citadel?”  The  words  were 
scarcely  uttered  when  with  a groan  he  replies,  “ It  is 
come,  the  last  day,  the  inevitable  hour — on  Dardan  land 
no  more  Trojans ; no  more  of  Ilion,  and  the  great  renown 
of  the  sons  of  Teucer ; Jove,  in  his  cruelty,  has  carried  all 
over  to  Argos ; the  town  is  on  fire,  and  the  Danaans  are 
its  masters.  There,  planted  high  in  the  heart  of  the  city, 
the  horse  is  pouring  out  armed  men,  and  Sinon  is  Hinging 
about  fire  in  the  insolence  of  conquest ; some  are 
crowding  into  the  unfolded  gates— thousands,  many  as 
ever  came  from  huge  Mycenm  ; some  are  blocking  up  the 
narrow  streets,  with  weapons  pointed  at  all  comers ; the 
sharp  steel  with  its  gleaming  blade  stands  drawn,  ready 
for  slaughter;  hardly,  even  on  the  threshold,  the 
sentinels  of  the  gates  are  attempting  resistance,  in  a 
struggle  where  the  powers  of  war  are  blind.” 

‘ At  these  words  of  the  son  of  Othiys,  and  heaven’s  will 
thus  expressed,  I plunge  into  the  fire  and  the  battle, 
following  the  war-fiend’s  yell,  the  din  of  strife,  and  the 
shout  that  rose  to  the  sky.  There  join  me  Ehipeus  and 
Epytus,  bravest  in  fight,  crossing  my  way  in  the  moonlight, 
as  also  Hypanis  and  Dymas,  and  form  at  my  side ; young 
Coroebus,  too,  Mygdon’s  son ; he  happened  to  be  just  then 
come  to  Troy,  with  a frantic  passion  for  Cassandra,  and 
was  bringing  a son-in-law’s  aid  to  Priam  and  his  Phrygians 
— poor  boy  ! to  have  given  no  heed  to  the  warnings  of  his 
heaven-struck  bride!  Seeing  them  gathered  in  a mass 
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and  nerved  for  battle,  I begin  tliereon  : — “ Young  liearts, 
full  of  unavailing  valour,  if  your  desire  is  set  to  follow  a 
desperate  man,  you  see  what  the  plight  of  our  aflairs  is — 
gone  in  a body  from  shrine  and  altar  are  the  gods  who 
upheld  this  our  empire — the  city  you  succour  is  a blazing 
ruin  ; choose  we  then  death,  and  rush  we  into  the  thick  of 
the  fight.  The  one  safety  for  vanquished  men  is  to  hope 
for  none.”  These  words  stirred  their  young  spirits  to 
madness : then,  like  ravenous  wolves  in  night’s  dark 
cloud,  driven  abroad  by  the  blind  rage  of  lawless  hunger, 
with  their  cubs  left  at  home  waiting  their  return  with 
parched  jaws,  among  javelins,  among  foemen,  on  we  go 
wdth  no  uncertain  fate  before  us,  keeping  our  way 
through  the  heart  of  the  town,  while  night  flaps  over  us 
its  dark,  overshadowing  wings.  Who  could  ^unfold  in 
speech  the  carnage,  the  horrors  of  that  night,  or  make  liis 
tears  keep  pace  with  our  sufl’ering  ? It  is  an  ancient  city, 
falling  from  the  height  where  she  queened  it  many  a year ; 
and  heaps  of  unresisting  bodies  are  lying  confusedlj*  in 
the  streets,  in  the  house.s,  on  the  hallowed  steps  of  temples. 
Nor  is  it  on  Teucer’s  sons  alone  that  bloody  vengeance 
lights.  There  are  times  when  even  the  vanquished  feel 
courage  rushing  back  to  their  hearts,  and  the  conquering 
Danaans  fall.  Eveiy where  is  relentless  agony  ; everywhere 
terror,  and  the  vi.sion  of  death  in  many  a manifestation. 

‘ First  of  the  Danaans,  with  a large  band  at  his  back, 
Androgcos  crosses  our  way,  taking  us  for  a troop  of  his 
friends  in  his  ignorance,  and  hails  us  at  once  in  words  of 
fellowship  : “ Come,  my  men,  be  quick.  Why,  what  sloth 
is  keeping  you  .so  late  ? rergamus  is  on  fire,  and  the  rest 
of  us  are  spoiling  and  sacking  it,  and  here  are  you,  but 
jn.st  disembarked  from  your  tall  ships.”  lie  said,  and 
instantly,  for  no  reply  was  forthcoming  to  reassure  him, 
saw  that  he  had  fallen  into  the  thick  of  the  enemy. 
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Struck  with  consternation,  he  drew  back  foot  and  tongue. 
Just  as  a man  wlio  at  unawares  has  trodden  on  a snake 
among  thorns  and  briers  in  liis  walk,  and  recoils  at  once 
in  sudden  alarm  from  the  angry  uplifted  crest  and  the 
black  swelling  neck,  so  Androgeos,  appalled  at  the  sight, 
was  retiring.  But  we  rush  on  him,  and  close  round, 
weapons  in  hand ; and,  in  their  ignorance  of  the  ground, 
and  the  surprise  of  their  terror,  they  fall  before  us  every- 
where. Fortune  smiles  on  our  first  encounter.  Hereon 
Coroebus,  flushed  with  success  and  daring,  “ Gome,  my 
friends,”  he  cries,  “ where  Fortune  at  starting  directs  us  to 
the  path  of  safety,  and  reveals  herself  as  our  ally,  be  it 
ours  to  follow  on.  Let  us  change  shields,  and  see  if 
Danaan  decorations  will  fit  us.  Trick  or  strength  of 
hand,  who,  in  dealing  with  an  enemy,  asks  which? 
They  shall  arm  us  against  themselves.”  So  saying,  he 
puts  on  Androgeos’  crested  helm,  and  his  shield  with  its 
goodly  device,  and  fastens  to  his  side  an  Argive  sword. 
So  does  Bhipeus,  so  Dymas  too,  and  all  our  company, 
with  youthful  exultation,  each  arming  himself  out  of  the 
new-won  spoils.  On  we  go,  mixing  with  the  Greeks, 
under  auspices  not  our  own,  and  many  are  the  combats  in 
which  we  engage  in  the  blindne.ss  of  night,  many  the 
Danaans  wLom  we  send  down  to  the  shades.  They  fly  on 
all  hands : some  to  the  ships,  making  at  full  speed  for 
safety  on  the  shore ; others,  in  the  debasement  of  terror, 
climb  once  more  the  horse’s  huge  sides,  and  hide  them- 
selves in  the  womb  they  knew  so  well. 

‘ Alas ! it  is  not  for  man  to  throw  himself  on  the  gods 
against  their  will ! 

‘ Lo ! there  was  a princess  of  Priam’s  house  being 
dragged  by  her  dishevelled  hair  from  the  temple,  from 
the  very  shrine  of  Minerva,  Cassandra,  straining  Her 
flashing  eyes  to  heaven  in  vain — her  eyes — for  those  delL 
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cate  hands  were  confined  by  manacles.  The  sight  was 
too  much  for  the  infuriate  mind  of  Coroebus : rushing  to 
his  doom,  he  flung  himself  into  the  middle  of  the  hostile 
force.  One  and  all,  we  follow,  close  our  ranks,  and  fall 
on.  And  now,  first  from  the  temple’s  lofty  top  we  are 
overwhelmed  by  a shower  of  our  own  countrymen’s  darts, 
and  a most  piteous  carnage  ensues,  all  along  of  the 
appearance  of  our  arms  and  our  mistaken  Grecian  crests. 
Then  the  Danaans,  groaning  and  enraged  at  the  rescue  of 
the  maiden,  rally  from  all  sides,  and  fall  on  us.  Ajax,  in 
all  his  fury,  and  the  two  sons  of  Atreus,  and  the  whole 
array  of  the  Dolopes — even  as  one  day  when  the  tempest 
is  broken  loose,  and  wind  meets  wind — west,  and  south, 
and  east  exulting  in  his  orient  steeds — there  is  crashing 
in  the  woods,  and  Nereus,  in  a cloud  of  foam,  is  plying  his 
ruthless  trident,  and  stirring  up  the  sea  from  its  veiy 
bottom.  Such  of  the  foe,  moreover,  as  in  the  dai’k- 
ness  of  night  we  had  driven  routed  through  the  gloom — 
thanks  to  our  stratagem — and  scattered  the  whole  city 
over,  rally  again  : they  are  the  first  to  recognise  the 
imposture  of  shield  and  weapon,  and  to  mark  the  different 
sound  of  our  speech.  All  is  over — we  are  overwhelmed  by 
numbers : first  of  all,  Coroebus  is  stretched  low ; his  slayer 
Peneleos,  his  place  of  death  the  altar  of  the  Goddess  of 
Arms ; slain,  too,  is  Rhipeus,  the  justest  and  most  righteous 
man  in  Troy — but  Heaven’s  will  is  not  ours — down  go 
Hypanis  and  Dymas  both,  shot  by  their  friends ; nor 
could  all  your  acts  of  piety,  good  Panthus,  shield  you  in 
3»^our  fall ; no,  nor  the  fillet  of  Apollo  on  your  brow.  Ye 
ashes  of  Ilion,  and  thou,  funeral  lire  of  those  I loved, 
witness  ye  that  in  your  day  of  doom  I shrank  from  no 
Danaan  dart,  no  hand-to-hand  encounter ; nay,  that  had 
my  fate  been  to  fall,  my  hand  had  earned  it  well.  We 
are  parted  from  the  rest,  Iphitus,  Pelias,  and  I.  Iphitus, 


BOOK  II. 


167 


a man  on  wliom  yeai-s  were  already  pressing;  Pelias, 
crippled  by  a wound  from  Ulysses — all  three  summoned 
by  the  shouting  to  Priam’s  palace. 

‘ Here,  indeed,  the  conflict  was  gigantic — ju.st  as  if  the 
rest  of  the  war  were  nowhere — as  if  none  were  dying  in 
the  whole  city  beside : even  such  was  the  sight  we  saw — 
tlie  war  god  raging  untamed,  the  Danaans  streaming  up  to 
the  roof,  the  door  blockaded  by  a long  penthouse  of 
shields.  The  scaling  ladders  are  clasping  the  walls ; close 
to  the  veiy  door  men  are  climbing,  with  their  left  hands 
presenting  the  buckler  to  shelter  them  from  darts,  while 
with  their  right  they  are  clasping  the  battlements.  The 
Dardans,  on  their  part,  are  tearing  up  from  the  palace 
turret  and  roof — such  the  weapons  with  which,  in  their 
dire  e.xtreinity,  in  the  last  death-struggle,  they  make  ready 
for  their  defence — gilded  rafters,  the  stately  ornaments  of 
elder  days,  they  are  hurling  down ; while  others,  their 
swoi'ds  drawn,  are  stationed  at  the  doors  at  the  bottom, 
and  guarding  them  in  clo.se  array.  The  lire  revived  within 
me,  to  bring  succour  to  the  royal  roof,  and  relievo  those 
brave  men,  and  breathe  new  daring  into  the  vanquished. 

‘ A door  there  was,  a hidden  entrance,  a thoroughfare 
through  Priam’s  palace,  a postern  which  you  leave 
in  the  rear ; by  it  the  hajdess  Andromache,  while  yet  the 
throne  was  standing,  used  often  to  repair  unattended  to 
her  hu.sband’8  parents,  and  pull  the  boy  Astyanax  into 
his  grand-sire’s  pre.sence.  Through  it  I make  my  way  to 
the  summit  of  the  roof,  whence  the  wretched  Teucrians 
were  hurling  darts  without  avail.  There  was  a tower 
standing  precipitous,  its  roof  reared  high  to  the  stars, 
whence  could  be  seen  all  Troy,  and  the  Uanaan  fleet,  and 
the  Achaean  camp ; to  this  we  applied  our  weapons,  just 
where  the  lofty  flooring  made  the  joining  insecure;  we 
wrench  it  from  its  eminence,  we  have  toppled  it  over — 
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down  it  falls  at  once,  a huge  crashing  ruin,  and  tumbles 
far  and  wide  over  the  Danaan  ranks.  But  others  fill  their 
place ; while  stones  and  every  kind  of  missile  keep  rain- 
ing unabated. 

‘ There  in  the  entry,  at  the  very  gate,  is  Pyrrhus  in  his 
gloiy,  gleaming  with  spear  and  sword,  and  with  all  the 
brilliance  of  steel.  Even  as  against  the  daylight  a serpent 
gorged  with  baleful  herbage,  whom  winter’s  cold  of  late 
was  keeping  swollen  underground.  Now,  liis  skin  shed, 
in  new  life  and  in  the  beauty  of  youth,  rears  his  breast 
erect,  and  wreathes  his  shining  scales,  towering  to  the 
sun,  and  flashes  in  his  mouth  his  three-forked  tongue. 
With  him  gigantic  Periphas  and  Automedon,  his  armour- 
bearer,  once  Achilles’  charioteer,  with  him  the  whole 
chivalry  of  Scyros  press  to  the  walls,  and  hurl  up  fire  to 
the  roof.  Himself  among  the  foremost,  a two-edged  axe 
in  hand,  is  bursting  through  the  stubborn  door  and 
forcing  from  their  hinges  the  valves  copper-sheathed  ; see ! 
now  he  has  cut  out  a j)lank  and  delved  into  that  stout  heart 
of  oak,  and  made  a wide  gaping  window  in  the  middle. 
There  is  seen  the  house  within,  and  the  long  vista  of  the 
hall ; there  is  seen  the  august  retirement  of  Priam,  and 
the  monarchs  of  past  days,  and  armed  warriors  are  dis- 
closed standing  in  the  entrance. 

‘ But  the  palace  within  is  a confused  scene  of  shrieking 
and  piteous  disorder ; the  vaulted  chambers  wail  from 
their  hollow  depths  with  female  lamentation  ; the  noise 
strikes  the  golden  stars  above.  The  terror-stricken 
matrons  are  running  to  and  fro  through  the  spacious 
courts,  clinging  claspingly  to  the  gates  and  printing  them 
with  kisses.  On  presses  Pyrrhus  with  all  his  father’s  might ; 
neither  barrier  of  oak  nor  yet  living  guard  can  resist 
him ; the  door  gives  way  under  the  thick  strokes  of  the 
battery,  and  the  valves  are  torn  from  their  hinges  and 
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brouglit  down.  Force  finds  its  way ; the  Danaans  burst 
a passage,  rush  in,  and  slaughter  those  they  meet,  and  the 
whole  wide  space  is  Hooded  with  soldiers.  With  far  less 
fury,  when  the  river,  all  foam,  has  broken  the  prison  of 
its  banks  and  streamed  with  triumphant  tide  over  the 
barriers  set  to  check  it,  down  it  comes  tumbling  along 
the  corn-fields,  and  along  the  whole  country  sweeps  away 
herd  and  stall.  With  my  own  eyes  I saw  Neoptolemus, 
mad  with  carnage,  and  the  two  Atridae  on  the  palace- 
floor.  I saw  Hecuba  and  her  hundred  daughters-in-law, 
and  Priam  at  the  altar,  polluting  with  his  blood  the  flames 
he  had  himself  made  holy.  Those  fifty  marriage-chambers, 
the  splendid  promise  of  children’s  children,  doors  gorgeous 
with  barbaric  gold  and  plundered  treasure,  all  sank  in 
dust.  Where  the  fire  flags,  tlie  Danaans  are  masters. 

‘ Perhaps,  too,  you  may  be  curious  to  hear  the  fate  of 
Priam,  When  he  saw  his  city  fallen  and  captured,  the 
doors  of  his  palace  burst  open,  the  foe  in  the  heart  of  his 
home’s  .sanctuary,  poor  old  man  ! helplessly  and  hopelessly 
he  puts  about  his  shoulders,  trembling  with  age,  his 
armour,  long  di.«used,  and  girds  on  his  unavailing  sword, 
and  is  going  to  his  doom  among  the  thick  of  the  foe. 
In  the  midst  of  the  palace,  under  the  naked  height  of  the 
sky,  stood  a great  altar,  and  by  it  a bay  tree  of  age 
untold,  leaning  over  the  altar  and  enfolding  the  house- 
hold gods  in  its  shade.  Here  about  the  altar  Hecuba 
and  her  daughters,  all  helpless,  like  doves  driven  head- 
long down  by  a murky  tempest,  huddled  together  and 
clinging  to  the  sbilues  of  the  gods,  were  sitting.  But 
when  she  saw  I’riam — yes,  Priam — wearing  the  arms  of  his 
youth — “ What  monstrous  thought,”  cries  she,  “ my  most 
wretched  spouse,  has  moved  you  to  gird  on  these 
weapons?  or  to  what  are  you  hurrying?  It  is  not  help 
like  this,  not  protections  like  those  you  wear,  that  the 
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crisis  needs.  No,  not  even  if  my  lost  Hector  were  now 
nt  our  side.  Come,  join  us  here  at  last ; this  altar  shall 
be  a defence  for  us  all,  or  we  will  die  together.”  With 
these  words  she  took  him  to  where  she  was,  and  lodged 
his  aged  frame  in  the  liaUowed  resting-place. 

‘ But,  see ! here  is  Polites,  one  of  Priam’s  sons  escaped 
from  Pyrrhus’  murderous  hand,  through  showers  of  diU"t.s 
and  masses  of  foemen,  hying  down  the  long  corridors  and 
traversing  the  empty  courts,  sore  and  wounded,  while 
Pyrrhus,  all  on  fire,  is  pursuing  him  with  a deadly  stroke, 
his  hand  all  but  grasping  him,  his  spear  close  upon  him. 
Just  as  at  liist  he  won  his  way  into  the  view  and  pre- 
sence of  his  parents,  down  he  fell  and  poured  out  his  life 
in  a gush  of  blood.  Hereon  Priam,  though  hemmed  in  by 
death  on  all  sides,  could  not  restrain  himself,  or  control 
voice  and  passion.  “ Aye,”  cries  he,  “ for  a crime,  for  an 
outrage  like  this,  may  the  gods,  if  there  is  any  sense  of 
right  in  heaven  to  take  cognizance  of  such  deeds,  give 
you  the  full  thanks  you  merit,  and  pay  you  your  due 
reward ; you,  who  have  made  me  look  with  my  own 
eyes  on  my  son’s  death,  and  stained  a father’s  presence 
with  the  sight  of  blood.  But  he  Avhom  your  lying  tongue 
calls  your  sire,  Achilles,  dealt  not  thus  with  Priam  his  foe 
— he  had  a cheek  that  could  crimson  at  a suppliant’s 
rights,  a suppliant’s  honour.  Hector’s  lifeless  body  he 
gave  back  to  the  tomb,  and  sent  me  home  to  my  realms 
in  peace.”  So  said  the  poor  old  man,  and  hurled  at  him 
a dart  unwarlike,  unwounding,  which  the  ringing  brass 
at  once  shook  off,  and  left  hanging  helplessly  from  the 
end  of  the  shield’s  boss.  Pyrrhus  retorts  : “ You  shall 
take  your  complaint,  then,  and  carry  your  news  to  my 
father,  Pelides.  Tell  him  about  my  shocking  deeds,  about 
his  degenerate  Neoptolemus,  and  do  not  foi-get.  Now 
die.”  With  these  words  he  dragged  him  to  the  very  altar. 
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])iilsie(l  and  sliding  in  a pool  of  his  son’s  blood,  wreathed 
his  left  hand  in  his  hair,  and  witli  his  right  flashed  forth 
and  sheatlied  in  his  side  the  sword  to  the  hilt.  Such  was 
tlie  end  of  Priam’s  fortunes,  such  the  fatal  lot  that 
fell  upon  him,  with  Troy  blazing  and  Pergamus  in  ruins 
before  his  eyes — upon  him,  once  the  haughty  ruler  of 
those  many  nations  and  kingdoms,  the  sovereign  lord  of 
Asia!  There  he  lies  on  the  shore,  a gigantic  trunk,  a 
heail  severed  from  the  .shoulders,  a body  without  a name. 

‘ Now,  for  the  first  time  grim  horror  prisoned  me  round 
— I was  wildered — there  rose  up  the  image  of  my  dear 
father,  as  I sa\v  the  king,  his  fellow  in  age,  breathing  out 
his  life  through  that  ghastly  wound.  There  rose  up  Creusa 
unprotected,  my  house,  now  plundered,  and  the  chance  to 
which  I had  left  my  little  lulus.  I cast  my  eyes  back 
and  look  about  to  see  what  strength  there  is  round  me. 
All  had  forsaken  me,  too  tired  to  stay  ; they  had  leapt 
to  the  ground,  or  dropped  helplessly  into  the  flames. 
And  now  I was  there  alone.  When  lodged  in  the  temple 
of  Vesta,  and  crouching  mutely  in  its  darkest  recess,  the 
daughter  of  Tyndareus  meets  my  eye ; the  brilliant 
blaze  gives  light  to  my  wandering  feet  and  ranging 
glance.  Yes,  she  in  her  guilty  fears,  dreading  at  once  the 
Teucrians  whom  the  overthrow  of  Pergamus  had  made 
her  foes,  and  the  vengeance  of  the  Danaans,  and  the 
wrath  of  the  husband  she  abandoned — she,  the  common 
fiend  of  Troy  and  of  her  country,  had  hid  herself  away, 
and  was  sitting  in  hateful  solitude  at  the  altar.  My  spirit 
kindled  into  flame — a fury  seized  me  to  avenge  my  country 
in  its  fall,  and  to  do  justice  on  a wretch.  “ So  she  is  to 
see  Sparta  and  her  native  Mycente  again  in  safety,  and  i.s 
to  move  as  a queen  in  a triumj)h  of  her  own  ? She  is  to 
look  upon  her  lord  and  her  old  home,  her  children  and 
her  parents,  with  a crowd  of  our  Trojan  ladies  and  Phry- 
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gian  captives  to  wait  on  her  ? Sliall  it  be  for  this  that 
Priam  lias  died  by  the  sword,  that  Troy  has  been  burnt 
witli  fire,  that  tlie  Dardan  shore  has  gushed  so  oft  with 
the  sweat  of  blood  ? Xo,  never — for  though  there  are  no 
proud  memories  to  be  won  by  vengeance  on  a woman,  no 
laurels  to  be  reaped  from  a conquest  like  this,  yet  the 
extinction  of  so  base  a life  and  the  exaction  of  vengeance  so 
merited  will  count  as  a praise,  and  it  will  be  a joy  to  have 
glutted  my  spirit  with  the  flame  of  revenge  and  slaked 
the  thirsty  ashes  of  those  I love.”  Such  were  the  wild 
words  I was  uttering,  such  the  impulse  of  my  infuriate 
heart,  when  suddenly  there  appeared  to  me,  brighter  than 
I had  ever  seen  her  before,  and  shone  forth  in  clear 
radiance  through  the  night,  my  gracious  mother,  all  her 
deity  confessed,  •with  the  .same  mien  and  .stature  by  which 
she  is  known  to  the  dwellers  in  heaven.  She  seized  me 
by  the  hand  and  stayed  me,  seconding  her  action  •with 
these  words  from  her  roseate  li[)s  : “ My  son,  what  mighty 
agony  is  it  that  stirs  up  this  untamed  passion  ? What 
means  your  frenzy  ? or  whither  has  fled  your  care  for 
me?  Will  you  not  first  .see  where  you  have  left  your 
father  Anchises,  spent  •with  age  as  he  is?  whether  your 
wife,  Creusa,  be  yet  alive,  and  your  child,  Ascanius  ? All 
about  them  the  Grecian  armies  are  ranging  to  and  fro, 
and  were  not  my  care  exerted  to  rescue  them,  ere  this 
they  had  bt*en  snatched  by  the  flame,  devoured  by  the 
foeman’s  sword.  It  is  not  the  hated  beauty  of  the 
daughter  of  Tyndareas,  the  8partiin  woman — not  the 
reviled  Paris.  Xo,  it  is  heaven,  unpilying  heaven  that  is 
overturning  this  grejit  empire  and  levelling  Tro}’  from  its 
summit.  See  here — for  I will  take  away  wholly  the 
cloud  whose  veil,  cast  over  your  eyes,  dulls  your  mortal 
vision  and  darkhs  round  you  damp  and  thick— -do  you 
on  your  part  shrink  in  naught  from  your  mother’s  com- 


Digitized  by  Google 


IUJ(JK  U. 


1G3 


mands,  nor  refuse  to  obey  the  instructions  she  gives. 
Here,  where  you  see  luige  masses  rent  asunder,  and  stones 
wrenched  fi’om  stones,  and  blended  torrents  of  smoke 
and  dust,  is  Neptune  with  his  mighty  trident  shaking  tlie 
walls  and  upheaving  the  veiy  foundations  ; here  is  Juno, 
cruellest  of  foes,  posted  at  the  entry  of  the  Sc®an  gate, 
and  summoning  in  tones  of  fury  from  the  ships  her  con- 
federate band,  Iierself  girt  with  steel  like  them.  Look 
behind  you — there  is  Tritonian  Pallas,  seated  already  on 
the  .summit  of  our  towers,  in  the  lurid  glare  of  her  storm- 
cloud  and  grim  Gorgon’s  head.  The  great  Father  himself 
is  nen-ing  the  Danaans  with  courage  and  strength  for 
victory — himself  leading  the  gods  against  our  Hardan 
forces.  Come,  my  son,  catch  at  flight  while  you  may 
and  bring  the  struggle  to  an  end.  I will  not  leave  you, 
till  I have  set  you  in  safety  at  your  father’s  door."  She 
had  ceased,  and  veiled  herself  at  once  in  night’s  thickest 
shadows.  I see  a vision  of  awful  shapes — mighty  pre- 
sences of  gods  arrayed  against  Troy. 

‘ Then,  indeed,  I beheld  all  Ilion  sinking  into  flame,  and 
Neptune’s  city,  Troy,  overturned  from  its  base.  Even  as 
an  ancient  ash  on  the  mountain-top,  which  woodmen  have 
hacked  with  steel  and  repeated  hatchet  strokes,  and  are 
trj-ing  might  and  main  to  dislodge — it  keeps  nodding 
menacingly,  its  leafy  head  palsied  and  shaken,  till  at  last, 
gradually  overborne  by  wound  after  wound,  it  has  given 
its  death-groan,  and  fallen  uprooted  in  ruined  length  along 
the  hill.  I come  down,  and,  following  my  heavenly  guide, 
thread  my  way  through  flames  and  foemen,  while  weapons 
glance  aside  and  flames  retire. 

‘ Now  when  at  last  I had  reached  the  door  of  ray  father’s 
house,  that  old  house  I knew  so  Avell,  my  sire,  whom  it 
was  my  first  re,solve  to  carry  away  high  up  the  hills — who 
was  the  first  object  I .sought — refirses  to  survive  the 

M 2 


Digitized  by  Google 


104 


TUE  ^NEID. 


razing  of  Troy  and  submit  to  banishment.  “You, 
%v])ose  young  blood  is  untainted,  whose  strength  is  firmly 
biised  and  self-sustained,  it  is  for  5'ou  to  think  of  flight. 
Por  me,  had  the  dwellers  in  heaven  willed  me  to  pro- 
long my  life,  they  would  have  preserved  for  me  my  home. 
It  is  enough  and  more  than  enough  to  have  witnessed  one 
sae.k,  to  have  once  outlived  the  capture  of  my  city.  Here, 
()  here  as  I lie,  bid  farewell  to  my  corpse  and  begone.  I 
will  find  me  a warrior’s  death.  The  enemy  will  have 
mercy  on  me,  and  my  spoils  will  tempt  him.  The  loss  of 
a tomb  will  fall  on  me  lightly.  Long,  long  have  I been 
a clog  on  time,  hated  of  heaven  and  useless  to  earth,  fi-om 
the  day  when  the  father  of  gods  and  sovereign  of  men 
blasted  me  with  the  wind  of  his  lightning,  and  laid  on 
me  the  finger  of  flame.” 

‘ Such  the  words  he  kept  on  repeating  and  continued 
unshaken,  while  we  were  shedding  our  hearts  in  tears — 
Creusa,  my  wife,  and  Ascanius  and  my  whole  house, 
imploring  my  father  not  to  be  bent  on  dragging  all  with 
him  to  ruin,  and  lending  his  weight  to  the  avalanche  of 
de.«tiny.  But  he  I'efuses,  and  will  not  be  moved  from  his 
purpose  or  his  home.  Once  more  I am  plunging  into 
battle,  and  choosing  death  in  the  agony  of  my  wretchedness 
— for  what  could  wisdom  or  fortune  do  for  me  now? 
Vs]  lat,  my  father?  that  I could  stir  a step  to  escape, 
leaving  you  behind  ? was  this  your  expectation  ? could 
aught  so  shocking  fixll  from  a parent’s  lips  ? No — if  it  is 
the  will  of  heaven  that  naught  of  this  mighty  city  should 
be  s])arcd — if  your  purpose  is  fixed,  and  you  find  pleasure 
in  throwing  yourself  and  yours  on  Troy’s  blazing  pile,  the 
door  stands  open  for  the  death  j'ou  crave.  Pyrrhus  will  be 
here  in  a moment,  fresh  from  bathing  in  Priam’s  blood — 
Pyrrhus,  who  butchers  the  son  before  the  fixther’s  fixee,  who 
butchers  the  father  at  the  altar.  Gracious  Mother ! was  it 
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for  tliis  that  thou  rescuest  me  from  fire  and  sword — all  that 
I may  see  the  foe  in  the  heart  of  my  home’s  sanctuaiy — 
may  see  ray  Ascanius,  and  my  father,  and  my  Creusa  by 
them  sacrificed  in  a pool  of  each  other’s  blood?  My 
arms,  friends,  bring  me  my  ai  ms ! the  call  of  the  day  of 
death  rings  in  the  ears  of  the  conquered.  Give  me  back 
to  the  Damians,  let  me  return  and  renew  the  combat. 
Never  shall  this  day  see  us  all  slaughtered  unresisting. 

‘ Now  I gird  on  my  sword  again,  and  was  buckling  and 
fitting  my  shield  to  my  left  arm,  and  making  my  way  out  of 
the  house — when  lo ! my  wife  on  the  threshold,  began  to 
clasp  and  cling  to  my  feet,  holding  out  my  little  lulus  to 
his  father.  “ If  it  is  to  death  you  are  going,  then  carry  us 
with  you  to  death  and  all,  but  if  experience  gives  you 
any  hope  in  the  arms  you  are  resuming,  let  your  firet 
stand  be  made  at  your  home.  To  whom,  think  you,  are 
you  leaving  your  little  lulus — your  father,  and  me  who 
was  once  styled  your  wife  ? ” 

‘ Thus  she  was  crying,  while  her  moaning  filled  the 
house,  when  a portent  appears,  sudden  and  marvellous  to 
relate.  Even  while  the  hands  and  eyes  of  his  grieving 
parents  were  upon  him,  lo,  a flickering  tongue  of  flame 
on  the  top  of  lulus’  head  was  seen  to  shoot  out  light, 
playing  round  his  soft  curly  locks  with  innocuous  contact 
and  pasturing  about  his  temples.  We  are  all  hurry  and 
alarm,  shaking  out  his  blazing  hair  and  quenching  the 
sacred  fire  with  water  from  the  spring — but  Anchises  my 
father  raised  his  eyes  in  ecstasy  to  heaven,  directing  hand 
and  voice  to  the  stars  : “ Almighty  Jove,  if  any  prayer 
can  bow  thy  will,  look  down  on  us — ’tis  all  I crave — and 
if  our  piety  have  earned  requital,  grant  us  thy  succour, 
father,  and  ratify  the  omen  we  now  see.”  Scarce  had  the 
old  man  spoken,  when  there  came  a sudden  peal  of 
thunder  on  the  left,  and  a star  fell  from  heaven  and  swept 


Digitized  by  Google 


100 


TIIK  a;nkii). 


through  the  gloom  with  a torchlike  train  and  a blaze  of 
light.  Over  the  top  of  the  house  we  see  it  pass,  and  mark 
its  course  along  the  sky  till  it  buries  itself  lustrously  in 
Ida’s  wood — then  comes  a long  furrowed  line  of  light, 
and  a sulphurous  smoke  fdls  the  space  all  about.  Then 
at  length  overcome,  my  father  raises  him.self  towards  the 
sky,  addresses  the  gods,  and  does  reverence  to  the  siicred 
meteor:  “No  more,  no  more  delay  from  me.  I follow 
your  guidance,  and  am  already  in  the  way  by  which  you 
would  lead  me.  Gods  of  my  country  ! preserve  my 
hou.se,  ])re.serve  my  grandchild.  Yours  is  this  augury — 
j'our  shield  is  stretched  over  Troy.  Yes,  my  son,  I give 
way,  and  shrink  not  from  accompanying  your  flight.”  He 
said — and  by  this  the  blaze  is  heard  louder  and  louder 
through  the  streets,  and  the  flames  roll  their  hot  volumes 
nearer.  “ Come  then,  dear  father,  take  your  seat  on  my 
back,  my  shoulders  shall  support  you,  nor  shall  I feel  the 
task  a burden.  Fall  things  as  they  may,  we  twain  will 
share  the  peril,  share  the  deliverance.  Let  my  little 
lulus  walk  by  my  side,  while  my  wife  follows  our  steps 
at  a distance.  You,  our  servants,  attend  to  what  I now 
say.  As  j’ou  leave  the  city  there  is  a mound,  where 
sUinds  an  ancient  temple  of  Ceres  all  alone,  and  by  it  an 
old  cypress,  observed  these  many  years  by  the  reverence 
of  our  sire.s.  This  .shall  be  our  point  of  meeting  in  one 
place  from  many  quarters.  Y'ou,  my  fiither,  take  in  your 
hand  these  .sacred  things,  our  country’s  household  gods. 
For  me,  ju.st  emerged  from  this  mighty  war,  with  the 
stains  of  carnage  fresh  upon  me,  it  were  sacrilege  to  touch 
them,  till  I have  cleanseil  me  in  the  running  stream.” 

‘ So  .saying,  I spread  o»t  my  shoulders,  bow  my  neck, 
cover  them  with  a robe,  a lion’s  tawny  hide,  and  take  up 
the  piwious  burden.  ]\Iy  little  lulus  has  fastened  his 
hand  in  mine,  and  is  following  his  father  with  ill-matched 
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steps,  my  wife  comes  on  behind.  On  we  go,  keeping 
in  the  shade — and  I,  who  erewliile  quailed  not  for  a 
moment  at  the  darts  that  rained  upon  me  or  at  the  masses 
of  Greeks  that  barred  my  patl),  now  am  scared  by  every 
breath  of  air,  startled  by  eveiy  sound,  fluttered  as  I am, 
and  fearing  alike  for  him  who  holds  my  hand  and  him  I 
carry.  And  now  I was  nearing  the  gates,  and  the  whole 
journcj'  seemed  accomplished,  when  suddenly  the  noise 
of  thick  trampling  feet  came  to  my  ear,  and  my  father 
looks  onward  through  the  darknes.s.  “ Son,  son,”  he  cries, 
“ fly : they  are  upon  us.  I distingui.sh  the  fla.shing  of  their 
shields  and  the  gleam  of  their  steel.”  In  this  alarm  soma 
unfriendly  power  perplexed  and  took  away  my  judgment. 
For,  while  I was  tracking  {daces  where  no  track  was,  and 
swerving  from  the  wonted  line  of  road,  woe  is  me  ! destiny 
tore  from  me  mj^  wife  Creusa.  Whether  she  stopped,  or 
strayed  from  the  road,  or  sat  down  fatigued,  I never  knew 
— nor  was  she  ever  restored  to  my  eyes  in  life.  Nay,  I 
did  not  look  back  to  discover  my  loss,  or  turn  my  thoughts 
that  way  till  we  had  come  to  the  mound  and  temple  of 
ancient  Ceres  ; then  at  last,  when  all  were  mustered,  she 
alone  was  missing,  and  failed  those  who  should  have 
travelled  with  her,  her  son  and  husband  both.  Whom  of 
gods  or  men  did  my  ujibraiding  voice  spare?  what  sight 
in  all  the  ruin  of  the  city  made  my  heart  bleed  more  ? 
A.scaniiis  and  Aitchises  my  fiither  and  the  Teucrian  house- 
hold gods  I give  to  my  comrades’  care,  and  lodge  them  in 
the  winding  glade.  I repair  again  to  the  city  and  don 
my  shining  armour.  My  mind  is  set  to  try  every  hazard 
again,  and  retrace  my  path  through  the  whole  of  Troy, 
and  ex{x)se  my  life  to  peril  once  more.  First  I repair 
again  to  the  city  walls,  and  the  gate’s  dark  entry  by  which 
I had  passed  out.  I track  and  follow  my  footsteps  back 
through  the  night,  and  traverse  the  gi'ound_with  my  eye. 
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Eveiywhere  my  sense  is  soared  by  the  horror,  scared  by 
the  very  stillness.  Next  I betake  me  home,  in  the  hope, 
the  fiiint  hope  that  she  may  have  turned  her  steps  thither. 
The  Danaans  had  broken  in  and  were  lodged  in  every 
chamber.  All  is  over — the  gr-eedy  flame  is  wafted  by 
the  wind  to  the  roof,  the  fire  towers  triumphant — the 
glow  streams  madly  heavenwards.  I pass  on,  and  look 
again  at  Priam’s  palace  and  the  citadel.  There  already 
in  the  empty  cloisters,  yes,  in  Juno’s  sanctuary,  chosen 
guards,  Phoenix  and  Ulysses  the  terrible,  were  watching 
the  spoil.  Here  are  gathered  the  treasures  of  Troy 
torn  from  blazing  shrines,  tables  of  gods,  bowls  of  solid 
gold  and  captive  vestments  in  one  great  heap.  Boys  and 
mothers  stand  trembling  all  about  in  long  array. 

‘ Nay,  I was  emboldened  even  to  fling  random  cries 
through  the  darkness.  I filled  the  streets  with  shouts,  and 
in  my  agony  called  again  and  again  on  my  Creusa  with 
unavailing  iteration.  As  I was  thus  making  my  search 
and  raving  unceasingly  the  whole  city  through,  the 
hapless  shade,  the  spectre  of  my  own  Creusa  appeared  in 
my  pre.sence — a likeness  larger  than  the  life.  I was 
aghast,  my  hair  stood  erect,  my  tongue  clove  to  my  mouth, 
while  she  began  to  address  me  thus,  and  relieve  my  trouble 
with  words  like  these : “ Whence  this  strange  pleasure 
in  indulging  frantic  grief,  my  darling  husband  ? it  is  not 
without  Heaven’s  will  that  these  things  are  happening ; 
that  you  should  carry  your  Creusa  with  you  on  your 
journey  is  forbidden  by  fate,  forbidden  by  the  mighty 
ruler  of  Heaven  above.  You  have  long  years  of  exile,  a 
vast  expanse  of  ocean  to  traverse — and  then  you  will 
arrive  at  the  land  of  Hespeina,  where  Tiber,  Lydia’s  river, 
rolls  his  gentle  volumes  through  rich  and  cultured  plains. 
There  you  have  a smiling  future,  a kingdom  and  a royal 
bride  waiting  your  coming.  Dry  your  tears  for  Creusa, 


Digitized  by  Coogic 


BOOK  ir. 


100 


your  heart’s  choice  tliough  she  be.  I am  not  to  see  the 
face  of  Myrmidons  or  Dolopes  in  their  haughty  homes,  or 
to  enter  the  service  of  some  Grecian  matron — I,  a Dardan 
princess,  daughter  by  marriage  of  Venus  the  immortal. 
No,  I am  kept  in  this  -countrj’  by  Heaven’s  mighty 
mother.  And  now  farewell,  and  continue  to  love  your 
son  and  mine.”  Thus  having  s{X)ken,  spite  of  my  tears, 
spite  of  the  thousand  things  I longed  to  say,  she  left  me 
and  vanished  into  unsubstantial  air.  Thrice,  as  I stood,  I 
essayed  to  fling  my  arms  round  her  neck — thrice  the 
phantom  escaped  the  liands  that  caught  at  it  in  vain — 
impalpable  as  the  wind,  fleeting  as  the  wings  of 
sleep.- 

‘ So  passed  my  night,  ami  such  was  my  return  to  my 
comrades.  Anived  there,  I find  with  wonder  their  band 
swelled  by  a vast  multitude  of  new  companions,  matrons 
and  warriors  both,  an  army  mustered  for  exile,  a crowd 
of  the  wretched.  From  every  side  they  were  met,  pre- 
pared in  heart  as  in  fortune  to  follow  me  over  the  sea  to 
any  land  where  I might  take  them  to  settle.  And  now 
the  morning  star  was  rising  over  Ida’s  loftiest  ridge  with 
the  day  in  its  train — Danaan  sentinels  were  blocking  up 
the  entry  of  the  gates,  and  no  hope  of  succour  appeared. 
I retired  at  last,  took  up  iny  fatlier,  and  made  for  the 
mountains. 
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‘ After  that  it  liad  seemed  well  to  the  powers  above  to 
overthrow  Asia’s  fortunes  and  Priam’s  guiltless  nation  ; 
after  that  Ilion  fell  headlong  from  its  pride,  and  Troy, 
which  Neptune  reared,  became  one  levelled  smoking  ruin, 
we  are  driven  by  auguries  from  heaven  to  look  elsewhere 
for  the  exile’s  home  in  lands  yet  unpeopled.  We  build 
us  a fleet  under  the  shadow  of  Antandros  and  the  range 
of  our  own  Phrygian  Ida,  all  uncertain  whither  fate  may 
carry  us,  where  it  may  be  our  lot  to  settle,  and  muster 
men  for  sailing.  Scarcely  had  summer  set  in,  when  my 
father,  Anchises,  was  bidding  us  spread  our  sails  to 
destin3^  Then  I give  my  last  teai  ful  look  to  my  countiy’s 
shores  and  her  harbours,  and  those  plains  where  Troy 
once  stood  but  stands  no  longer.  A banished  man,  I am 
wafted  into  the  deep  with  my  comrades  and  my  son,  my 
household  gods  and  their  mighty  brethren. 

‘ In  the  distance  lies  the  laud  of  the  war-god,  inhabited, 
in  vast  extent — the  Thracians  are  its  tillers — subject 
erewhile  to  Lycurgus’  savage  sway,  bound  by  old 
hospitality  to  Troy,  their  household  gods  friends  of 
ours,  while  our  star  yet  shone.  Hither  I am  wafted,  and 
on  the  bending  line  of  coast  trace  the  outline  of  a city,  a 
commencement  made  in  an  evil  hour,  and  call  the  new 
nation  uEneadse,  after  my  own  name. 

‘ I was  sacrificing  to  my  parent,  Dione’s  daughter,  and 
the  rest  of  the  gods,  that  they  might  bless  the  work  I had 
begun,  and  was  slaying  to  the  heavenly  monarch  of  the 
powers  above  a bull  of  shining  whiteness  on  the  shore.  It 
happened  that  there  was  a mound  near,  on  whose  top 
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were  plants  of  cornel,  and  a myrtle  bristling  thick  with 
spear-like  wands.  I drew  near,  and  essayed  to  pull  up 
from  the  ground  the  green  forest  growth,  that  I might 
liave  leafy  boughs  wherewith  to  shadow  the  altar,  when 
I see  a portent  dreadful  and  marvellous  to  tell.  For  the 
first  tree  tliat  I pull  up  from  the  soil,  severing  its  roots, 
from  that  tree  trickle  chops  of  black  blood,  staining  the 
earth  with  gore.  For  me^  a freezing  shudder  palsies  ray 
frame,  and  my  chilled  blood  cairdles  with  affright.  Again 
I go  on  to  pluck  tlie  reluctant  fibres  of  a second  tree,  and 
thus  probe  the  hidden  cause  to  the  bottom  ; as  surely 
from  the  bark  of  that  .second  tree  the  black  blood  follows. 
Much  musing  in  my  mind,  I began  to  call  on  the  nymphs 
of  the  wood,  and  Gradivus,  our  father,  patron  of  the  land 
of  Thrace,  that  tliey  might  duly  turn  the  appearance  to 
good,  and  make  the  heavy  omen  light.  But  when  I come 
to  tear  up  a third  s[)ear-shaft  with  a still  greater  effort, 
straining  with  my  knees  against  the  sand  which  pressed 
on  them — ought  I to  tell  the  tale  or  hold  my  peace? — a 
lamentable  groan  is  heard  from  the  bottom  of  the  mound, 
and  the  utterance  of  a human  voice  reaches  my  ear  : 
“ Why,  ^neas,  mangle  a wretch  like  me  ? Spm*e  me  at 
length  in  my  grave — spare  those  pious  hands  the  stain  of 
guilt.  It  was  not  an  alien  to  you  that  Troy  bore  in 
bearing  me — it  is  no  alien’s  blood  that  is  trickling  from 
the  stem.  Ah  ! fly  from  this  land  of  cruelty,  fly  from 
this  shore  of  greed,  for  I am  Polydorus.  Here  I lie, 
pierced  and  buried  by  a growing  crop  of  spears  that  has 
shot  into  sharp  javelins.” 

‘ Then,  indeed,  terror,  blank  and  irresolute,  came  over 
me — I was  aghast — my  hair  stood  erect,  my  tongue  clove 
to  my  mouth.  Yes,  this  Polydorus  had  long  ago  been 
sent  secretly  by  Priam,  unhappy  then  as  ever,  with  a vast 
weight  of  gold,  to  be  broughtup  by  the  king  of  Thrace,  when 


172 


THE  .ENEID. 


he  had  already  come  to  despair  of  tlie  arms  of  Dardania, 
and  saw  the  siege  folding  closer  round  his  city.  When 
the  power  of  the  Thracians  had  been  broken,  and  their 
star  set,  the  Thracian  followed  Agamemnon’s  fortunes, 
and  joined  tlie  standard  of  the  conqueror — every  tie  of 
duty  is  snapped — he  murders  Polydorus,  and  by  violence 
possesses  himself  of  the  gold.  Cursed  lust  of  gold,  to 
what  dost  thou  not  force  the  heart  of  man  ? After  the 
cold  shuddering  had  ceased  to  tingle  in  my  marrow,  I lay 
this  portent  from  heaven  before  the  select  senate  of  our 
nation,  and  my  father  as  their  chief,  and  ask  them  what 
they  think.  All  are  of  tlie  same  mind,  to  depart  from 
the  land  of  crime,  to  leave  the  home  of  violated  friendship, 
and  indulge  our  fleet  with  the  gales  that  wooed  it.  So 
we  give  Polydorus  a solemn  funeral  : earth  is  heaped 
high  u|>on  his  mound ; there  stand  the  altars  reared  to 
his  manes,  in  all  the  woe  of  dark  fillets  and  sad-coloured 
C3q>ress  : and  round  them  are  daughters  of  Ilion,  their 
hair  unbound  in  mourner  fashion ; we  offer  bowls  of  new 
milk  warm  and  frothing,  and  dishes  of  consecrated  blood  : 
so  we  lay  the  spirit  to  rest  in  its  grave,  and  with  a loud 
voice  give  the  farewell  call. 

‘ Then,  when  the  deep  first  looks  friendl}',  and  the  winds 
offer  a smooth  sea,  and  the  south’s  gentle  whisper  invites 
us  to  the  main,  our  crews  haul  down  their  ships  and 
crowd  the  shore.  We  sail  out  of  the  harbour,  land  and 
town  leaving  us  fast.  There  is  a sacred  country  with 
water  all  round  it,  chief  favourite  of  the  mother  of  the 
Nereids  and  the  god  of  the  JEgean.  Once  it  drifted 
among  the  coasts  and  seaboards  round  about,  till  the 
heavenly  archer  in  filial  gi'atitude  moored  it  to  the  rock 
of  Myconos  and  to  Gyaros,  and  gave  it  to  be  a fixed 
dwellingplace  henceforth,  and  to  laugh  at  the  winds. 
Hither  I sail : here  it  is  that  in  a sheltered  harbour  our 
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wejiry  crows  find  gentlest  welcome  We  land,  and 
worship  the  city  of  Apollo.  King  Aldus,  king  of  men  at 
once  and  priest  of  Phcebus,  his  temples  wreathed  with 
fillets  and  hallowed  bay,  comes  running  up ; in  Anchises 
he  owns  an  old  friend,  we  knit  hand  to  hand  in  hospittility 
and  enter  his  roof. 

‘ Behold  me  now  worshipping  tlie  temple  of  the  god, 
built  of  ancient  stone.  “ Give  us,  god  of  Thymbra,  a home 
that  we  can  call  our  own  : give  us  weary  men  a walled 
habitation,  a posterity,  a city  that  will  last : keep  from 
ruin  Troy’s  second  Pergamus,  all  that  was  left  by  the 
Danaans  and  their  ruthless  Achilles  ! Who  is  our  guide  ? 
Whither  wouldst  thou  have  us  go  ? Avhere  set  up  our  roof- 
tree  ? Vouchsafe  us  a response,  great  father,  and  steal 
with  power  upon  our  souls  ! ” 

‘ Scarce  had  I sj)oken,  when  methought  suddenly  came 
a trembling  on  the  whole  place,  temple-gate  and  hallowed 
bay,  a stir  in  the  mountain  from  height  to  depth,  a 
muttering  from  the  tripod  as  the  door  of  the  shrine  flew 
open.  We  fall  low  on  earth,  and  a voice  is  wafted  to 
our  ears  : “ Sons  of  Dardanus,  strong  to  endure,  the  laud 
which  first  gave  you  birth  from  your  ancestral  tree,  the 
same  land  shall  welcome  you  back,  restored  to  its  fruitful 
bosom  : seek  for  your  old  mother  till  you  find  her. 
There  it  is  that  the  house  of  yEneas  shall  set  up  a throne 
over  all  nations,  they,  and  their  children’s  children,  and 
those  that  shall  yet  come  after.”  Thus  I’hccbus  ; and  a 
mighty  burst  succeeds  of  wild  multitudinous  joy,  all  asking 
as  one  man  what  that  city  is — whither  is  Phcebus  calling 
the  wanderers,  and  bidding  them  return.  Then  my 
father,  revolving  the  traditions  of  men  of  old  : “ Listen,” 
he  cries,  “ lords  of  Troy,  and  learn  where  your  hopes  are. 
Crete  lies  in  the  midst  of  the  deep,  the  island  of  mighty 
Jove.  There  is  Mount  Ida,  and  there  the  cradle  of  our 
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race.  It  has  a hundred  peopled  cities,  a realm  of  richest 
plenty.  Thence  it  wa.s  that  our  first  father,  Teucer,  if  I 
rightly  recall  what  I have  heard,  came  in  the  beginning 
to  the  Ehoetean  coast,  and  fixed  on  the  .“site  of  empire  : 
Ilion  and  the  towers  of  Pergamus  had  not  yet  been  reared  : 
the  people  dwelt  low  in  the  valley.  Hence  came  our 
mighty  mother,  the  dweller  on  Mount  Cj’bele,  and  the 
symbols  of  the  Corybants,  and  the  forest  of  Ida : hence 
the  inviolate  mystery  of  her  worship,  and  the  lions 
harnessed  to  the  car  of  their  queen.  Come,  then,  and  let 
us  follow  where  the  ordinance  of  heaven  points  the  way  : 
let  us  propitiate  the  winds,  and  make  for  the  realm  of 
Gnossus^ — the  voyage  is  no  long  one — let  but  Jupiter  go 
with  us,  and  the  third  day  will  land  our  fleet  on  the 
Cretan  .shore.”  lie  said,  and  offered  on  the  altar  the 
sacrifice  that  was  meet — a bull  to  Neptune,  a bull  to  thee, 
beauteous  Apollo — a black  lamb  to  the  storm-wind,  to 
the  favouring  Zephyrs  a white  one. 

‘Fame  flies  abroad  that  King  Idomeneus  has  been 
driven  to  quit  his  paternal  realm,  that  the  shores  of 
Crete  are  abandoned,  houses  cleared  of  the  enemy, 
dwellings  standing  empty  to  receive  us.  So  we  leave 
Ortygia’s  harbour,  and  fly  along  the  deep,  past  Naxos’ 
bacchant  mountains,  and  green  Donysa,  Olearos,  and 
snowy  Paros,  and  the  Cyclades  sprinkled  over  the  waves, 
and  seas  thick  sown  with  islands.  Up  rises  the  seaman’s 
shout  amid  strain  and  struggle — each  encourages  his 
comrades,  “ For  Crete  and  our  forefathers,  ho  ! ” A wind 
gets  up  from  the  stern  and  escorts  us  on  our  way,  and  at 
length  we  are  wafted  to  the  Curetes’  timehonoured  shore. 

‘ And  now  the  site  is  chosen,  and  I am  rearing  a city’s 
walls  and  calling  it  Pergamia : the  new  nation  is  proud 
to  bear  the  name  of  the  old  : I bid  them  love  hearth  and 
home,  and  raise  and  roof  the  citadel.  Already  the  ships 
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had  been  hauled  up  high  and  dry  on  the  shore,  the  crews 
were  busied  with  marriage  and  tilling  the  new  country, 
and  I was  appointing  laws  to  live  by,  and  houses  to  dwell 
in — when  suddenly  there  came  on  the  human  frame  a 
wasting  sickness,  shed  from  the  whole  tainted  expanse  of 
the  sky,  a piteous  blight  on  trees  and  crops,  a year 
charged  with  death.  There  were  men  leiwing  the  lives 
they  loved,  or  dragging  with  them  the  bodies  that  bur- 
dened them,  while  Sirius  baked  the  fields  into  barrenness, 
the  herbage  was  pirching,  the  corn  was  sickening,  and 
would  not  yield  its  food.  Back  again  to  Phoebus  and  his 
Ortygiau  oracle  over  the  sea  my  father  bids  us  go,  and 
there  sue  for  grace,  asking  the  god  to  what  haven  he 
means  to  bring  our  overtoiled  fortunes,  whence  he  orders 
us  to  seek  for  help  in  our  sufferings — whither  to  direct 
our  coui-se. 

‘ It  was  night  and  all  living  things  on  earth  were  in  the 
power  of  sleep,  when  methought  the  sacred  images  of 
the  gods,  the  Phrj’gian  household  deities,  whom  I had 
borne  away  with  me  from  Troy,  even  from  the  midst  of 
the  blazing  town,  stood  before  my  eyes  as  I lay  in  slum- 
ber, clear  in  a flood  of  light,  where  the  full  moon  was 
streaming  through  the  wnndows  of  the  house.  Then  they 
began  to  address  me  thus,  and  relieve  my  trouble  with 
words  like  these  : “ The  answer  which  Apollo  has  ready 

to  give  you  when  you  reach  Ortygia,  he  delivers  here, 
sending  us,  see,  of  his  own  motion  to  your  verj’  door. 
We,  the  followei-s  of  you  and  your  fortune  since  Dardan- 
land  sunk  in  flame — we,  the  comrades  of  the  fleet 
which  you  have  been  guiding  over  the  swollen  main — we 
it  is  that  will  raise  to  the  stars  the  posterity  that  shall 
come  after  you,  and  crown  your  city  with  imperial  sway. 
Be  it  yours  to  build  mighty  walls  for  mighty  dwellers, 
and  not  abandon  the  task  of  flight  for  its  tedious  length. 
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Change  your  settlement:  it  is  not  this  coast  that  tlie 
Delian  god  moved  you  to  accept — not  in  Crete  that 
Apollo  bade  you  sit  down.  No,  there  is  a place — the 
Greeks  call  it  Hesperia — a land  old  in  story,  strong  in 
arms  and  in  the  fruitfulness  of  its  soil — the  (Enotrians 
were  its  settlers.  Now  report  says  that  later  generations 
have  called  the  nation  Italian  from  the  name  of  their 
leader.  That  is  our  true  home  ; thence  sprung  Dardanus 
and  father  lasius,  the  first  founder  of  our  line.  Quick  ! 
rise,  and  tell  the  glad  tale,  which  brooks  no  question,  to 
your  aged  sire  : tell  him  that  he  is  to  look  for  Coiy^tlius 
and  the  county  of  Ausonia.  Jupiter  bars  you  from  the 
fields  of  Dicte.”  Thus  astonished  by  visions  and  voices 
of  heaven — for  sleep  it  was  not : no — methought  I saw 
them  face  to  face,  their  wreathed  locks  and  their  features 
all  in  full  view ; and  a cold  sweat,  too,  trickled  down  my 
whole  frame.  I leap  from  the  bed,  and  direct  upturned 
hand  and  voice  to  heaven,  and  pour  on  the  hearth  tlie 
undefiled  libation.  The  sacrifice  paid,  with  joy  I inform 
Anchises,  and  expound  the  whole  from  first  to  last.  lie 
owns  the  double  pedigree  and  the  rival  ancestors,  and  his 
own  new  mistake  about  the  two  old  countries.  Then  he 
says  : “ My  son,  trained  in  the  school  of  Troy’s  destiny, 

Cassandra’s  was  the  one  voice  which  used  to  chant  to  me 
of  this  clinnce.  Now  I recollect,  this  was  the  fortune  she 
presaged  as  a])pointed  for  our  line,  calling  often  for 
Ilesperia,  often  for  the  land  of  ludy.  But  could  anyone 
think  that  Teucrians  would  ever  reach  the  Hesperian 
shore?  Could  Cassandra’s  prophesying  in  those  days  gain 
anyone's  credence.^  Let  us  give  way  to  Phcebus,  and 
follow  the  better  course  enjoined.”  He  said,  and  with 
one  consent  we  gladly  obey.  So  we  quit  this  settlement  as 
we  quitted  the  last,  and  leaving  a few  behind,  set  sail,  and 
make  our  hollow  bark  fly  over  the  vast  world  of  waters. 
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‘ So  in  as  the  ships  had  gained  the  mid-sea,  and  land 
was  no  more  to  be  seen,  sky  on  every  side,  on  every  side 
ocean,  then  came  a murky  storm-cloud  and  stood  over 
my  head,  cliarged  with  night  and  winter  tempest,  and 
darkness  ruffled  the  billow’s  crest.  At  once  the  winds 
lay  the  sea  in  heaps,  and  the  waters  rise  mountains  high  : 
a scattered  fleet,  we  are  tossed  upon  the  vast  abyss : 
clouds  enshrouded  the  day,  and  dank  night  robbed  us  of 
the  sky,  while  fire  flashes  momently  from  the  bursting 
clouds.  We  are  dashed  out  of  our  track,  and  w’^ander 
blindly  over  the  blind  waters.  Nay,  even  Palinurus 
owns  he  cannot  tell  day  from  night  in  a heaven  like  tliis, 
or  recollect  the  footpath  in  the  watery  wilderness.  Three 
drear}^  suns,  blotted  by  blinding  darkness,  we  wander  on 
the  deep  : three  nights  with  never  a star.  On  the  fourth 
day,  at  last,  land  was  first  seen  to  rise,  and  mountains 
with  curling  smoke  wreaths  to  dawn  in  distant  prospect. 
Town  drop  the  sails  : we  rise  on  our  oars ; incessantly 
the  crews,  straining  every  nerve,  toss  the  foam  and  sweep 
the  blue. 

‘ Escaped  from  the  sea,  I am  first  welcomed  by  the 
coast  of  the  Strophades — the  Strophades  are  known  by 
tlie  name  Greece  gave  them,  islands  in  the  great  Ionian, 
which  fell  Celamo  and  the  rest  of  the  Harpies  have  made 
their  home,  ever  since  Phineus’  doors  were  clased  against 
them,  and  fear  drove  them  from  the  board  which  once 
fed  them.  A more  baleful  portent  than  this — a fiercer 
plague  of  heaven’s  vengeance  never  crawled  out  of  the 
Stygian  flood.  Birds  with  maiden’s  faces,  a foul  discharge, 
crooked  talons,  and  on  their  cheeks  the  pallor  of  eternal 
famine. 

‘ On  our  arrival  here,  and  entering  the  harbour,  see!  we 
behold  luxuriant  herds  of  oxen  grazing  dispersedly  in  the 
fields,  and  goats  all  along  the  grass,  with  none  to  tend 
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them.  On  we  rush,  sword  in  hand,  inviting  the  gods  and 
Jove  himself  to  share  the  spoil  with  us  ; and  then  on  the 
winding  shore  pile  up  couches  for  the  banquet,  and 
regale  on  the  dainty  fare.  But  on  a sudden,  with  an 
appalling  swoop  from  the  hills,  the  Harpies  are  upon  us, 
flapping  their  wings  with  a -mighty  noise — they  tear  the 
food  in  pieces,  and  spoil  all  with  their  filthy  touch,  while 
fearful  screeches  blend  with  foul  smells.  Again,  in  a 
deep  retreat  under  a hollow  rock,  with  trees  and  crisp 
foliage  all  about  us,  we  set  out  the  board  and  put  new 
fire  on  new  altars.  Again,  from  another  quarter  of  the 
sky,  out  of  their  hidden  lair,  comes  the  troop,  all  rush 
and  sound,  flying  about  the  prey  with  their  hooked 
talons,  tainting  the  food  with  their  loathsome  mouths.  I 
give  the  word  to  my  comrades  to  seize  their  arms  and 
wage  war  with  the  fell  tribe.  As  I ordered  they  do — 
they  arrange  their  swords  in  hiding  about  the  grass,  and 
cover  and  conceal  their  shields.  So  soon  as  the  noise  of 
their  swoop  was  heard  along  the  winding  shore,  Miseniis, 
from  his  lofty  watch-tower,  makes  the  hollow  brass  sound 
the  alarm.  On  rush  my  comrades,  and  essay  a combat 
of  a new  sort,  to  spoil  with  their  swords  the  plumage  of 
these  foul  sea-birds.  But  no  violence  will  ruffle  their 
feathers,  no  wounds  pierce  their  skin  : they  are  off  in 
rapid  flight  high  in  the  air,  leaving  their  half-eaten  prey 
and  their  filthy  trail  behind  them.  One  of  them,  Celoeno, 
perches  on  a rock  of  vast  height — ill-boding  prophetess — 
and  gives  vent  to  words  like  these  : “ What,  is  it  war, 

for  the  oxen  you  have  slain  and  the  bullocks  you  have 
felled,  tme  sons  of  Laomedon  ? is  it  war  that  you  are 
going  to  make  on  to  expel  us,  blameless  Harpies,  from 
our  ancestral  realm  ? Take  then  into  your  minds  these 
my  words,  and  print  them  there.  The  prophecy  which 
the  Almighty  Sire  imparted  to  Phoebus,  Phoebus  Apollo  to 
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me,  I,  the  chief  of  tlie  Furies,  make  known  to  you.  For 
Italy,  I know,  you  are  crowding  all  sail : well,  the  winds 
shall  be  at  your  call  as  you  go  to  Italy,  and  you  shall  be 
free  to  enter  its  harbours  : but  you  shall  not  build  walls 
round  your  fated  city,  before  fell  hunger  and  your 
murderous  wrong  against  us  drive  you  to  gnaw  and  eat 
up  your  very  tables.”  She  said,  and  her  wings  carried 
her  swiftly  into  the  woorl.  But  for  my  friends,  a sudden 
terror  curdled  their  blood,  their  hearts  died  within 
tlicm ; no  more  arms — no,  we  must  sue  for  grace,  with 
vows  and  prayers,  be  the  creatures  goddesses  or  fell  and 
loathsome  birds.  And  my  father  Anchises,  spreading  his 
hands  from  the  shore,  invokes  the  mighty  powers,  and 
ordains  meet  sacrifice — “ Great  gotls,  forefend  tliese  men- 
aces ! Great  gods,  avert  a chance  like  this,  and  let  your 
blessing  shield  3’our  worshippers  I ” Then  he  bids  us  tear 
our  moorings  from  the  shore,  and  uncoil  and  stretch  our 
ropes. 

‘ The  winds  swell  our  sails,  we  scud  over  the  foaming 
surge,  where  gale  and  pilot  bid  us  go.  Now  rising  from 
the  wave  are  seen  the  woods  of  Zacynthos,  and  Dulichium, 
and  Samos,  and  the  tall  cliffs  of  Ncritos  : we  fly  past  the 
rocks  of  Ithaca,  Laertes’  realm,  breathing  a curse  for  the 
land  that  nursed  tlie  hard  heart  of  Ulysses.  Soon,  too, 
tlie  storm-capped  peaks  of  Lcucata  dawn  on  the  view, 
and  their  Apollo,  the  terror  of  sailors.  In  our  weariness 
we  make  for  him,  and  enter  the  little  town  : our  anchors 
are  thrown  from  the  prow,  our  sterns  ranged  on  the 
coast. 

‘ So  now,  masters  of  the  land  beyond  our  hojw,  we 
perfomr  lustrations  to  Jove,  and  set  the  altars  ablaze  with 
our  vows,  and  solemnise  the  shores  of  Actium  with  the 
native  games  of  Troy.  My  comrades  strip,  and  practise 
the  wrestle  of  the  old  country,  all  slippery  with  oil : what 
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joy  to  have  passed  in  safety  by  all  those  Argive  cities,  and 
held  on  our  flight  through  the  heart  of  the  foe!  Mean- 
while the  sun  rolls  round  the  mighty  year,  and  the  north 
winds  of  icy  winter  roughen  the  sea.  A sliield  of  hollow 
brass,  once  borne  by  the  great  Abas,  I fasten  up  full  on 
the  temple  gate,  and  signalise  the  deed  with  a verse : 
“ These  arms  are  the  oflering  of  ^Erieas,  won  from  his 
Danaan  conqueroi’s.”  Then  I give  the  word  to  leave  the 
haven  and  take  seat  on  the  benches.  Each  v}dng  with 
each,  the  crews  strike  the  water  and  sweep  the  marble 
surface.  In  due  course  we  hide  from  view  the  airy 
summits  of  Phasacian  land,  coast  the  shore  of  Epirus, 
enter  the  Chaonian  haven,  and  approach  Butlirotum’.s 
lofty  tower. 

‘ Here  a rumour  of  events  past  belief  takes  hold  of  our 
cars — that  Helenus,  son  of  Priam,  is  reigning  among 
Grecian  cities,  lord  of  the  wife  and  crown  of  Pyrrhus, 
Achilles’  very  son,  and  that  Andromache  had  again  been 
given  to  a husband  of  her  own  nation.  I was  astounded  : 
my  heart  kindled  with  a strange  longing  to  have  speech 
of  my  old  friend,  and  learn  all  about  this  wondrous  stroke 
of  fortune.  So  I advance  into  the  country  from  the 
haven,  leaving  fleet  and  coast  behind,  at  the  very  time 
when  Andromache,  before  the  city,  in  a grove,  by  the 
wave  of  a mock  Simois,  was  celebrating  a yearly  banquet, 
the  oflTering  of  soitow,  to  the  dead,  and  invoking  her 
Hector’s  shade  at  a tomb  called  by  his  name,  an  empty 
mound  of  green  turf  which  she  had  consecrated  to  him 
with  two  altars,  that  she  might  have  the  privilege  of 
weeping.  Soon  as  her  wild  eye  saw  me  coming  with  the 
arms  of  Troy  all  about  me,  scared  out  of  herself  by  the 
portentous  sight,  she  stood  chained  to  earth  while  yet 
gazing — life’s  warmth  left  her  frame — she  faints,  and 
after  long  time  scarce  finds  her  speech  : — “ Is  it  a real 
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face  that  I see  ? are  those  real  lips  that  bring  me  news  ? 
Goddess-born,  are  you  among  the  living  ? or,  if  the  blessed 
light  has  left  you,  where  is  my  Hector  ? ” She  spoke — 
her  tears  flowed  freely,  and  the  whole  place  was  filled 
with  her  shrieks.  Few,  and  formed  with  labour,  are  the 
■words  I address  to  her  frenzied  ear,  broken  and  confused 
the  accents  I utter : — “ Aye,  I live,  sure  enough,  and 
through  the  worst  of  fortunes  am  dragging  on  life  still. 
Doubt  it  not,  your  eye  tells  you  tnie.  Alas ! on  what 
chance  have  you  alit,  fallen  from  the  height  where  your 
first  husband  throned  you  ? What  smile  has  Fortune  bright 
enough  to  throw  back  on  Hector’s  Andromache?  is  it 
Pyrrhus’  bed  you  are  still  tending  ? ” She  dropped  her 
eyes,  and  spoke  with  bated  breath : — “ 0 blest  pre-eminently 
over  all,  Priam’s  virgin  daughter,  bidden  to  die  at  the 
grave  of  her  foe,  under  Troy’s  lofty  walls!  she  that  had 
not  to  brook  the  chance  of  the  lot,  or  a slave  and  a 
captive,  to  touch  the  bed  of  her  lord  and  conqueror! 
While  w'O,  after  the  burning  of  our  city,  cuiTied  over  this 
sea  and  that,  have  stooped  to  the  scorn,  the  youthful 
insolence  of  Achilles’  heir,  the  slave-mother  of  his  child  ; 
he,  after  this,  goes  in  quest  of  Leda’s  Hermione  and  her 
Spartan  alliance,  and  gives  me  over  to  Helenus,  the  bond- 
■woman  to  be  the  bondman’s  mate ! Him,  however,  Orestes, 
fired  by  desperate  passion  for  a ravished  bride,  and  mad- 
dened by  the  frenzy-fiend  of  crime,  sur[)rises  at  unawares, 
and  slays  at  his  .sire’s  own  altar.  At  Neoptolemus’  death 
a portion  of  this  kingdom  passed  to  Helenus,  who  called 
the  fields  Chaonian,  and  the  land  itself  Chaonia,  from 
Chaon,  their  Trojan  namesake,  and  crowned,  £is  you  see, 
these  heights  ■with  a new  Pcrgamus,  the  citadel  of  Ilion. 
But  you — what  wind,  what  destiny  has  shaped  your 
voyage?  What  god  has  driven  you  on  a coast  which  you 
know  not  to  be  ours  ? What  of  the  boy  A.scanius  ? is  he 
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alive  and  breathing  upper  air?  lie,  whom  you  on  that 
night  at  Troy — say,  can  his  boyish  mind  feel  yet  for  the 
mother  he  has  lost  ? Is  he  enkindled  at  all  to  the  valour 
of  old  days,  the  prowess  of  a grown  man,  by  a father  like 
^neas,  an  uncle  like  Hector  ? ” 

‘ Such  were  the  sorrows  she  kept  pouring  out,  weeping 
long  and  fruitlessly,  wlicn  Priam’s  noble  son,  Helenas, 
presents  himself  from  the  city,  with  a train  of  followers, 
and  knows  his  friends  again,  and  joyfully  leads  them  to 
his  home,  many  a tear  interrupting  his  utterance.  As  I 
go  on,  I recognise  a miniature  Troy,  a Pergamus  copied 
from  the  great  one,  a drj’  rivulet  tlic  namesake  of  Xanthus, 
and  throw  my  anns  round  a Screan  gate.  My  Trojan 
comrades,  too,  arc  made  free  of  the  friendly  town.  Tlie 
king  made  entertainment  for  them  in  spacious  cloisters. 
There,  in  the  midst  of  the  liall,  they  were  pouring 
libations  from  cups  of  wine,  their  meat  served  on  gold, 
and  goblets  in  their  hands. 

‘ And  now  suppose  a day  past,  and  yet  another  day : the 
breeze  is  inviting  the  sail,  the  swelling  south  inflating  the 
canvius,  when  I accost  the  pro])het  with  these  words,  and 
put  to  him  the  question  I tell  you  : — “ True  Trojan  born, 
heaven’s  interpreter,^  whose  senses  inform  you  of  the 
stars,  and  of  the  tongue  of  birds,  and  of  the  omens  of  the 
flying  wing,  tell  me  now — for  revelation  has  spoken  in 
auspicious  Avords  of  the  whole  of  my  voyage,  and  all  the 
gods  have  urged  me  with  one  voice  of  poAver  to  make  for 
Italy,  and  explore  that  hidden  clime.  One  alone,  the 
Hai'])y  Celasno,  forbodes  a strange  ])ortent,  too  horrible 
to  tell,  denouncing  fierce  vengeance  and  unnatural  hunger. 
Tell  me  then,  Avhat  perils  do  I shun  first,  or  Avhat  must 
I oliserA-e  to  surmount  the  tremendous  hardships  before 
me  ? ” Then  Helenus  first  implores  the  fitA’our  of  heaven 

* It  will  be  observed  that  Mr,  Conington  has  nii,ssed  a line  in  bis  trans- 
lation here. — [Kn.] 
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by  a solemn  sacrifice  of  bullocks,  and  unbinds  the  fillet 
from  his  consecrated  brow,  and  with  his  own  hand  leads 
me  to  thy  temple,  Phoebus,  my  mind  lifted  from  its  place 
by  the  effluence  of  divine  power;  which  done,  that 
priestly  mouth  chants  these  words  from  its  prophetic  lips : — 
‘ “ Goddess-born — for  that  presages  of  mighty  blessing 
are  attending  you  over  the  deep  is  clear  beyond  doubt — 
such  is  the  casting  of  the  lot  of  fate  by  heaven’s  king  as 
he  rolls  event  after  event — such  the  ordained  succession 
— a few  things  out  of  man3',  to  make  your  voyage  through 
strange  waters  safer,  your  settlement  in  Ausonia’s  haven 
more  assured.  My  speech  shall  unfold  to  you  but  a few 
— for  the  rest  the  fatal  sisters  keep  from  Helenus’  know- 
ledge, and  Saturnian  Juno  seals  his  lips.  First  then  for 
Itab%  which  you  think  close  at  hand,  ready  in  your  blind- 
ness to  rush  into  the  harbours  that  neighbour  us,  the 
length  of  a way  where  no  way  is,  severs  you  from  its 
length  of  territory.  First  must  the  oar  be  suppled  in 
Trinacrian  waters,  and  your  ships  must  traverse  the  ex- 
])anse  of  the  Ausonian  brine,  and  the  spectral  lake,  and 
the  isle  of  Allman  Circe,  ere  you  can  find  a safe  spot  to 
build  a peaceful  city.  I will  tell  j'ou  the  tokens,  be  it 
yours  to  keep  them  lodged  in  your  mind.  "Wnien  on  an 
anxious  day,  by  the  side  of  a sequestered  river,  you  shall 
find  an  enonnous  swine  lying  under  the  oaks  on  the  bank 
with  a litter  of  thirty  head  just  born,  white  herself 
through  all  her  lazy  length,  her  children  round  her 
breasts  as  white  as  she — that  shall  be  the  site  of  your 
city — that  your  assured  rest  from  toil  and  trouble.  Nor 
need  you  shudder  beforehand  at  the  pro.spect  of  gnawing 
your  table.s — the  fates  will  find  you  a path,  and  a prayer 
will  bring  you  Apollo.  But  as  for  these  lands,  and  this 
line  of  the  Italian  coast,  which  lies  close  at  hand,  and  is 
washed  by  the  spray  of  our  waters,  this  you  must  fly: 
the  cities,  one  and  all,  are  peopled  by  enemies  from 
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Greece.  Here  the  Narycian  Locrians  have  built  them 
cities,  and  the  Sallentine  fields  have  been  occupied  with 
an  army  by  Lyctian  Idomeneus : here  is  the  Melibeean 
chief  Philoctetes’  tiny  town  Patelia,  with  a strong  wall  to 
prop  it.  Further,  when  your  fleet  stands  moored  on  the 
other  side  the  water,  and  you  build  altars  and  pay  vows 
on  the  coast,  shroud  your  head  with  the  covering  of  a 
purple  robe,  lest,  while  the  hallowed  fires  are  blazing,  and 
the  worship  of  the  gcnls  yet  unfinished,  some  enemy’s  eye 
should  meet  yours,  and  make  the  omens  void.  Be  this 
ritual  custom  maintained  by  your  comrades  as  by  your- 
self : let  the  piety  of  generations  to  come  abide  in  this 
observance.  But  when  leaving  Italy  you  are  carried  by 
the  W'ind  near  the  Sicilian  coast,  and  Pelorus’  narrow 
bars  dimly  open,  make  for  the  left  shore,  for  the  left 
water,  long  as  the  circuit  round  maj’  be  ; avoid  the  right, 
its  land  and  its  seas.  This  whole  region  by  the  forcefid 
throes  of  a mighty  convulsion — such  power  of  change  is 
there  in  long  centuries  of  olden  time — was  rent  in  twain, 
so  runs  the  story,  the  two  countries  before  having  been 
one  and  unbroken  ; at  last  the  sea  poured  in  violently 
between,  and  with  its  waters  cut  oil’  the  Hesperian  from 
the  Sicilian  side,  washing  between  fields  and  cities,  their 
seaboards  now  parted,  with  the  waves  of  its  naixow 
channel.  There  the  right-hand  coast  is  held  by  Scylla, 
the  left  by  Charybdis,  ever  hungering,  who,  at  the  bottom 
of  the  whirling  abyss,  thrice  a day  draws  the  huge  waves 
down  her  precipitous  throat,  and  in  tuni  upheaves  them 
to  the  sky,  and  lashes  the  stars  with  their  spray.  But 
Scylla  is  confined  in  the  deej)  recesses  of  a cave,  whence 
she  thrusts  out  her  mouths,  and  drags  vessels  on  to  her 
rocks.  At  top,  a human  face,  a maiden  with  beauteous 
bosom  ; at  bottom  an  enormous  sea-monster — dol[>hins’ 
tails  attached  to  a belly  all  of  wolves’  lieads.  Better  far 
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wearily  to  round  the  goal  of  Triiiacrian  Pachyniis  and 
fetch  about  a tedious  compass,  than  once  to  have  looked 
on  the  monster  Scylla  in  her  enormous  cave,  and  the 
rocks  that  echo  with  her  sea-coloured  dogs.  Moreover, 
if  there  be  any  foresight  in  Helenus,  if  you  give  any 
credence  to  his  prophetic  tongue,  if  his  mind  be  a fountain 
of  Apollo’s  truth,  one  thing  there  is,  goddess-born,  one 
thing  outweighing  all  beside  which  I will  foreshow  you, 
reiterating  the  warning  again  and  again — be  Juno,  great 
Juno,  the  first  whose  deity  you  worship — to  Juno  chant 
your  willing  prayers : subdue  that  mighty  empress  by 
suppliant  offerings : thus  at  last  victorious  you  will  leave 
Trinacria  behind,  and  be  sped  to  the  borders  of  Ital3^ 
When  you  are  there  at  length,  and  have  come  to  the  city 
of  Cumaj,  and  the  haunted  lake,  and  the  woods  that  rustle 
over  Avernus,  you  will  have  sight  of  the  frenzied  pro- 
phetess, who,  in  the  cavern  under  the  rock,  chants  her 
fateful  strain,  and  commits  characters  and  words  to  the 
leaves  of  trees.  All  the  strains  that  the  maid  has  written 
on  these  leaves  she  arranges  in  order,  shuts  them  up  in 
her  cave,  and  leaves  them  there.  They  remain  as  she 
has  left  them,  their  disposition  unchanged.  But,  strange 
to  say,  when  the  hinge  is  turned,  and  a breath  of  air 
moves  the  leaves,  and  the  opened  door  throws  their  light 
ranks  into  confusion,  henceforth  she  never  troubles  her- 
self for  a moment  to  catch  them  as  they  fly  about  the 
cavern,  to  restore  them  to  their  places,  or  to  fit  each 
strain  to  each.  The  inquirers  retire  with  their  doubts 
unsolved,  and  a hatred  of  the  sibyl’s  seat.  Arrived  here, 
let  no  cost  of  time  or  delay  weigh  with  you  so  much — 
though  your  comrades  should  chide,  and  the  voyage 
loudly  call  your  sails  to  sea,  and  a sheet-full  of  fair  wind 
be  tliere  atyour  choice — but  that  you  visit  the  prophetess, 
and  beg  and  pray  her  herself  to  chant  the  oracle,  loosing 


186 


THE  ^ENEID. 


speech  and  tongue  with  a ready  will.  She  shall  tell  you 
of  the  nations  of  Italy,  and  the  wars  of  the  future,  and 
tlie  way  to  shun  or  stand  the  shock  of  every  peril,  and 
shall  vouchsafe  to  yoiu*  prayer  the  boon  of  a prosperous 
voyage.  Such  are  the  counsels  which  it  is  given  you  to 
receive  from  my  lips.  Go  on  your  way,  and  by  your 
own  actions  lift  to  heaven  the  greatne.ss  of  Troy.” 

‘ Soon  as  the  seer  had  thus  uttered  these  words  of  kind- 
ness, he  next  orders  massy  gifts  of  gold  and  carved  ivory 
to  be  carried  on  shipboard,  and  stores  in  the  keels,  a 
weight  of  silver  and  caldrons  of  Dodona,  a cuirass  of 
cliain-mail,  three-tlircaded  in  gold,  and  a splendid  helmet 
with  cone  and  flowing  crest,  tlie  armour  of  Neoptolemus. 
lil}’  frther,  too,  has  presents  of  his  own.  Ilorses,  too,  he 
gives,  and  guides  too ; makes  up  the  complement  of  oars, 
and  arms  tlie  creivs.  Meanwhile  Anchises  was  giving  tlie 
word  to  rig  the  fleet,  not  to  wear  out  the  patience  of  a 
fair  wind.  Uim  the  interpreter  of  Phoebus  addresses  with 
much  pomp  of  courtesy : “ Anchises,  graced  with  the 
proud  privilege  of  Venus’s  ivedded  love,  the  special  care 
of  the  gods,  whom  they  tw'icc  interposed  to  save  from  tlie 
fall  of  Pergamus,  lo  ! there  lies  Ausonia’s  land  ; for  this 
make  all  sail.  Yet  what  have  I said  ? This  coast  you 
must  needs  sail  past ; far  away  yonder  lies  that  part  of 
Ausoiiia  w’liich  Ajiollo  reveals  to  you.  Go  on  your  way,” 
cries  he,  “ blessed  in  a son  so  duteous ! Why  proceed 
further,  and  make  the  rising  gales  wait  while  I talk  ? ” 
As  freely,  too,  Aiidroinache,  saddened  with  the  grief  of 
parting,  presents  Ascaiiius  with  robes  pictured  with  gold 
embroidery,  and  a Phiygian  scarf.  She  tires  not  in  her 
bounty,  but  loads  him  with  gifts  of  needlework,  and 
bespeaks  him  thus  : “ Take,  to<i,  these,  dear  boy,  to  be  a 
memorial  of  what  my  hands  can  do — a token  for  long 
years  of  the  affection  of  Andromache,  Hector’s  wife.  Yes, 
take  the  last  ]irosents  your  kin  can  bestow,  O,  sole  sur- 
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viving  image  of  my  own  Astyanax ! Those  eyes  are  his 
eyes,  tliosc  hands  his  hands,  that  face  his  face,  and  lie 
would  now  be  growing  to  manhood  by  your  side,  in 
bloom  like  youm  I ” Tears  started  forth,  as  I addressed 
my  parting  words  to  the  royal  pair : ‘ Live  long  and  hap- 
pily, as  those  should  for  whom  the  book  of  Fortune  is 
closed.  We,  alas!  are  .still  called  to  turn  page  after 
page.  You  have  won  your  rest : you  have  no  expanse  of 
sea  to  plough,  no  Ausonian  fields  to  chase,  still  retiring  as 
you  advance.  Your  eyes  look  upon  a copy  of  the  old 
Xanthus,  upon  a Troy  which  your  own  hands  have  made 
— made,  I would  hope  and  pray,  with  happier  auspices, 
and  with  less  peril  of  a visit  from  Greece.  If  the  day 
ever  arrive  when  I shall  enter  Tiber  and  the  fields  that 
neighbour  Tiber,  and  look  on  the  walls  which  Fate  has 
made  over  to  my  people,  then  Ave  Avill  have  our  two 
kindred  cities,  our  two  fraternal  nations — the  one  in 
Epinis,  the  other  in  Hesperia,  with  a common  founder, 
Dardanus,  and  a common  historj’^ — animated  by  one  heart, 
till  they  come  to  be  one  Troy.  Be  this  the  destined  care 
of  our  posterity  I ” 

‘ We  push  on  over  the  sea  under  Ccraunia’s  neighbour- 
ing range,  whence  there  is  a Avay  to  Italy,  the  shortest 
course  through  the  water.  Meantime  the  sun  drops, 
and  the  mountains  are  veiled  in  shadow.  We  stretch 
ourselves  gladly  on  the  lap  of  earth  by  the  w'ater’s  side, 
having  cast  lots  for  the  oars,  and  take  our  ease  dis- 
])ei’sedly  along  the  drj'  beach.  Sleep’s  dcAV  sprinkles  our 
wearied  limbs.  Not  yet  Av.as  night’s  car,  entering  the 
middle  of  its  circle,  drawn  Ity  the  unflagging  hours,  Avhen 
raliuurus,  with  no  thought  of  sloth,  springs  from  his  bed, 
explores  every  wind,  and  catches  with  his  ears  the  voices 
of  the  air.  All  the  sUirs  he  notes,  as  they  swim  through 
the  silent  sk}',  looking  round  on  Arcturus,  and  the  showery 
ITyadcs,  and  the  twin  Bears,  and  Orion  in  his  panoply  of 


,niqitizecJ  by  Google 


188 


THE  iENEID. 


gold.  Soon  as  he  sees  them  all  set  in  a heaven  of  calm, 
he  gives  a clear  signal  from  the  stern.  We  break  up  our 
quarters,  essay  our  flight,  and  spread  the  wings  of  our 
sails.  And  now  the  stars  were  fled,  and  Aurora  was  just 
reddening  in  the  sky,  when  in  the  distance  we  see  the  dim 
liills  and  low  plains  of  Italy.  “ Italy ! ” Achates  was  the 
first  to  cry.  Italy,  our  crews  welcome  with  a shout  of 
rapture.  Then  my  father,  Ancliises,  wreathed  a mighty 
bowl  with  a garland,  and  filled  it  with  wine,  and  called  on 
tlie  gods,  standing  upon  the  tall  stern  : “ Ye  powers  that 
rule  sea  and  land  and  weather,  waft  us  a fair  wind  and  a 
smooth  passage,  and  breathe  auspiciously ! ” The  breeze 
we  wished  for  freshens ; the  harbour  opens  as  we  near  it, 
and  the  temple  of  Minerva  is  seen  crowning  the  heiglit. 
Tlie  crews  furl  the  sails,  and  turn  their  prows  coastward. 
The  harbour  is  curved  into  an  arch  by  the  easterly  waves ; 
a barrier  of  cliffs  on  each  side  foams  again  with  the 
briny  spray  ; between  them  the  haven  lies  concealed  ; tlie 
towery  rocks  let  down  their  arms  like  two  walls,  and 
the  temple  retires  from  the  shore.  Here  on  the  grass  I 
saw  four  horses,  the  first  token  of  heaven’s  will,  browsing 
the  meadow  at  large,  of  snow)^  Avhitcness.  And  Ancliises, 
my  father,  breaks  forth:  “War  is  on  thy  front,  land  of 
the  stranger ; for  war  thy  homes  are  prepared ; war  is 
threatened  by  the  cattle  we  see.  Still,  these  beasts  no  less 
are  trained  one  day  to  stoop  to  the  car,  and  carry  harness 
and  curb  in  harmoii}'  with  the  yoke  ; ye.s,”  cries  he,  “ there 
is  hope  of  peace,  too.”  With  that  we  make  our  prayers  to 
the  .sacred  majesty  of  Pallas,  queen  of  clanging  arms,  the 
first  to  welcome  us  in  the  hour  of  our  joy;  and,  according  to 
Ilelenus’  order,  that  order  which  he  gave  so  earnestly, 
we  duly  solemnise  to  Juno  of  Argos  the  prescribwl 
honours.  Then,  without  dallying,  soon  as  our  vows  were 
paid  in  course,  we  turn  landward  the  lionis  of  our  covered 
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sailyards,  and  leave  the  homes  of  the  sons  of  Greece,  and 
the  fields  we  could  not  trust.  Next  we  sight  the  bay  of 
Tarentum,  the  city,  if  legend  say  true,  of  Hercules  ; right 
against  us  rises  the  goddess  of  Lacinium,  and  the  towers 
of  Caulon,  and  Scylaceum,  wrecker  of  sliips.  Tlien,  in  the 
distance,  from  the  surge  is  seen  Trinacrian  iEtna  ; and  the 
heavy  groaning  of  the  sea  and  the  beating  of  the  rocks  is 
heard  from  afar,  and  broken  voices  on  the  beach  and 
the  depths  leap  up  to  sight,  and  the  sands  are  in  a tur- 
moil with  the  surge.  Then,  my  father,  Anchises  : “ No 
doubt  this  is  that  Charybdis  ; these  the  cliffs,  these  the 
frightful  rocks  of  Helenus’  song.  Snatch  us  from  them, 
comrade.s  ; rise  on  your  oars  as  one  man.”  They  do  no 
le.ss  than  bidden ; first  of  all  Palinurus  turned  the  plash- 
ing prow  to  the  waters  on  the  left ; for  the  left  makes  the 
whole  fleet,  oars,  winds,  and  all.  Up  we  go  to  heaven 
on  tlie  arched  back  of  the  wave  ; down  again,  as  the 
water  gives  way  under  us,  we  sink  to  the  place  of  death 
below.  Thrice  the  rocks  shouted  in  our  ears  deep  in  their 
stony  hollows  ; twice  we  saw  the  foam  dashed  up,  and  the 
stars  all  dripping.  Meanwhile,  tired  and  spent,  we  lose 
wind  and  sunlight  at  once,  and.  in  our  ignorance  of  the 
way,  float  to  the  land  of  the  Cyclops. 

‘ There  is  a haven,  sheltered  from  the  approach  of  the 
winds,  and  spacious,  Avere  that  all ; but  HStna  is  near, 
thundering  with  appalling  crashes  ; at  one  time  it  hurls 
to  the  sky  a black  cloud,  a smoky  whirlwind  of  soot  and 
glowing  ashes,  and  upheaves  balls  of  fire,  and  licks  the 
stars ; at  another  it  raises  rocks,  torn  from  the  mountain’s 
bowels,  and  whirls  heaps  of  molten  stones  into  the  air 
with  a gro.an,  and  boils  up  from  its  very  foundations. 
The  legend  is,  that  the  body  of  Enceladus,  blasted  by 
hghtning,  is  kept  down  by  this  mighty  Aveight,  and  that 
the  giant  bulk  of  HLtna,  piled  on  him,  breathes  forth  penal 
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fire  tlirough  passages  which  that  fire  has  burst ; aud  ever, 
as  he  shifts  his  side  from  weariness,  all  Trinacria  quakes 
and  groans,  and  draws  up  a curtain  of  smoke  over  the 
sky.  That  niglit,  in  the  shelter  of  the  woods,  we  endure 
the  visitation  of  monstrous  portents,  yet  see  not  wliat 
cause  produces  the  sound.  For  there  was  no  starlight, 
no  sky,  bright  with  a heaven  of  constellations,  but  the 
finnament  was  dim  and  murky,  and  dead  night  was  keep- 
ing the  moon  in  a prison  of  storm-clouds. 

‘ And  now  the  next  day  was  breaking  in  early  dawn,  and 
Aurora  had  drawn  off  the  dewy  shadow  from  the  sky, 
when  suddenly  from  the  woods  comes  forth  the  strange 
figure  of  a man  unknown,  in  piteous  trim — a picture 
completed  by  Famine’s  master-stroke,  and  stretches  his 
hands  in  supplication  to  the  shore.  We  look  back : there 
was  filth  to  make  us  shudder,  a length  of  beard,  a covering 
fastened  with  thorns ; yet  the  rest  betokened  a Greek,  who 
had  once  been  sent  to  Troy  in  the  army  of  his  nation.  As 
for  him,  when  he  siiw  from  afar  the  dress  of  Dardan  land 
and  the  arms  of  Troy,  for  a moment  he  faltered,  scared 
by  the  sight,  and  checked  his  steps ; soon  he  ran  head- 
long to  the  shore,  crying  and  praying : “ By  the  stars  I 
adjure  you,  by  the  powers  above,  by  this  blessed  light  of 
heaven  we  breathe,  take  me  with  you,  Teucrians ; carry 
me  off  to  any  land  you  will ; this  will  be  enough.  1 
know  I am  one  of  the  Canaan  crews ; I own  that  I carried 
war  into  your  Trojan  homes ; for  which,  if  the  guilt  of 
ray  crime  is  so  black,  fling  me  piecemeal  to  the  waves, 
drown  me  deep  in  the  great  sea.  If  I am  to  die,  there 
will  be  pleasure  in  dying  by  the  hands  of  men.”  His 
speech  was  over,  and  he  was  clinging  about  us,  clas))ing 
our  knees,  and  writhing  round  them.  We  encourage  him 
to  tell  us  who  he  is,  of  what  race  sprung,  to  reveal  what 
fortune  has  since  made  him  its  sport.  My  father,  Anehises, 
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after  no  long  pause,  himself  gives  his  hand  to  the  youth, 
and  reassures  him  by  the  powerful  pledge.  He  at  length 
lays  aside  his  fear,  and  speaks  as  follows : — 

‘ “ I come  from  Ithaca,  a comrade  of  the  illstarred 
Ulysses,  my  name  Achemenides.  I went  to  Troy,  leaving 
my  father,  Adamastus,  who  was  poor.  Would  that  his 
lot  liad  remained  mine!  Here,  in  their  hurry  to  leave 
the  door  of  the  slaughterliouse,  my  comrades  forgot  me, 
and  so  left  me  behind  in  the  Cycloj)s’  enormous  den.  It 
is  a house  of  gore  and  bloody  feasting,  deep,  and  dark, 
and  huge;  its  master  towel's  aloft,  and  strikes  the  stars 
on  high  (ye  gods,  remove  from  the  earth  a plague  like 
this!),  whom  no  eye  rests  on  with  pleasure,  no  tongue 
dare  accost.  The  Hcsh  of  wretched  men  and  their  black 
blood  are  the  food  he  feeds  on.  These  e)’es  saw,  when 
two  bodies  from  our  company,  caught  by  his  huge  hand, 
as  he  threw  back  his  head  in  the  midst  of  the  den,  were 
being  brained  against  the  rock,  and  the  floor  was  plashed 
and  swimming  with  blood — they  saw,  when  he  was 
crunching  their  limbs,  dripping  with  black  gore,  and  the 
warm  joints  were  quivering  under  his  teeth.  He  did  it, 
but  not  unpunished.  Ulysses  was  not  the  man  to  brook 
a deed  like  this ; the  brain  of  Ithaca  was  not  wanting  to 
itself  when  the  need  was  so  great.  For  soon  as,  gorged 
with  his  food  and  buried  in  wine,  he  bent  and  dropped 
his  neck,  and  lay  all  along  the  den  in  unmeasured  length, 
belching  out  gore  in  his  sleep,  and  gobbets  mixed  with 
bloody  wine ; then  we,  having  made  our  prayer  to  the 
great  gods  and  drawn  our  places  by  lot,  surround  him  on 
all  sides  as  one  man,  and  with  a sharp  weapon  bore  out 
his  eye,  that  vast  eye,  which  used  to  lie  single  and  sunk 
under  his  grim  brow,‘  and  thus  at  last  take  triumphant 
vengeance  for  our  comrades’  shades.  But  fly,  unhappy 

' Another  line  omitted  in  the  trsnslatiou.— [Ed.] 
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men,  fly,  and  tear  your  cable  from  the  sliore.  For 
hideous  and  huge  as  is  Poljrpheraus,  folding  in  his  den  his 
woolly  flocks  and  pressing  their  udders,  as  hideous  and 
huge  are  a hundred  others  that  dwell  everywhere  along 
this  coast,  monster  Cyclops,  and  stalk  over  the  tall 
mountains.  It  is  now  the  third  moon,  whose  horns  are 
filling  out  with  light,  that  I am  dragging  along  my  life  in 
the  woods,  among  the  lonely  lairs  wliere  wild  boasts  dwell, 
and  looking  forth  on  tlie  huge. Cyclops  as  they  stalk  from 
rock  to  rock,  and  trembling  at  their  tread  and  at  the  sound 
of  their  voices.  My  wretched  fare,  berries  and  stony 
cornels,  is  supplied  by  the  boughs,  and  herbage  uprooted 
yields  me  food.  As  I turned  my  eyes  all  about,  this  fleet 
of  yours  at  last  1 saw  advancing  to  the  shore ; with  this, 
prove  it  wllat  might,  I cast  in  my  lot ; it  is  enough  to 
have  escaped  this  race  of  monsters.  Sooner  do  you 
destroy  this  life  by  any  death  you  please.” 

‘ Scarce  had  he  ended,  when  on  the  mountain-top  we 
.see  the  giant  himself,  moving  along  with  his  enormous 
' bulk  among  his  cattle,  and  making  for  the  well-known 
shore — a monster  dreadful,  hideous,  huge,  with  his  eye 
extinguished.  A pine,  lopped  by  his  own  hand,  guides 
him  and  steadies  his  footsteps.  His  woolly  sheep  accom- 
pany him — there  is  his  sole  pleasure,  the  solace  of  his 
suflering.  After  he  had  touched  the  waves  of  the  deep 
and  come  to  the  sea,  he  washes  with  its  water  the  gore 
that  trickles  from  his.  scoopcd-out  eye,  gnashing  his  teeth 
with  a groan  ; and  he  steps  through  the  sea,  now  at  main 
height,  while  the  wave  has  not  yet  wetted  his  tall  sides. 
We,  in  alarm,  hasten  our  flight  from  the  place,  taking  on 
board  the  suppliant,  who  had  thus  made  good  his  claim, 
and  silently  cut  the  cable ; then  throw  ourselves  forward, 
and  with  emulous  oars  sweep  along  the  sea.  He  perceived 
it,  and  turned  his  steps  towards  the  noise  he  heard.  But 
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when  he  finds  he  has  no  means  of  grasping  at  us  with  his 
hand,  no  power  of  keeping  pace  with  the  Ionian  waves  iu 
pursuit,  he  raises  a gigantic  roar,  at  which  the  sea  and  all  its 
waters  trembled  inwardly,  and  the  land  of  Italy  shuddered 
to  its  core,  and  iEtna  bellowed  through  her  winding 
caverns.  But  the  tribe  of  the  Cyclops,  startled  from  wood 
and  lofty  mountain,  rush  to  the  haven  and  fill  the  shore. 
There  we  see  them  standing,  each  with  the  empty  menace 
of  his  grim  eye,  the  brethren  of  j3Etna,  lifting  their  tall 
heads  to  heaven,  a dire  assemblage — like  as  on  some  tall 
peak,  skiey  oaks  or  cone-bearing  cypresses  stand  together, 
a lofty  forest  of  Jupiter,  or  a grove  of  Diana.  Headlong 
our  crews  are  driven  by  keen  terror  to  fling  out  the  ropes 
anywhither,  and  stretch  their  sails  to  the  winds  that  would 
catch  them.  On  the  other  hand,  Helenus'^Varning  bids 
them  not  to  hold  on  their  way  between  Scylla  and 
Cliarybdi.s,  a passage  on  either  side  removed  but  a hair's 
breadth  from  death ; so  our  purpose  stands  to  spread  our 
sails  backward.  When  lo ! the  north  wind  is  upon  us, 
sped  from  Pelorus’  narrow  strait.  On  I fly,  past  Pantagia’s 
mouth  of  living  rock,  and  the  bay  of  Megara,  and  low-lying 
Thapsus.  Such  were  the  coasts  named  to  us  by  Aehe- 
menides,  as  he  retraced  his  former  wanderings — Aclie- 
menides,  comrade  of  the  ill-starred  Ulysses. 

‘ Stretched  before  the  Sicanian  bay  lies  an  island,  over 
against  Plemyrium  the  billowy — former  ages  named  it 
Ortj’gia.  Hither,  the  legend  is,  Alpheus,  the  river  of  Elis, 
made  himself  a secret  passage  under  the  sea  ; and  he  now, 
through  thy  mouth,  Arethusa,  blonds  with  the  waters  of 
Sicily.  Obedient  to  command,  we  worship  the  mighty 
gods  of  the  place ; and  from  thence  I pass  the  over-rich 
soil  of  Helorus  the  marshy.  Hence  we  skirt  the  tall  crags 
and  jutting  rocks  of  Pachynus,  and  Camarina  is  seen  in 
the  distance.  Camarma,  which  the  oracle  gave  no  man 
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leave  to  disturb,  and  the  plains  of  Gela,  and  Gela  itself, 
mighty  city,  called  from  the  stream  that  laves  it.  Next 
Acragas  the  craggy  di.sjdays  from  afar  its  lofty  walls,  one 
day  the  breeder  of  generous  steeds.  Thee,  too,  I leave, 
by  favour  of  the  winds,  palmy  Selinus,  and  pick  my  way 
through  the  sunk  rocks  that  make  Lilybeiiim’s  waters 
perilous.  Hence  Drepanum  receives  me,  with  its  haven  and 
its  joyless  coast.  Here,  after  so  many  storms  on  the  sea 
had  done  their  worst,  woe  is  me!  I lose  him  that  had 
made  every  cju’e  and  danger  light,  my  father,  Anchi.ses. 
Here,  best  of  sires,  you  leave  your  son,  lone  and  weary, 
you,  who  had  been  snatched  from  those  fearful  dangers, 
alas!  in  vain.  Helenus,  the  seer,  among  the  thousand 
horrors  he  foretold,  warned  me  not  of  this  agony  ; no,  ncr 
dread  Cela;no.  This  was  my  last  suffering,  this  the  goal 
of  my  long  journeyiugs.  It  was  on  parting  hence  that 
Heaven  diove  me  on  your  coast.’ 

Thus  father  Hilneas,  alone,  amid  the  hush  of  all  around, 
was  recounting  Heaven’s  destined  dealings,  and  telling  of 
his  voyages ; and  now,  at  length,  he  was  silent,  made  an 
end,  and  took  his  rest. 
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Blt  the  queen,  pierced  long  since  by  love’s  cruel  shaft,  is 
feeding  the  wound  with  her  life-blood,  and  wasting  under 
a hidden  fire.  Many  times  the  hero’s  own  worth  comes 
back  to  her  mind,  many  times  the  glory  of  his  race ; his 
every  look  remains  imprinted  on  her  breast,  and  his  every 
wonl,  nor  will  trouble  let  soothing  sleep  have  access  to 
her  frame. 

The  dawn-goddess  of  the  morrow  was  surveying  the 
earth  with  Phccbus’  torch  in  her  hand,  and  had  already 
withdrawn  the  dewy  shadow  from  the  sky,  when  she,  sick 
of  soul,  thus  bespoke  the  sister  whose  heart  was  one  with 
hoi’s: — ‘Anna,  my  sister,  what  dreams  are  these  that 
confound  and  appal  me ! Wlio  is  this  new  guest  that  has 
entered  our  door ! What  a face  and  carriage ! What 
strength  of  breast  and  shoulders ! I do  believe — it  is  no 
mere  fancy — that  he  has  the  blood  of  gods  in  his  veins. 
An  ignoble  soul  is  known  by  the  coward’s  brand.  Ah  I 
by  what  fates  he  has  been  tossed ! What  wars  he  Avas 
recounting,  ever}^  P*i'ig  them  borne  by  himself!  Were 
it  not  the  fixed,  immovalile  purjxjsc  of  my  mind  never 
to  consent  to  join  myself  with  any  in  Avedlock’s  bands, 
since  my  first  love  played  me  false  and  made  me  the 
dupe  of  death — had  I not  been  weary  of  bridal  bed 
and  nuptial  torch,  perchance  I might  have  stooped  to 
this  one  reproach.  Anna — for  I will  own  the  truth — 
since  the  fate  of  Sychasus,  my  jioor  husband — since  the 
sprinkling  of  the  gods  of  my  home  with  the  blood  my 
brother  shed,  he  and  he  only  has  touched  my  heart  and 
shaken  inj-  resolution  till  it  totters.  I recognise  the 
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traces  of  the  old  flame.  But  first  I would  pray  that  eartli 
may  yawn  for  me  from  her  foundations,  or  the  all- 
powerful  sire  hurl  me  thunder-stricken  to  the  shades,  to 
the  wan  shades  of  Erebus  and  abysmal  niyht,  ere  I violate 
thee,  my  woman’s  honour,  or  unknit  the  bonds  thou 
tiest.  He  who  first  wedded  me,  he  has  carried  off  my 
heart — let  him  keep  it  all  his  own,  and  retain  it  in  his 
grave.’  Thus  having  said,  she  deluged  her  bosom  with  a 
burst  of  tears. 

Anna  replies : — ‘ Sweet  love,  dearer  th.an  the  light  to 
your  sister’s  eye,  are  you  to  pine  and  grieve  in  loneliness 
through  life’s  long  spring,  nor  know  aught  of  a mother’s 
joy  in  her  children,  nor  of  the  prizes  Venus  gives? 
Think  you  that  dead  ashes  and  ghosts  low  in  the  grave 
take  this  to  heart  ? Grant  that  no  husbands  have 
touched  yoxir  bleeding  heart  in  times  gone  by,  none 
now  in  Libya,  none  before  in  Tyre ; yes,  larbas  lias  been 
sliglitcd,  and  the  other  chieftains  whom  Afric,  rich  in 
triumphs,  reai-s  as  its  own — will  you  fight  against  a 
welcome,  no  less  than  an  unwelcome  passion  ? Nor  does 
it  cross  your  mind  in  whose  territories  you  are  settled  ? 
On  one  side  the  cities  of  the  Gaitulians,  a race  invincible 
in  war,  and  the  Numidians  environ  you,  unbridled  as 
their  steeds,  and  the  inhospitable  SjTtis  ; on  another,  a 
region  unpeopled  by  drought,  and  the  widespread  bar- 
barism . of  the  nation  of  Barce.  What  need  to  talk  of 
the  war-cloud  theatening  from  Tyre,  and  the  menaces  of 
our  brother  ? It  is  under  Heaven’s  auspices,  I deem,  and 
by  Juno’s  blessing,  that  the  vessels  of  Ilion  have  made  this 
voyage  hither.  What  a city,  my  sister,  will  ours  become 
before  your  e}'es!  what  an  empire  will  grow  out  of  a 
marriage  like  this ! With  the  arms  of  the  Teucrians  at 
its  back,  to  what  a height  will  the  gloiy  of  Carthage  soar ! 
Only  be  it  yours  to  implore  the  favour  of  Heaven,  and 
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having  won  its  acceptance,  give  free  course  to  hospitality 
and  weave  a cliain  of  pleas  for  delay,  while  the  tempest 
is  raging  its  full  on  the  sea,  and  Orion,  the  star  of  rain, 
while  his  ships  are  still  battered,  and  the  rigour  of  the 
sky  still  unyielding.’  By  these  words  she  added  fresh 
fuel  to  the  fire  of  love,  gave  confidence  to  her  wavering 
mind,  and  loosed  the  ties  of  woman’s  honour. 

First  they  approach  the  temples  and  enquire  for  pardon 
from  altar  to  alUir  ; duly  they  slaughter  chosen  sheep  to 
Ceres  the  lawgiver,  to  Phcebus,  and  to  father  Lyaeus — 
above  all  to  Juno,  who  makes  marriage  bonds  her  care. 
Dido  herself,  in  all  her  beauty,  takes  a goblet  in  her  hand, 
and  pours  it  out  full  between  the  horns  of  a heifer  of 
gleaming  white,  or  moves  majestic  in  the  presence  of  the 
gods  towards  the  richly-laden  altars,  and  solemnises  the  day 
with  oflerings,  and  gazing  greedily  on  the  victims’  opened 
breasts,  consults  the  entrails  yet  quivering  with  bfe. 
Alas ! how  blind  are  the  eyes  of  seers  ! What  can  vows, 
what  can  temples  do  for  the  madness  of  love  ? All  the 
while  a flame  is  preying  oii  the  very  marrow  of  her 
bones,  and  deep  in  her  breast  a wound  keeps  noiselessly 
alive.  She  is  on  fire,  the  ill-fated  Dido,  and  in  her  mad- 
ness ranges  the  whole  city  through,  like  a doe  from  an 
arrow-shot,  whom,  unguarded  in  the  thick  of  the  Cretan 
woods,  a shej)herd,  chasing  her  with  his  darts,  has  pierced 
from  a distance,  and  left  the  flying  steel  in  the  wound, 
unknowing  of  his  prize;  she  at  full  speed  scours  the  forests 
and  lawns  of  Dicte  ; the  deadly  reed  still  sticks  in  her  side. 
Now  she  leads  Aeneas  with  her  through  the  heart  of  the 
town,  and  displays  the  wealth  of  Sidon,  and  the  city 
built  to  dwell  in.  She  begins  to  speak,  and  stops  midway 
in  the  utterance.  Now,  as  the  day  fades,  she  seeks  again 
the  banquet  of  yesterday,  and  once  more  in  frenzy  asks 
to  hear  of  the  agonies  of  Troy,  and  hangs  once  more  on 
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his  lips  as  he  tells  the  tale.  Aftcmards,  when  the  guests 
are  gone,  and  the  dim  moon  in  turn  is  hiding  her  light, 
and  the  setting  stars  invite  to  slumber,  alone  she  mourns 
in  the  empty  hall,  and  presses  the  couch  he  has  just  left  ; 
him  far  away  she  sees  and  hears,  herself  far  away  ; or 
holds  Ascanius  long  in  her  lap,  sj^ellbound  by  his  hither ’s 
image,  to  cheat,  if  she  can,  her  ungovernable  passion. 
The  towers  that  wei’c  rising  rise  no  longer ; the  youth 
ceases  to  practise  arms,  or  to  make  ready  havens  and 
bulwarks  for  safety  in  war ; the  works  are  broken  and 
suspended,  the  giant  frowning  of  the  walls,  and  the 
engine  level  with  tlie  sky. 

Soon  as  Jove’s  loved  wife  saw  that  she  was  so  mastered 
by  the  plague,  and  that  good  uame  could  not  stand  in  the 
face  of  passion,  she,  the  daughter  of  Saturn,  bespeaks 
Venus  thus : — ‘ Brilliant  truly  is  the  praise,  ample  the 
spoils  you  are  carrjdng  off,  you  and  your  boy — great  and 
memorable  the  fame,  if  the  plots  of  two  gods  have  really 
conquered  one  woman.  No  ; I am  not  so  blind  either  to 
your  feara  of  my  city,  to 'your  sus])icions  of  the  open 
doors  of  my  stately  Carthage.  But  when  is  this  to  end  ? or 
what  call  now  for  such  terrible  contention  ? Suppo.se  for 
a change  we  establish  perpetual  peace  and  a firm  mar- 
riage bond.  You  have  gained  what  your  Avhole  heart 
went  to  seek.  Dido  is  ablaze  with  love,  and  the  madness 
is  coursing  through  her  frame.  Jointly  then  let  us  rule 
this  nation,  each  Avith  full  sovereignty ; let  her  stoop  to  be 
the  slave  of  a Phrygian  husband,  and  make  over  her 
^ /'^lyTyrians  ia^plaee^  dowry  to  your  control.’ 

To  her — for  she  saw  that  she  had  spoken  with  a 
feigned  intent,  meaning  to  divert  the  Italian  empire  to 
the  coast  of  Libya — Venus  thus  replied  : — ‘ Who  Avould 
be  so  mad  as  to  spurn  offers  like  these,  and  prefer  your 
enmity  to  your  friendship,  were  it  but  certain  that  the 
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ifisuc  you  name  woukl  bring  good  fortune  in  its  train  ? 
But  I am  groping  blindly  after  destiny — whether  it  be 
Jupiter’s  will  that  the  Tyrians  and  the  voyagers  from 
Troy  should  have  one  city — whether  he  would  have  the 
two  nations  blended  and  a league  made  between  them. 
You  are  his  wife ; it  is  your  jdace  to  approach  him  by 
entreaty.  Go  on,  I will  follow.’  Imperial  Juno  re- 
joined thus : — ‘ That  task  shall  rest  with  me.  Now,  in 
what  way  our  present  purpose  can  be  contrived,  lend  me 
your  attention,  and  I will  explain  in  brief.  Bilneas  and 
Dido,  poor  sulTerer ! are  proposing  to  go  hunting  in  the 
forest,  when  first  to-morrow’s  sun  displays  his  rising,  and 
with  his  beams  uncurtains  the  globe.  On  them  I will 
pour  from  above  a black  storm  of  mingled  rain  and  hail, 
just  when  the  horsemen  are  all  astir,  and  spreading  their 
toils  before  the  wood-walks,  and  the  whole  heaven  shall 
be  convulsed  with  thunder.  The  train  shall  fly  here  and 
there,  and  beT?)st.j,Ij,  the  thick  darkness.  Dido  and  the 
Trojan  chief  shall  find  themselves  in  the  same  cave.  I 
will  be  there,  and,  if  I may  count  on  your  sanction,  will 
unite  her  to  him  in  lasting  wedlock,  and  consecrate  her 
his  for  life.  Thus  shall  Hymen  give  us  his  presence.’ 
The  Queen  of  Cythera  makes  no  demur,  but  nods  assent, 
smiling  at  the  trick  she  has  found  out. 

Meanwhile  Aurora  has  risen,  and  left  the  ocean.  Eising 
with  the  day-star,  the  chivalry  of  Carthage  streams  through 
the  gates,  their  woven  toils,  and  nets,  and  hunting-spears 
tipped  with  broad  iron,  and  Massylian  horsemen  hurry 
along,  and  a force  of  kcen-.scented  hounds.  There  are 
the  Punic  princes.  Availing  for  the  queen,  Avho  still  lingers 
in  her  chamber;  there  stands  her  palfrey,  conspicuous  in 
purple  and  gold,  fiercely  champing  the  foaming  bit.  At 
length  she  comes  forth,  with  a mighty  train  attending, 
a Tyrian  scarf  round  her,  itself  surrounded  by  an  erabroi- 
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dered  border;  her  quiver  of  gold,  her  hair  knotted  up 
•with  gold,  her  purple  robe  fastened  ■with  a golden  clasp. 
The  Phrygian  train,  too,  are  in  motion,  and  lulus,  all 
exultation.  jEneas  himself,  comely  beyond  all  the  rest, 
adds  his  presence  to  theirs,  and  joins  the  procession ; like 
Apollo,  when  he  leaves  his  Lycian  winter-seat  and  the 
stream  of  Xanthus,  and  visits  Uelos,  his  mother’s  isle,  and 
renews  the  dance ; while  with  mingled  voices  round  the 
altar  shout  Cretans  and  Drj’opians,  and  tattooed  xXgathyr- 
sians.  The  god  in  majesty  walks  on  the  heights  of  Cyn- 
thus,  training  his  luxuriant  hair  with  the  soft  pressure  of 
a wreath  of  leaves,  and  twining  it  with  gold  ; his  arrows 
rattle  on  his  shoulders.  Not  with  less  case  than  he  moved 
jEneas;  such  the  beauty  that  sparkles  in  that  peerless 
countenance.  When  they  reach  the  high  mountains  and 
the  pathless  coverts,  sec ! the  wild  goats,  dropping  from 
the  tops  of  the  crags,  have  nm  down  the  slopes ; in  another 
quarter  the  deer  are  scouring  the  open  plains,  massing 
their  herds  as  they  fly  in  a whirlwind  of  dust,  and  leaving 
the  mountains.  But  young  Ascanius  is  in  the  heart  of  the 
glens,  exulting  in  his  fiery  courser.  Now  he  passes  one, 
now  another  of  his  comrades  at  full  speed,  and  prays  that 
in  the  midst  of  such  spiritless  game  he  may  be  blest 
with  the  sight  of  a foaming  boar,  or  that  a tawny  lion 
may  come  down  the  hill.  ^Meantime  the  sky  begins  to 
be  con-vulsed  with  a mighty  turmoil ; a stonn-cloud  fol- 
lows of  mingled  rain  and  hail.  The  Tyrian  train,  all  in 
confusion,  and  the  chivalry  of  Troy,  and  the  hope  of 
Dardania,  Venus’  grandson,  have  sought  shelter  in  their 
terror  up  and  down  the  country,  some  here,  some  there. 
The  streams  run  in  torrents  down  the  hills.  Dido  and 
the  Trojan  chief  find  themselves  in  the  same  cave.  Earth, 
^ the  mother  of  all,  and  Jun^C;ive  the  sign. 

Lightnings  blaze,  and  heaven  flashes  in  sympathy  with 
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tlie  bridal ; and  from  mountain-tops  the  nymphs  give  tlie 
nuptial  shout.  That  day  was  the  liirthday  of  deatli,  the 
birthday  of  woe.  Ilenceforth  she  has  no  thought  for 
the  common  eye  or  the  common  tongue  ; it  is  not  a stolen 
passion  that  Dido  has  now  in  her  mind — no,  she  'calls  it 
marriage ; that  name  is  the  screen  of  her  sin. 

Instantly  Fame  tokes  her  journey  through  Libya’s  great 
cities — Fame,  a monster  surpassed  in  speed  by  none ; her 
nimbleness  lends  her  Ufe,  and  she  gains  strength  as  she 
goes.  At  first  fear  keeps  her  low ; soon  she  rears  hereelf 
skyward,  and  treads  on  the  ground,  while  her  head  is 
hidden  among  the  clouds.  Eartli,  her  parent,  provoked 
to  anger  acjainst  the  gods,  brought  her  forth,  they  say, 
the  youngest  of  tlie  family  of  Cceus  and  Enceladus  — 
swift  of  foot  and  untiring  of  wing,  a portent  terrible 
and  vast — who,  for  every  feather  on  her  body  lias  an 
over-wakeful  eye  beneath,  marvellous  to  tell,  for  every 
eye  a loud  tongue  and  mouth,  and  a pricked-up  ear. 
At  night  she  flies  midway  between  heaven  and  earth, 
hissing  through  the  darkness,  nor  ever  yields  her  eyes  to 
the  sweets  of  sleep.  In  the  daylight  she  sits  sentinel  on  a 
high  house-top,  or  on  a lofty  turret,  and  makes  great 
cities  afraid  ; as  apt  to  cling  to  falsehood  and  wrong  as- 
to  proclaim  the  truth.  So  then  she  was  filling  the  public 
ear  with  a thousand  tales — things  done  and  things  never 
done  alike  the  burden  of  her  song — how  that  .(Eneas,  a 
prince  of  Trojan  blood,  had  arrived  at  Carthage,  a hero 
whom  lovely  Dido  deigned  to  make  her  husband,  and 
now  in  luxurious  ease  they  were  wearing  away  the  length 
of  winter  together,  forgetful  of  the  crowns  they  wore  or 
hoped  to  Avear,  and  enthralled  by  unworthy  pa.ssion. 
Such  are  the  tales  the  fiendlike  goddess  spreads  from 
tongue  to  tongue.  Then,  in  due  course,  she  turns  her 
stejis  to  King  larbas,  and  inflames  him  with  her  rumours. 
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and  ])iles  his  indignation  high.  lie,  the  son  of  Ammon, 
from  the  ravished  embrace  of  a Garamantian  nymph,  built 
within  his  broad  realms  a hundred  temples  to  Jove,  and 
in  each  temple  an  altar;  there  he  had  consecrated  an  ever- 
w'akeful  fire,  the  god’s  unsleeping  sentry,  a floor  thick 
with  victims’  blood,  and  doors  wreathed  with  particoloured 
garlands.  And  he,  frenzied  in  soul,  and  stung  by  the  bitter 
tidings,  is  said,  as  he  stood  before  the  altars,  wdth  the 
majesty  of  Heaven  all  around  him,  to  have  prayed  long 
and  earnestly  to  Jove  with  upturned  hands  : — ‘ Jove,  the 
Almighty,  to  whom  in  this  my  reign  the  Moorish  race, 
\ feasting  on  embroidered  couches,  pour  out  the  oATering  of 

the  vintage,  seest  thou  this  ? or  is  our  dread  of  thee.  Father, 
when  thou  hurlest  thy  lightnings,  an  itUe  panic?  are  those 
aimless  fires  in  the  clouds  that  aj)pal  us?  have  their  con- 
fused rumblings  no  meaning?  See  here : a woman,  who, 
wandering  in  our  territories,  bought  leave  to  build  a petty 
town,  to  whom  we  made  over  a strip  of  land  for  tillage, 
with  its  rights  of  lordship,  she  has  rejected  an  alliance 
with  us,  and  received  ^Fneas  into  her  kingdom,  to  be  its 
lord  and  hers.  And  now  that  second  Paris,  wnth  his 
e»ia.sculate  following,  a Maconian  cap  supporting  his  chin 
and  his  esscnced  hair,  is  enjoying  his  prize,  while  we,  for- 
sooth, are  making  oirerings  to  temples  of  thine,  and  keejv 
ing  alive  an  idle  rumour.’ 

Thus  as  he  prayed,  his  hands  gnxsping  the  altar,  the 
almighty  one  heard  him,  and  turned  his  eyes  to  the 
queenly  city  and  the  guilty  pair,  lost  to  their  better  fame. 
Then  thus  he  bespeaks  Mercury,  and  gives  him  a charge 
like  this : — ‘ Go,  haste,  my  son,  summon  the  Zephyrs,  and 
float  on  thy  wings ; address  the  Dardan  chief,  who  is  now 
dallying  in  Tyrian  Carthage,  and  giving  no  thought  to  the 
city  wdiich  Destiny  makes  his  own  ; carry  him  my  com- 
mands through  the  flying  air.  It  was  not  a man  like  that 
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wliom  liis  beauteous  mother  promised  us  in  him,  and  on 
the  strength  of  her  word  twice  rescued  him  from  the  sword 
of  Greece.  No,  he  was  to  be  one  who  should  govern  Italy 
— Italy,  with  its  brood  of  unborn  empires,  and  the  war- 
cry  bursting  from  its  heart — who  should  carry  down  a 
line  sprung  from  the  grand  fountain-head  of  Teucer’s 
blood,  and  should  force  the  whole  world  to  bow  to  the 
laws  he  makes.  If  he  is  fired  by  no  spark  of  ambition 
for  greatness  like  this,  and  will  not  rear  a toilsome  fabric 
for  his  own  praise,  is  it  a fiither’s  heart  that  grudges  Asea- 
nius  the  hills  of  Eome?  What  is  he  building?  What 
docs  he  look  to  in  lingering  on  among  a nation  of  enemies, 
with  no  thought  for  the  great  Ausonian  family,  or  for  the 
fields  of  Laviniuin?  Away  with  him  to  seal  This  is  our 
sentence  ; thus  far  be  our  messenger.’ 

Jove  had  spoken,  and  ^Mercury  was  prc|iaring  to  execute 
the  great  sire’s  command  : first  he  binds  to  his  feet  his 
sandals,  all  of  gold,  which  carry  him,  uplifted  by  their 
pinions,  over  sea  no  less  tlian  land,  with  the  swiftness  of 
the  wind  that  wafts  him.  Then  he  takes  his  rod — the 
rod  with  which  he  is  wont  to  call  up  pale  spectres  from 
the  place  of  death — to  send  others  on  their  melancholy 
way  to  Tartarus,  to  give  sleep  or  take  it  away,  and  to  open 
the  ej'cs  when  death  is  p.ast.  With  this  in  hand,  he  drives 
tlie  winds  before  him,  and  makes  a path  through  the  sea 
of  clouds.  And  now  in  his  flight  he  espies  the  crest  and 
the  tall  sides  of  Atlas  the  rugged,  who  with  his  top  .sup- 
ports the  sky — Atlas,  whose  jnne-crowned  head,  ever 
wreathed  with  dark  clouds,  is  buffeted  by  wind  and  rain. 
A mantle  of  snow  wraps  his  shoulders;  rivers  tumble 
from  his  lioaiy  chin,  and  his  gri.sly  beard  is  stiff  with  ice. 
Here  fii'st  C}’llene’s  god  ])oised  himself  on  his  wings  and 
rested  ; then  from  his  stand  stooping  his  whole  body,  he 
sent  himself  headlong  to  the  sea,  like  a bird  which  haunt- 
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ing  the  coast  and  the  fishy  rocks  flies  low,  close  to  the 
water.  Even  so  was  he  flying  between  eajth  and  heaven, 
between  Libya’s  sandy  coast  and  the  winds  that  swept  it, 
leaving  his  mother’s  father  behind,  himself  Cyllene’s 
progeny. 

Soon  as  his  winged  feet  alit  among  the  huts  of  Car- 
thage, he  sees  .dilneas  founding  towers  and  making  houses 
new.  A sword  was  at  his  side,  starred  with  yellow  jas- 
pers, and  a mantle  drooped  from  his  shoulders,  ablaze 
with  Tyrian  purple — a costly  gift  which  Dido  had  made, 
varying  the  web  with  threads  of  gold.  Instantly  he 
assails  him  : — ‘ And  are  you  at  a time  like  this  laying  the 
foundations  of  stately  Carthage,  and  building,  like  a fond 
husband,  your  wife’s  goodly  city,  forgetting,  alas ! your 
own  kingdom  and  the  cares  that  should  be  yours  ? It  is 
no  less  than  the  ruler  of  the  gods  who  sends  me  down 
to  you  from  his  bright  Olympus — he  whose  nod  sways 
heaven  and  earth  ; it  is  he  that  bids  me  carry  his  com- 
mands through  the  flying  air.  What  are  you  building  ? 
what  do  you  look  to  in  squandering  your  lei-^^urc  in  Libyan 
land  ? If  you  are  fired  by  no  spark  of  ambition  for  the 
greatness  in  your  view,  and  will  not  rear  a toilsome  fabric 
for  your  own  praise,  think  of  Ascanius  rising  into  youth, 
think  of  lulus,  your  heir  and  your  hope,  to  whom  you 
owe  tlie  crown  of  Italy  and  the  realm  of  Eome.’  With 
those  words  Cyllene’s  god  quitted  mortal  sight  ere  he  had 
well  ceased  to  speak,  and  vanished  away  from  the  eye 
into  unsubstantial  air. 

The  sight  left  yEneas  dumb  and  aghast  indeed ; his 
hair  stood  shudderingly  erect ; his  speech  clave  to  his 
throat.  He  burns  to  take  flight  and  leave  the  land  of 
pleasure,  as  his  ears  ring  with  the  thunder  of  Heaven’s 
imperious  warning.  What — ah  ! what  is  he  to  do  ? with 
what  address  can  he  now  dare  to  approach  the  imp-as- 
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sionecl  queen  ? what  first  advances  can  he  employ  ? And 
thus  lie  despatches  his  rapid  thought  hither  and  tliitlier, 
hurrying  it  east  and  west,  and  sweeping  every  corner  of 
the  field.  So  balancing,  at  last  he  thought  this  judgment 
the  best.  He  calls  Mnestheus  and  Sergestus  and  brave 
Serestus ; bids  them  quietly  get  ready  the  fleet,  muster 
the  crews  on  the  shore,  with  their  arms  in  their  hands, 
hiding  the  reason  for  so  sudden  a change.  Meantime  he, 
while  Dido,  kindest  of  friends,  is  in  ignorance,  deeming 
love’s  chain  too  strong  to  be  snapped,  will  feel  liis  way, 
and  find  what  are  the  happiest  moments  for  speech,  what 
the  right  hold  to  take  of  circumstance.  At  once  all 
gladly  obey  his  command,  and  are  busy  on  the  tasks  en- 
joined. 

But  the  queen  (who  can  cheat  a lover’s  senses  ?) 
scei^ed  the  plot,  and  caught  the  first  sound  of  the  coming 
stir,  alive  to  fear  in  the  midst  of  safety.  Fame,  as  before, 
the  same  baleful  fiend,  whispered  in  her  frenzied  ear  that 
the  fleet  was  being  equipped  and  the  voyage  got  ready. 
She  storms  in  impotence  of  soul,  and,  all  on  fire,  goes 
raving  through  the  city,  hke  a Mamad  starting  up  at  the 
rattle  of  the  sacred  emblems,  when  the  triennial  orgies 
hish  her  with  the  cry  of  Bacchus,  and  Citho^ron’s  yell  calls 
her  into  the  night.  At  length  she  thus  bespeaks  Hilneas, 
unaddressed  by  him  : — 

‘ To  hide,  yes,  hide  your  enormous  crime,  perfidious 
wretch,  did  you  hope  that  might  be  done — to  steal 
away  in  silence  from  my  realm  ? Has  our  love  no 
power  to  keep  you  P has  our  troth,  once  plighted, 
none,  nor  she  whom  you  doom  to  a cruel  death,  your 
Dido  ? Nay,  are  you  fitting  out  your  fleet  with  winter’s 
sky  overhead,  and  hastening  to  cross  the  deep  in  the  face 
of  all  the  northern  winds,  hard-hearted  as  you  are? 
Why,  siqipose  you  were  not  seeking  a strange  clime  and 
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a home  you  know  not — suppose  old  Troy  were  still  stand- 
ing— would  even  Troy  draw  you  to  seek  her  across  a 
billowy  sea  ? Flying,  and  from  me ! By  the  tears  I shed, 
and  by  your  plighted  hand,  since  my  own  act,  alas ! has 
left  me  nought  else  to  plead — by  our  union — by  the  nuj> 
tial  rites  thus  prefaced — if  I have  ever  deserved  well  of 
you,  or  aught  of  mine  ever  gave  you  pleasure — have  pity 
on  a falling  house,  and  stiip  off,  I conjure  you,  if  prayer 
be  not  too  late,  the  mind  that  clothes  you.  It  is  owing 
to  you  that  the  Libyan  tribes  and  the  Nomad  chiefs  hate 
me,  that  my  own  Tyrians  are  estranged ; owing  to  you, 
yes,  you,  that  my  woman’s  honour  has  been  put  out,  and 
that  wliich  was  my  one  passport  to  immortality,  my  for- 
mer fame.  To  whom  are  you  abandoning  a dying  woman, 
my  guest  ? — since  the  name  of  husband  has  dwindled  to 
that.  Why  do  I live  any  longer  ? — to  give  my  brother 
Pygmalion  time  to  batter  down  my  walls,  or  larbas  the 
Moor  to  carry  me  away  captive  ? Had  I but  borne  any 
offspring  of  you  before  your  flight,  were  there  some  tiny 
iEiieas  to  play  in  my  hall,  and  remind  me  of  you,  though 
but  in  look,  I should  not  then  feel  utterly  captive  and 
forlorn.’ 

She  ceased.  He  all  the  while,  at  Jove’s  command,  was 
keeping  his  eyes  unmoved,  and  shutting  up  in  his  heart 
his  great  love.  At  length  he  answers  in  brief: — ‘Fair 
queen,  name  all  the  claims  to  gratitude  you  can.  I sliall 
never  gainsay  one,  nor  will  the  tliought  of  Elissa  ever  be 
unwelcome  while  memory  lasts,  while  breath  animates 
this  frame.  A few  w^ords  I will  sav,  as  the  case  admits. 
I never  counted — do  not  dream  it — on  stealthily  conceal- 
ing my  flight.  I never  came  with  a bridegroom’s  torch 
in  my  hand,  nor  was  this  the  alliance  to  Avhich  I agreed. 
For  me,  were  the  Fates  to  suffer  me  to  live  under  a star  of 
my  own  choosing,  and  to  make  with  care  the  terms  I 


BOOK  IV. 


207 


would,  the  city  of  Troy,  first  of  all  the  dear  remains  of 
what  was  mine,  would  claim  my  tendance.  Priam’s  tall 
roof-tree  would  still  be  standing,  and  my  hand  would 
have  built  a restored  Pergamus,  to  solace  the  vanquished. 
But  now  to  princely  Italy  Grynean  Apollo,  to  Italy  his 
Lycian  oracles  bid  me  repair.  There  is  my  heart,  tliere 
my  fatherland.  If  you  are  riveted  here  by  the  sight  of 
your  stately  Cartilage,  a daughter  of  Phcenicia  by  a 
Libyan  town,  why,  I would  ask,  should  jealousy  forbid 
Teucrians  to  settle  in  Ausonian  land?  We,  like  you,  have 
the  right  of  looking  for  a foreign  realm.  There  is  my 
father  Anchises,  oft  as  night’s  de^vy"  shades  invest  the 
earth,  oft  as  the  fiery  stains  arise,  warning  me  in  dreams 
and  appalling  me  by  his  troubled  presence.  There  is  my 
son  Ascanius,  and  the  wrongs  heaped  on  his  dear  head 
every  day  that  I rob  him  of  the  crown  of  Hesperia,  and 
of  the  land  that  fate  makes  his.  Now,  too,  the  messenger 
of  the  gods,  sent  down  from  Jove  himself  (I  swear  by 
both  our  lives)  has  brought  me  orders  through  the  flying 
air.  W’ith  my  own  eyes  I saw  the  god  in  clear  daylight 
entering  the  walls,  and  took  in  his  words  with  the  ears 
that  hear  you  now.  Cease  then  to  harrow  up  both  our 
souls  by  your  reproaches : my  quest  of  Italy  is  not  of  my 
own  motion.’ 

Long  ere  he  had  done  this  speech  she  was  glaring  at 
him  askance,  rolling  her  eyes  this  way  and  that,  and 
scanning  the  whole  man  with  her  silent  glances,  and  thus 
she  bursts  forth  all  ablaze  : — ‘ No  goddess  was  mother  of 
youre,  no  Dardanus  the  head  of  your  line,  perfidious 
wretch ! — no,  your  parent  was  Caucasus,  rugged  and 
craggy,  and  Hyrcanian  tigresses  put  their  breasts  to  your 
lips.  For  why  should  I suppress  aught?  or  for  what 
worse  evil  hold  myself  in  reserve  ? Did  he  groan  when  I 
wept?  did  ho  move  those  hard  eyes?  did  he  yield 
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and  shed  tears,  or  pity  her  tliat  loved  him  ? What  first  ? 
what  last?  Now,  neither  Juno,  queen  of  all,  nor  Jove, 
the  almighty  Father,  eyes  us  with  impartial  regard. 
Nowhere  is  there  aught  to  trust — nowhere.  A ship- 
wrecked beggar,  1 welcomed  him,  and  madly  gave  him 
a share  of  my  realm ; his  lost  fleet,  his  crews,  I brought 
back  from  death’s  door.  Ah ! Fury  sets  me  on  fire,  and 
whirls  me  round ! Now,  prophet  Apollo,  now  the 
Lycian  oracles.  Now  the  messenger  of  the  gods,  sent 
down  by  Jove  himself,  bears  his  grim  bidding  through 
the  air  I Aye,  of  course,  that  is  the  employment  of  the 
powers  above,  those  the  cares  that  break  tlieir  repose! 
I retain  not  your  person,  nor  refute  your  talk.  Go, 
chase  Italy  with  the  winds  at  j'our  back ; look  for 
realms  with  the  whole  sea  between  you.  I have  hope 
that  on  the  rocks  midway,  if  the  gods  are  as  j)owerful  as 
they  are  good,  you  will  drain  the  cup  of  punishment, 
with  Dido’s  name  ever  on  your  lips.  I will  follow  you 
with  murky  fires  when  I am  far  away ; and  when  cold 
death  shall  have  parted  soul  and  body,  my  shade  shall 
haunt  you  everywhere.  Yes,  wretch,  you  shall  sufler,  I 
shall  hear  it — the  news  will  reach  me  down  among  the 
dead.’  So  saying,  she  snaps  short  her  speech,  and  flies 
with  loathing  from  the  daylight,  and  breaks  and  rushes 
from  his  sight,  leaving  him  hesitating,  and  fearing,  and 
thinking  of  a thousand  things  to  say.  Her  maidens 
support  her,  and  cany  her  sinking  frame  into  her  marble 
chamber,  and  lay  her  on  her  bed. 

But  good  .^Fneas,  though  yearning  to  solace  and  soothe 
her  agonised  spirit,  and  by  his  words  to  check  the  onset 
of  sorrow,  with  manj^  a groan,  his  whole  soul  upheaved 
by  the  force  of  love,  goes  nevertheless  about  the  commands 
of  Heaven,  and  repairs  to  his  fleet.  The  Teucrians  re- 
double their  cflbrts,  and  along  the  whole  range  of  the 
shore  drag  their  tall  .ships  down.  The  keels  are  carocneil 
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and  floated.  They  carry  oars  with  their  leaves  still  on, 
and  timber  unfashioned  as  it  stood  hr  thrrwoods,  so  strong 
their  eagerness  to  fly.  You  may  see  them  all  in  motion, 
streaming  from  every  part  of  the  city.  Even  as  ants  when 
they  are  sacking  a huge  heap  of  Avheat,  provident  of 
winter  days,  and  laying  up  the  plunder  in  their  stores ; a 
black  column  is  seen  moving  through  the  plain,  and  they 
convey  their  booty  along  the  grass  in  a narrow  path : 
some  are  putting  their  shoulders  to  the  big  grains,  and 
pushing  them  along ; others  are  rallying  the  force  and 
punishing  the  stragglers ; the  whole  track  is  in  a glow  of 
work.  What  were  your  feelings  then,  poor  Dido,  at  a 
sight  like  this  ! How  deep  the  groans  you  heaved,  when 
you  looked  out  from  your  lofty  tower  on  a beach  all 
seething  and  swarming,  and  saw  the  whole  sea  before  you 
deafened  with  that  hubbub  of  voices  ! Tyrant  love  ! what 
force  dost  thou  not  put  on  human  hearts  ? Again  she  has 
to  condescend  to  tears,  again  to  use  the  weapons  of  en- 
treaty, and  bow  her  spirit  in  suppliance  under  love’s  yoke, 
lest  she  should  have  left  aught  untried,  and  be  rushing 
on  a needless  death. 

‘ Anna,  you  see  there  is  hurrying  all  over  the  shore — 
they  are  met  from  every  side;  the  canvas  is  already 
wooing  the  gale,  and  the  joyful  sailors  have  wreathed 
the  sterns.  If  I have  had  the  foresight  to  anticipate  so 
heavy  a blow,  I shall  have  the  power  to  bear  it  too,  my 
sister.  Yet,  Anna,  in  my  misery,  perform  me  this  one 
service.  You,  and  you  only,  the  perfidious  man  was  wont 
to  make  his  friend — aye,  even  to  trust  you  with  his  secret 
thoughts.  You,  and  you  only,  know  the  subtle  approaches 
to  his  heart,  and  the  times  of  essaying  them.  Go,  then, 
my  sister,  and  supplicate  our  haughty  foe.  Tell  him  I was 
no  party  to  the  Danaan  league  at  Aulis  to  destroy  the 
Trojan  nation ; I sent  no  ships  to  Pergamus ; I never 
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disinterred  his  father  Anchises,  his  dust  or  his  spirit. 
Why  will  he  not  let  my  words  sink  down  into  his  obdu- 
rate ears?  Whither  is  he  hurrying?  Let  him  grant  this 
last  boon  to  her  who  loves  him  so  wildly ; let  him  wait 
till  the  way  is  smoothed  for  his  flight,  and  there  are  winds 
to  waft  him.  I am  not  asking  him  now  to  renew  our 
old  vows  which  he  has  forsworn.  I am  not  asking  him 
to  forego  his  fair  Latium,  and  resign  his  crown.  I entreat 
but  a few  vacant  hours,  a respite  and  breathing-space  for 
my  passion,  till  my  fortune  shall  have  taught  baffled  love 
how  to  grieve.  This  is  my  last  request  of  you.  Oh,  pity 
your  poor  sister ! — a request  which  when  granted  shall  be 
returned  with  interest  in  death.’ 

Such  was  her  appeal — such  the  wailing  which  her 
afflicted  sister  bears  to  him,  and  bears  again ; but  no 
wailing  moves  him,  no  words  find  him  a gentle  listener. 
Fate  bars  the  way,  and  Heaven  closes  the  hero’s  relenting 
ears.  Even  as  an  aged  oak,  still  hale  and  strong,  which 
Alpine  winds,  blowing  now  here,  now  there,  strive 
emulously  to  uproot — a loud  noise  is  heard,  and,  as  the 
stem  rocks,  heaps  of  leaves  pile  the  ground ; but  the  tree 
cleaves  firmly  to  the  cliff';  high  as  its  head  strikes  into 
the  air,  so  deep  its  root  strikes  down  to  the  abyss — even 
thus  the  hero  is  assailed  on  all  sides  by  a storm  of  words : 
his  mighty  breast  thrills  through  and  through  wth  agony ; 
but  his  mind  is  unshaken,  aud  tears  are  showered  in 
vain. 

Then  at  last,  maddened  by  her  destiny,  poor  Dido  prays 
for  death  : heaven’s  vault  is  a weariness  to  look  on.  To 
confirm  her  in  pursuing  her  intent,  and  closing  her  eyes 
on  the  sun,  she  saw,  as  she  Wiw  laying  her  offerings  on 
the  incense-steaming  altars — horrible  to  tell — the  sacred 
liquor  turn  black,  and  the  streams  of  \vine  curdle  into 
loathly  gore.  This  appearance  she  told  to  none,  not  even 
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to  her  sister.  Moreover,  there  was  in  her  palace  a marble 
chapel  to  her  former  husband,  to  which  she  used  to  pay 
singular  honours,  wreathing  it  with  snowy  fillets  and  festal 
boughs ; from  it  she  thought  she  heard  a voice,  the 
accents  of  the  dead  man  calling  her,  when  the  darkness  of 
night  was  shrouding  the  earth  ; and  on  the  roof  a lonely 
owl  in  funereal  tones  kept  complaining  again  and  again, 
and  drawng  out  wailingly  its  protracted  notes ; and  a 
thousand  predictions  of  seers  of  other  days  come  back  on 
her,  terrifying  her  with  their  awful  warnings.  When  she 
dreams,  there  is  .lEneas  himself  driving  her  in  furious 
chase : she  seems  always  being  left  alone  to  herself, 
always  pacing  companionless  on  a never-ending  road,  and 
locking  for  her  Tyrians  in  a realm  without  inhabitants — 
like  Pentheus,  when  in  frenzy  he  sees  troops  of  Furies, 
and  two  suns,  and  a double  Thebes  rising  round  him ; or 
Agamemnon’s  Orestes  rushing  over  the  stage,  as  he  flies 
from  his  mother,  who  is  armed  with  torches  and  deadly 
snakes,  while  the  avenging  fiends  sit  couched  on  the 
threshold. 

So  when,  spent  with  agony,  she  gave  conception  to  the 
demon,  and  resolved  on  death,  she  settled  with  herself 
time  and  means,  and  thus  bespoke  her  grieving  sister,  her 
face  disguising  her  intent,  and  hope  smiling  on  her  brow : — 
‘ Dearest,  I have  found  a way — wish  me  joy,  as  a sister 
should — to  bring  him  back  to  me,  or  to  loose  me  from 
the  love  which  binds  me  to  him.  Hard  by  the  bound  of 
ocean  and  the  setting  sun  lies  the  extreme  Ethiopian 
clime,  where  mighty  Atlas  turns  round  on  his  shoulders 
the  pole,  .studded  with  burning  stam.  From  that  clime,  I 
have  heard  of  a priestess  of  the  Massylian  race,  once 
guardian  of  the  temple  of  the  Hesperides,  who  used  to 
give  the  dragon  his  food,  and  so  preserve  the  sacred 
bmighs  oil  the  tree,  sprinkling  for  him  moist  honey  and 
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drowsy  poppy-seed.  She,  by  lier  spells,  undertakes  to 
release  souls  at  lier  pleasure,  while  into  others  she  shoots 
cruel  pangs;  she  stops  the  water  in  the  river-bed,  and 
turns  back  the  stars  in  their  coui’ses,  and  calls  ghosts  from 
realms  of  night.  You  will  see  the  earth  bellowing  under 
you,  and  the  ashes  coming  dowm  from  the  mountain-top. 
By  the  gods  I swear,  dearest  sister,  by  you  and  your  dear 
life,  that  unwillingly  I gird  on  the  weapons  of  magic.  Do 
you,  in  the  privacy  of  the  inner  court,  build  a pile  to  the 
open  sky ; lay  on  it  the  arms  which  that  godless  man  left 
hanging  in  the  chamber,  and  all  his  doffed  apparel,  and 
the  nuptial  bed  which  was  my  undoing.  To  destroy  every 
memorial  of  the  hateful  wretch  is  my  pleasure,  and  the 
priestess’  bidding.’  This  said,  she  is  sdent — palene.ss 
overspreads  her  face.  Yet  Anna  does  not  dream  that 
these  strange  rites  are  a veil  to  hide  her  sister’s  death : 
she  cannot  gra.sp  frenzy  like  that ; she  fears  no  darker 
day  than  that  of  their  mourning  for  Sychaeus,  and  so  she 
does  her  bidding. 

But  the  queen,  when  the  pile  had  been  built  in  the 
heart  of  the  palace  to  the  open  sky,  a giant  mass  of  pine- 
wood  and  hewn  o.ak,  spans  the  place  with  garlands,  and 
crowns  it  with  funeral  boughs.  High  above  it  on  the 
couch  she  sets  the  doffed  apparel,  and  the  sword  that  had 
been  left,  and  the  imago  of  the  folse  lover,  knowing  too 
well  what  was  to  coma  Altars  rise  here  and  there  ; the 
priestess,  with  hair  dishevelled,  thunders  out  the  roll  of 
three  hundred  gods,  Erebus  and  Chaos,  and  Hecate 
with  her  triple  form — the  three  faces  borne  by  maiden 
Dian.  See!  she  has  sprinkled  water,  brought,  .so  she 
feigns,  from  Avernus’  s})ring,  and  she  is  getting  green 
downy  herbs,  cropped  by  moonlight  with  brazen  shears, 
whose  sap  is  the  milk  of  deadly  poison,  and  the  love- 
charm,  torn  from  the  brow  of  the  new-born  foal,  ere  the 
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mother  could  snatch  it.  Dido  herself,  with  salted  cake 
and  pure  hands  at  the  altars,  one  foot  unshod,  her  vest 
ungirdled,  makes  her  dying  appeal  to  the  gods  and  to  the 
stars  who  share  Fate’s  counsels,  begging  the  powers,  if 
any  there  be,  that  watch,  righteous  and  unforgetting,  over 
ill-yoked  lovers,  to  hear  her  prayer. 

It  was  night,  and  overtoiled  mortality  throughout  the 
earth  was  enjoying  peaceful  slumber ; the  woods  were 
at  rest,  and  the  raging  waves — the  hour  when  the  stars 
are  rolling  midway  in  their  smooth  courses,  when  all  the 
land  is  hushed,  cattle,  and  gay-plumed  birds,  haunters 
hir  and  wide  of  clear  waters  and  rough  forest-ground, 
lapped  in  sleep  with  stilly  night  overhead,  their  troubles 
assuaged,  their  hearts  dead  to  care.  Not  so  the  vexed 
spirit  of  Phoenicia’s  daughter ; she  never  relaxes  into 
slumber,  or  welcomes  the  night  to  eye  or  bosom ; sorrow 
doubles  peal  on  peal ; once  more  love  swells,  and  storms, 
and  surges,  with  a mighty  tempest  of  passion.  Thus,  tiien, 
she  plunges  into  speech,  and  whirls  her  thoughts  about 
thus  in  the  depth  of  her  soul : — ‘ What  am  I about?  Am 
I to  make  fresh  proof  of  my  former  suitors,  with  scorn 
before  me  ? Must  I stoop  to  court  Nomad  bridegrooms, 
whose  offered  hand  I have  spumed  so  often  ? Well,  then, 
shall  I follow  the  fleet  of  Ilion,  and  be  at  the  beck  and 
call  of  Teucrian  masters  ? Is  it  that  they  think  with 
• pleasure  on  the  succour  once  rendered  them  ? that  grati- 
tude for  past  kindness  yet  lives  in  their  memory?  But 
even  if  I wished  it,  who  will  give  me  leave,  or  admit  the 
unwelcome  guest  to  his  haughty  ships?  Are  you  so 
ignorant,  poor  wretch  ? Do  you  not  yet  understand  the 
perjury  of  the  race  of  Laomedon?  What  then?  Shall 
I fly  alone,  and  swell  the  triumph  of  their  crews?  or  shall 
I put  to  sea,  with  the  Tyrians  and  the  whole  force  of  my 
people  at  my  back,  dragging  those  whom  it  was  so  hard 
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to  uproot  from  their  Sidoiiian  home  again  into  the  deep, 
and  bidding  them  spread  sail  to  the  winds  ? No ! — die  the 
death  you  have  merited,  and  let  tlie  sword  put  your  sor- 
row to  flight.  You,  sister,  are  the  cause ; overmastered 
by  my  tears,  you  heap  this  deadly  fuel  on  my  flame,  and 
fling  me  upon  my  enemy.  Why  could  I not  forswear 
wedlock,  and  live  an  unblamed  life  in  savage  freedom, 
nor  meddle  with  troubles  like  these?  Why  did  I not 
keep  the  faith  I vowed  to  tlie  ashes  of  Sychasus  ? ’ Such 
were  the  reproaclies  that  broke  from  that  bursting  heart. 

Meanwhile  j^Eneas,  resolved  on  his  journey,  was  slum- 
bering in  his  vessel’s  tall  stern,  all  being  now  in  readiness. 
To  him  a vision  of  the  god  appearing  again  with  the  same 
countenance,  presented  itself  as  he  slept,  and  seemed  to 
give  this  second  warning — the  perfect  picture  of  Mercury, 
his  voice,  his  blooming  hue,  his  yellow  locks,  and  the 
youthful  grace  of  his  frame  : — ‘ Goddess-bom,  at  a crisis 
like  this  can  you  slumber  on  ? Do  you  not  see  the  wall 
of  danger  which  is  fast  rising  round  you,  infatuate  that 
you  are,  nor  hear  the  favouring  whisper  of  the  western 
gale  ? She  is  revolving  in  her  bosom  thoughts  of  craft 
and  cruelty,  resolved  on  death,  and  surging  with  a change- 
ful tempest  of  passion.  Will  you  not  haste  away  while 
haste  is  in  your  power?  You  will  look  on  a sea  con- 
vulsed with  ships,  an  array  of  fierce  torch-fires,  a coast 
glowing  with  flame,  if  the  dawn-goddess  shall  have  found  • 
you  loitering  here  on  land.  Quick ! — burst  through  delay. 
A thing  of  moods  and  changes  is  woman  ever.’  He  said, 
and  was  lost  in  the  darkness  of  night. 

At  once  -®neas,  scared  by  the  sudden  apparition,  springs 
up  from  sleep,  and  rouses  his  comrades.  ‘ Wake  in  a 
moment,  my  friends,  and  seat  you  on  the  benches.  Un- 
furl the  sails  with  all  speed.  See ! here  is  a god  sent 
down  from  heaven  on  high,  urging  us  again  to  hasten  our 


BOOK  IV. 


216 


flight,  and  cut  the  twisted  cables.  Yes  I sacred  power, 
we  follow  thee,  whoever  thou  art,  and  a second  time  with 
joy  obey  thy  behest.  Be  thou  with  us,  and  graciously  aid 
us,  and  let  propitious  stars  be  ascendant  in  the  sky.’  So 
saying,  he  snatches  from  the  scabbard  his  flashing  sword, 
and  with  the  drawn  blatle  cuts  the  hawsers.  The  spark 
flies  from  man  to  man  ; they  scour,  they  scud,  they  have 
left  the  shore  behind ; you  cannot  see  the  water  for  ships. 
With  strong  strokes  they  dash  the  foam,  and  sweep  the 
blue. 

And  now  Aurora  was  beginning  to  sprinkle  the  earth 
with  fresh  light,  rising  from  Tithonus’  safiron  couch.  Soon 
as  the  queen  from  her  watch-tower  saw  the  grey  dawn 
brighten,  and  the  fleet  moving  on  with  even  canvas,  and 
coast  and  haven  forsaken,  with  never  an  oar  left,  thrice 
and  again  smiting  her  beauteous  breast  with  her  hands, 
and  rending  her  golden  locks,  ‘ Great  Jupiter!’  cries  she, 
‘ shall  he  go  ? Shall  a chance-comer  boast  of  having 
flouted  our  realm?  Will  they  not  get  their  arms  at  once, 
and  give  chase  from  all  the  town,  and  pull,  some  of  them, 
the  ships  from  the  docks  ? Away ! bring  fire  ; quick ! get 
darts,  ply  oars ! What  am  I saying  ? Where  am  I P What 
madness  turns  my  brain?  Wretched  Dido  I do  your  sins 
sting  you  now  ? They  should  have  done  so  then,  when 
you  were  giving  your  crown  away.  What  truth  I what 
fealty  1 — the  man  who,  they  say,  carries  about  with  him 
the  gods  of  his  country,  and  took  up  on  his  shoulders  his 
old  worn-out  father ! Might  I not  have  caught  and  torn 
him  piecemeal,  and  scattered  him  to  the  waves? — de- 
stroyed his  friends,  aye,  and  his  own  Ascanius,  and  served 
up  the  boy  for  his  father’s  meal  ? But  the  chance  of  a 
battle  would  have  l>een  doubtful.  Let  it  have  been.  I 
was  to  die,  and  whom  had  I to  fear?  I would  have 
flung  torches  into  his  camp,  filled  his  decks  with  flame. 
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consumed  son  and  sire  and  the  whole  line,  and  leapt  myself 
upon  the  pile.  Sun,  whose  torch  shows  thee  all  that  is 
done  on  earth,  and  thou,  Juno,  revealer  and  witness  of 
these  stirrings  of  the  heart,  and  Hecate,  whose  name  is 
yelled  in  civic  crossways  by  night,  avenging  fiends,  and 
gods  of  dying  Elissa,  listen  to  this ! Let  your  power 
stoop  to  ills  tliat  call  for  it,  and  hear  what  I now  pray ! If 
it  must  needs  be  that  the  accursed  wretch  gain  the  haven 
and  float  to  shore — if  such  the  requirement  of  Jove’s  des- 
tiny, such  the  fixed  goal — yet  grant  tliat,  haras.scd  by  tlie 
sword  and  battle  of  a warlike  nation,  a wanderer  from  his 
own  confines,  torn  from  his  lulus’  arms,  he  may  pray  for 
succour,  and  see  his  friends  dying  miserably  round  him ! 
Nor  when  he  has  yielded  to  the  terms  of  an  unjust  peace, 
may  he  enjoy  his  crown,  or  the  life  he  loves ; but  may  he 
fall  before  his  time,  and  lie  unburied  in  the  midst  of  the 
plain  ! This  is  my  prayer — these  the  last  accents  that 
flow  from  me  witli  iny  life-blood.  And  you,  my  Tyrians, 
let  your  hatred  persecute  the  race  and  people  for  all  time 
to  come.  Be  this  the  ofiering  you  send  down  to  my 
ashes : never  be  there  love  or  league  between  nation  and 
nation.  Arise  from  my  bones,  my  unknown  avenger, 
destined  with  fire  and  sword  to  pursue  the  Dardanian 
settlers,  now  or  in  after  days,  whenever  strength  shall  be 
given ! Let  coast  be  at  war  with  coast,  water  with  wave, 
army  with  army ; fight  they,  and  their  sons,  and  their 
sons’  sons ! ’ 

Thus  she  said,  as  she  whirled  her  thought  to  this  side 
and  that,  seeking  at  once  to  cut  short  the  life  she  now 
abhorred.  Then  briefly  she  spoke  to  Barce,  Sychaius’ 
nurse,  for  her  own  was  left  in  her  old  country,  in  the 
black  a.shcs  of  the  grave : — ‘ Fetch  me  here,  dear  nurse, 
my  sister  Anna.  Bid  her  hasten  to  sprinkle  herself  with 
water  from  the  stream,  and  bring  with  her  the  cattle 
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and  the  atoning  oflerings  prescribed.  Let  her  come  with 
these ; and  do  you  cover  your  brow  with  the  holy  fillet. 
The  sacrifice  to  Stygian  Jove,  which  I have  duly  com- 
menced and  made  ready,  I wish  now  to  accomplish,  and 
with  it  the  end  of  my  sorrows,  giving  to  the  flame  the 
pile  that  pillows  the  Dardan  head ! ’ She  said : the  nurse 
began  to  quicken  her  pace  with  an  old  wife’s  zeal. 

But  Dido,  wildered  and  maddened  by  her  enormous 
resolve,  rolling  her  bloodshot  eye,  her  quivering  cheeks 
stained  with  fiery  streaks,  and  pale  with  the  shadow  of 
death,  bursts  the  door  of  the  inner  palace,  and  frantically 
climbs  the  tall  pile,  and  unsheathes  the  Dardan  sword,  a 
gift  procured  for  a far  different  end.  Then,  after  surveying 
the  Trojan  garments  and  the  bed,  too  well  known,  and 
pausing  awhile  to  weep  and  think,  she  pressed  her  bosom 
to  the  couch,  and  uttered  her  last  words  : — 

‘ Belies,  once  darlings  of  mine,  while  Fate  and  Heaven 
gave  leave,  receive  this  my  soul,  and  release  me  from 
these  my  sorrows.  I have  lived  my  life — the  course 
assigned  me  by  Fortune  is  run,  and  now  the  august 
phantom  of  Dido  shall  pass  underground.  I have  built  a 
splendid  city.  I have  seen  my  walls  completed.  In 
vengeance  for  a husband,  I have  punished  a brother  that 
hated  me — blest,  ah ! blest  beyond  human  bliss,  if  only 
Dardan  ships  had  never  touched  coasts  of  ours!’  She 
spoke — and  kissing  the  couch  ; ‘ Is  it  to  be  death  without 
revenge  ? But  be  it  death,’  she  cries — ‘ this,  this  is  the 
road  by  which  I love  to  pass  to  the  shades.  Let  the  heart- 
less Dardanian’s  eyes  drink  in  this  flame  from  the  deep, 
and  let  him  carry  with  him  the  presage  of  my  death.’ 

She  spoke,  and  even  while  she  was  yet  speaking,  her 
attendants  see  her  fallen  on  the  sword,  the  blade  spouting 
blood,  and  her  hands  dabbled  in  it.  Their  shrieks  rise  to 
the  lofty  roof;  Fame  runs  wild  through  the  convidsed 
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city.  Witli  wailing  and  groaning,  and  screams  of  women, 
the  palace  rings ; the  sky  resounds  with  mighty  cries  and 
beating  of  breasts — even  as  if  the  foe  were  to  burst  the 
gates  and  topple  down  Carthage  or  ancient  Tyre,  and  the 
infuriate  flame  were  leaping  from  roof  to  roof  among  the 
dwellings  of  men  and  gods. 

Her  sister  hoard  it.  Breathless  and  frantic,  with  wild 
sjxied,  disfiguring  her  cheeks  with  her  nails,  her  bosom 
with  her  fists,  she  bursts  through  the  press,  and  calls  by 
name  on  the  dying  queen  : — ‘ Was  this  your  secret,  sister  ? 
Were  you  plotting  to  cheat  me?  Was  this  what  your 
pile  was  preparing  for  me,  your  fires,  and  your  altars? 
What  should  a lone  heart  grieve  for  first?  Did  you' 
disdain  your  sister’s  company  in  death?  You  should 
have  called  me  to  share  your  fate — the  same  keen  sword- 
pang,  the  same  hour,  should  have  been  the  end  of  both. 
And  did  these  hands  build  the  pile,  this  voice  call  on  the 
gods  of  our  hou.se,  that  you  might  lie  there,  while  I, 
hard-hearted  wretch,  was  away?  Yes,  sister,  you  have 
destroyed  yourself  and  me,  the  people  and  the  elders  of 
Sidon,  and  your  own  fair  city.  Let  in  the  water  to  the 
wounds;  let  me  cleanse  them,  and  if  any  remains  of 
breath  be  still  flickering,  catch  them  in  my  mouth ! ’ As 
she  thus  spoke,  she  was  at  the  top  of  the  lofty  steps,  and 
was  embracing  and  fondling  in  her  bosom  her  dying 
sister,  and  stanching  with  her  robe  the  black  streams  of 
blood.  Dido  strives  to  raise  her  heavy  eyes,  and  sinks 
down  again,  the  deep  stab  gurgles  in  her  breast.  Thrice, 
with  an  efibrt,  she  hfted  and  reared  herself  up  on  her 
elbow ; thrice  she  fell  back  on  the  couch,  and  with  help- 
less wandering  eyes  aloft  in  the  sky,  sought  for  the  light 
and  groaned  when  she  found  it. 

Then  Juno  almighty,  in  compassion  for  her  lengthened 
agony  and  her  trouble  in  dying,  sent  down  Iris  from 
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Olympus  to  part  the  stniggling  soul  and  its  prison  of  flesh. 
For,  as  she  was  dying,  not  in  the  course  of  fate,  nor  for 
any  crime  of  hers,  but  in  mere  misery,  before  her  time, 
the  victim  of  sudden  frenzy,  not  yet  had  Proserpine 
carried  off  a lock  of  her  yellow  hair,  and  thus  doomed 
her  head  to  Styx  and  the  place  of  death.  So  then  Iris 
glides  down  the  sky  with  saffron  wings  dew-besprent, 
trailing  a thousand  various  colours  in  the  face  of  the  sun, 
and  alights  above  her  head.  ‘ This  I am  bidden  to  bear 
away  as  an  offering  to  Pluto,  and  hereby  set  you  free  from 
the  body.’  So  saying,  she  stretches  her  hand  and  cuts 
the  lock : at  once  all  heat  parts  from  the  frame,  and  the 
life  has  passed  into  air. 


220 


THE  /ENEII) 


BOOK  V. 

zExeas,  meantime,  was  well  on  his  road,  holding  with 
set  purpose  on  tlie  watery  way,  and  cutting  through 
billows  gloomed  by  the  North  wind,  with  eyes  ever  and 
anon  turned  back  to  the  city,  which  poor  Elissa’s  funeral 
flame  now  began  to  illumine.  What  cause  has  lit  up  a 
blaze  so  mighty  they  cannot  tell but  as  they  think  of 
the  cruel  pangs  which  follow  outrage  done  on  great  love, 
and  their  knowledge  wdiat  a frantic  woman  can  do,  the 
Teucrian  hearts  are  swept  through  a train  of  dismal 
presage.  ^ 

Soon  as  the  ships  gained  the  mid-ocean,  and  no  land 
met  the  view  any  more — waters  everywhere  and  every- 
where skies — a dark  rain-cloud  arose  and  stood  over  the 
hero’s  head,  charged  with  night  and  winter  tempest,  and 
darkness  ruffled  the  billow’s  crest.  Palinurus  himself, 
the  pilot,  was  heard  from  the  lofty  stern  : — ‘ Ah  ! why  has 
such  an  army  of  storms  enconumssed  the  heaven  ? What 
hast  thou  for  us  now,  old  Father  Neptune?’  No  sooner 
said  than  he  bids  them  gather  up  the  tackle  and  ply  the 
lusty  oar,  and  shifts  the  sheet  to  the  wind,  and  speaks 
thus : — ‘ Noble  ^neas,  though  Jove  himself  were  to 
pledge  me  his  faith,  I could  not  hope  to  reach  Italy  with 
a sky  like  this.  The  winds  shift  and  storm  crosswise, 
ever  rising  from  the  blackening  West,  arid  the  mist  is 
being  massed  into  clouds.  We  cannot  make  head  against 
them,  or  struggle  as  we  should.  Well,  since  Fortuue 
exerts  her  tyrannj%  let  us  follow,  and  turn  our  faces  as 
she  pulls  the  rein.  I take  it,  too,  we  are  not  far  from  the 
friendly  brother-coast  of  your  Eryx,  and  the  havens  of 
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Sicania,  if  my  memory  serves  me  as  I retrace  the  stars  I 
■watched  long  ago.’  To  liim  good  .dilneas  : — ‘ I have  seen 
myself  this  long  time  that  such  is  the  winds’  will,  and 
all  your  counter-dTorts  vain.  Turn  sail  and  ship. 
Could  any  land  indeed  be  welcomer,  any  that  I would 
sooner  choose  to  harbour  my  weary  ships,  than  the  land 
which  keeps  for  me  above  ground  the  Dardan  Acestes, 
and  laps  in  its  breast  the  bones  of  my  sire  Anchises?’ 
This  said,  they  make  for  the  haven ; favouring  zephyi's 
s"svell  their  sail,  the  fleet  rides  swiftly  over  the  flood,  and 
at  last  they  touch  with  joy  the  strand  they  know  so  well. 

From  a hill’s  tall  top  Acestes  had  marked  with  wonder 
afar  oflT  tlie  new  arrival,  and  the  friendly  vessels ; up  he 
runs,  all  in  the  savage  trim  of  hunting-spear  and  Libyan 
bearskin — Acestes,  son  of  a Trojan  mother  by  the  river 
Crimisus.  The  ancestral  blood  quickens  in  his  veins  as 
he  gives  them  joy  of  their  safe  arrival,  -svelcomes  them 
with  the  plenty  of  rustic  royalty,  and  soothes  their  weari- 
ness ■with  every  kind  appliance. 

On  the  morrow,  when  the  first  dawn  of  the  bright 
dayspring  had  put  the  stars  to  flight,  JEne.as  calls  his 
comrades  to  a gathering  from  all  the  shore,  and  standing 
on  a heaped  mound  bespeaks  them  thus  : — ‘ Mighty  sons 
of  Dardanus,  race  of  Heaven’s  high  parentage,  the  mouths 
are  all  j^ast  and  the  year  has  fulfilled  its  cycle,  since  we 
gave  to  the  earth  the  earthly  relics,  the  ashes  of  my 
deified  sire,  and  consecrated  the  altars  of  mourning.  And 
now,  if  I err  not,  the  veiy  day  is  here — that  day  which 
for  me  shall  ever  be  a day  of  weeping,  ever  a day  of 
honour,  since  you,  ye  gods,  have  willed  it  so.  Though 
this  day  were  to  find  me  among  the  Gajtulian  Syrtes,  a 
homeless  wanderer — were  it  to  surprise  me  in  the  virgive 
main  or  in  the  streets  of  Mycenae — still  ■would  I pay  my 
yearly  vows  and  the  pomp  of  solemn  observance,  and 
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would  pile  the  altars  with  their  proper  gifts.  And  now, 
behold,  by  an  unsought  chance  we  are  standing — not  in 
truth  I deem  without  the  providence,  the  beckotiing  hand 
of  Heaven — at  the  very  grave,  the  buried  ashes  of  my 
sire,  driven  as  we  are  into  this  friendly  haven.  Come, 
then,  solemnize  we  all  the  glad  celebration ; pray  we  for 
winds,  and  may  He  be  pleased  that  I should  offer  these 
rites  yearly  in  a city  of  my  own  building,  in  a temple  dedi- 
cated to  himself.  Two  heiid  of  oxen  Acestes,  like  a true 
son  of  Troy,  gives  you  for  each  ship  ; call  to  the  feasts 
the  gods  of  the  hearth,  both  those  of  our  fathers  and 
those  worshipped  by  Acestcs  our  host.  Furthennore,  if 
the  ninth  day  hence  the  dawn-goddess  restore  to  mortals 
the  genial  light,  and  make  the  world  visible  with  sun- 
shine, I will  set  up,  first  of  all,  for  all  Teucrian  comers,  a 
match  among  our  swift  fleet ; then  let  him  that  is  light  of 
foot,  and  him  that,  glorying  in  his  strength,  bears  himself 
more  proudly  with  the  dart  and  the  flying  arrow,  or  has 
confidence  to  join  battle  in  gauntlets  of  raw  hide,  let 
one  and  all  be  here,  and  look  for  the  prizes  that  victory 
earns.  Give  me  your  auspicious  voices,  and  bind  your 
brows  with  green.’ 

This  spoken,  he  shrouds  his  own  brows  with  his 
mother’s  myrtle.  So  does  Helymus,  so  does  veteran 
Acestes,  so  young  Ascanius — so  the  whole  multitude  of 
warriors.  He  was  already  on  his  way  from  the  council 
to  the  tomb  with  many  thousands  round  him,  the  centre 
of  a great  company.  Here  in  due  libation  he  pours  on 
the  ground  two  bowls  of  the  Avine-god’s  pure  juice,  two 
of  new  milk,  two  of  sacrificial  blood  ; he  flings  bright 
flowers,  and  makes  this  utterance  : — ‘ Hail  to  thee,  blessed 
sire,  once  more ! liail  to  you,  a.shes  of  one  rescued  in 
vain,  spirit  and  shade  of  ray  father ! It  was  not  in  Fate 
that  thou  shouldst  journey  with  me  to  the  Italian  frontier 
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and  the  fields  of  Destiny,  or  see  the  Ausonian  Tiber, 
whatever  that  name  may  import.’  He  had  said  this,  when 
from  the  depth  of  the  grave  a smooth  shining  serpent 
trailed  along  seven  spires,  seven  volumes  of  giant  length, 
coiling  peacefully  round  the  tomb  and  gliding  between 
the  altars : dark  green  flecks  were  on  its  back  ; its  scales 
were  all  ablaze  with  spots  of  golden  lustre,  even  as  the 
bow  in  the  clouds  showei’s  a thousjmd  various  colours  in 
the  face  of  the  sun.  Hilueas  stood  wonder-struck : the 
creature,  winding  its  long  column  among  the  dishes  and 
the  polished  goblets,  tasted  of  the  viands,  and  then, 
innocent  of  harm,  re-entered  the  tomb  at  its  base,  leaving 
the  altars  where  its  mouth  had  been.  Quickened  by  this, 
the  hero  resumes  the  work  of  homage  to  his  sire,  not 
knowing  whether  to  think  this  the  genius  of  the  spot  or 
his  father’s  menial  spirit : duly  he  slays  two  young  sheep, 
two  swine,  two  black-skinned  bullocks  ; again  and  again 
he  pours  goblets  of  wine,  again  and  again  he  calls  on 
the  soul  of  great  Anchises  and  tlie  shade  loosed  from 
Acheron’s  prison.  His  comrades,  too,  each  accoriling 
to  his  means,  give  glad  offerings — they  pile  the  altars, 
they  slay  the  bullocks  ; others  in  their  function  set  on  the 
cauldrons,  and,  stretched  along  the  grass,  hold  the  spits 
over  the  embers  and  roast  the  flesh. 

And  now  the  ex[)ected  day  was  come ; the  steeds  of 
Phajthon  were  ushering  in  the  goddess  of  the  ninth  dawn 
through  a heaven  of  clear  light ; the  rumoured  spectacle 
and  the  great  name  of  Acestes  had  brought  the  neigh- 
bouring people  from  their  homes  ; the  holiday  crowd  was 
ilo<xling  the  shore,  to  gaze  on  the  family  of  Aeneas,  and 
some  too  ready  to  dispute  the  prizes.  Fiixt,  in  sight  of 
all,  the  gifts  are  bestowed  in  the  midst  of  the  ring — 
hallowed  tripods  and  verdant  chaplets,  and  palms,  the  con- 
querors’ special  guerdon — armour  and  raiment  of  pur[)le 
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tlye — a talent’s  weight  of  silver  and  gold ; and  from  a 
mound  in  the  centre  the  shrill  trumpet  proclaims  the 
sports  begun.  The  first  contest,  waged  with  labouring 
oars,  is  entered-  by  four  ships,  the  flower  of  the  entire 
fleet.  There  is  Mnestheus,  with  his  fiery  crew,  speeding 
along  the  swift  Shark — Mnestheus,  hereafter  a prince  of 
Italy,  who  gives  his  name  to  the  Memmian  line ; there  is 
Gyas  with  his  monster  Chimaera,  that  monster  mass  ^ which 
three  tiers  of  stout  Dardans  are  pulling  on,  the  oars  rising 
ill  a triple  bank  ; Sergestus,  from  whom  the  Sergian 
house  gains  the  name  it  keeps,  sails  in  the  mighty  Centaur ; 
and  in  the  sea-green  Scylla  Cloanthus,  your  great  fore- 
fiither,  Cluentius  of  Home. 

At  a distance  in  the  sea  is  a rock,  over  against  the 
spray-washed  shore — sometimes  covered  by  the  swelling 
waves  that  beat  on  it,  when  the  wintry  North  winds  hide 
the  stars  from  view — in  a calm  it  rests  in  peace,  and  rises 
over  the  unruffled  waters,  a broad  table-land,  a welcome 
basking-ground  for  the  sea-bird.  Here  Hilneas  set  up  a 
green  stem  of  leafy  oak  with  his  own  royal  liand — a sign 
for  the  sailors,  that  they  might  know  whence  to  begin  their 
return,  and  where  to  double  round  their  long  voyage. 
Then  they  choose  their  places  by  lot : there  are  the 
captains  on  the  sterns,  a glorious  sight,  gleaming  far  with 
gold  and  purple;  the  crews  are  crowned  with  thick 
poplar  leaves,  and  their  bare  shoulders  shine  with  tlie  oil 
that  has  rubbed  them.  They  seat  them  on  the  benches, 
every  ann  is  strained  on  the  oar — straining  they  expect 
the  signal,  and  their  beating  hearts  are  drained  at  each 
stroke  by  panting  fear  and  high-strung  ambition.  Then, 
when  tlie  shrill  trumpet  has  uttered  its  voice,  all  in  a 
moment  dart  forward  from  their  bounds,  the  seaman’s 
shout  pierces  the  sky  ; the  uptunied  seas  foam  as  the  arm 
is  drawn  back  to  the  chest.  With  measured  strokes  they 

‘ A caret  in  the  MS.  notes  the  oiui.ssiou  of  Urbk  opus — [Ed.] 
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plougli  their  furrows ; the  water  is  one  yawning  chasm, 
rent  asunder  by  the  oar  and  tlie  pointed  beak.  Not  such 
tlie  lieadlong  speed  when  in  two-horse  race  the  chariots 
dash  into  tlie  plain  and  pour  along  from  their  floodgates, 
or  when  the  drivers  shake  the  streaming  reins  over  their 
Hying  steeds,  and  hang  floating  over  the  lash.  Then 
plaudits,  and  shouts  of  manly  voices,  and  the  clamorous 
feivour  of  the  backers,  make  the  whole  woodland  ring; 
the  pent-up  shores  keep  the  sound  rolling ; the  hills  send 
back  the  blows  of  the  noise.  See ! flying  ahead  of  the 
rest,  gliding  over  the  first  water  in  the  midst  of  crowd 
and  hubbub,  is  Gyas ; ne.\t  him  conics  Cloanthus,  with 
better  oars,  but  the  slow  piuewood’s  weight  keeps  him 
buck.  After  them  at  equal  distance  the  Shark  and  the 
Centaur  strive  to  win  precedence.  And  now  the  Shark 
has  it.  Now  she  is  beaten  and  passed  by  the  Centaur. 
Now  the  two  ride  abreast  stem  to  stem,  cutting  with  their 
long  keels  the  salt  waves.  And  now  they  were  nearing 
the  rock,  and  the  goal  was  just  in  their  grasp,  when  Gyas, 
the  leader,  the  victor  of  the  halfway-passage,  calls  aloud 
to  Ills  ship’s  pilot  Merimtes : — ‘ Whither  away  so  far  to 
my  right?  Steer  us  hither;  hug  the  .shore;  let  the  oar- 
blade  graze  the  cliffs  on  the  left ; leave  the  deep  to 
others.’  Thus  he ; but  Menmtes,  afraid  of  hidden  rocks, 
keeps  turning  the  prow  well  towards  the  sea.  ‘ Whither 
away  from  the  right  course  ? Make  for  the  rocks, 
Mencetes  !’  shouted  Gyas  again;  and  see!  looking  back, 
he  jierceives  Cloanthus  gaining  on  him  close  behind, 
lletween  Gyas’  ship  and  the  sounding  rocks  he  threads 
his  way  to  the  left,  steering  inward,  and  in  an  instant 
passes  the  winner,  leaves  the  goal  behind,  and  gains  the 
smooth  open  sea.  Grief  turned  the  youth’s  very  marrow 
to  flame,  nor  were  his  cheeks  free  from  tears ; he  seizes  the 
slow  Mencetes,  forgetting  at  once  his  own  decency  and  his 
VOL.  11.  q 
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crew’s  safety,  and  flings  liim  headlong  from  the  lofty 
stem  into  the  sea.  Himself  becomes  their  guide  at  the 
helm,  himself  tlieir  pilot,  clieering  on  the  rowers,  and 
turning  the  rudder  to  tlie  shore.  But  Mencetcs,  when  at 
last  disgorged  from  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  heavy  with  age, 
and  with  his  dripping  clothes  all  hanging  about  him, 
climbs  the  cliff-top,  and  scats  himself  on  a dry  rock. 
The  Teucrians  laughed  as  he  was  falling,  laughed  as  he 
was  swimming,  and  now  they  laugh  as  he  discharges  from 
his  chest  the  draught  of  brine.  Then  sprang  up  an 
ecstatic  hope  in  the  two  last,  Sergestus  and  Mnestheus,  of 
passing  the  lagging  Gyas.  Sergestus  gets  the  choice  of 
water  and  comes  nearer  the  rock — not  first,  however,  he 
by  a whole  vessel’s  length — half  his  shij)  is  ahead,  half 
is  overlapjMjd  by  the  beak  of  his  rival,  the  Shark.  Mnes- 
theus  walks  through  the  shij)  among  the  crew  and  cheers 
them  on.  ‘ Xow,  now  rise  to  your  oars,  old  Hector’s  men, 
whom  I chose  to  follow  me  at  Troy’s  last  gtisp  ; now  put 
out  the  strength,  the  spirit  I saw  you  exert  in  the  Gaitu- 
lian  Syrtes,  the  Ionian  Sea,  the  entangling  waves  of 
Malea.  It  is  not  the  first  place  I look  for.  I am  not  the 
man  ; this  is  no  struggle  for  victory — yet  might  it  be ! — 
but  conquest  is  for  them,  Neptune,  to  whom  thou  givest 
it.  IjCt  our  shame  be  to  come  in  last ; be  this  your  victory, 
friends,  to  keep  off  disgrace.’  Straining  eveiy  nerve,  they 
throw  themselves  fonvard ; their  mighty  strokes  make 
the  brsizenkeel  quiver,  the  ground  flics  from  under  them  ; 
thick  panting  shakes  their  limbs,  their  j)arched  throats ; 
sweat  flows  down  in  streams. 

A mere  chance  gave  them  the  wished  pre-eminence ; 
for  while  Sergestus,  bhnd  w'ith  passion,  keeps  driving  his 
prow  towards  the  rock  nearer  and  nearer,  and  pressing 
through  the  narrow  passage,  his  ill  star  entangled  him 
with  a projecting  crag.  The  cliffs  were  jarred,  the  oars 
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cracked  as  they  met  tlie  sharp  flint,  and  the  prow  hung 
where  it  liad  lodged.  Up  spring  tlie  sailors  with  loud 
shout,  while  the  ship  statids  still.  They  bring  out  their 
iron-shod  poles  and  pointed  boat-hooks,  and  pick  up  the 
broken  oars  in  the  water.  But  Mnestheus,  rejoicing,  and 
keener  for  succe.ss,  with  quick-plashing  oars,  and  the 
winds  at  his  call,  makes  for  the  seas  that  shelve  to  the 
coast  and  speeds  along  the  clear  expanse.  Like  as  a dove, 
suddenly  startled  in  a cave,  where  in  the  hollow  of  the 
rock  are  her  home  and  her  loved  nestlings,  issues 
out  to  fly  over  the  plain,  clapping  loud  lier  pinions  in 
terror  in  the  cell — then,  gliding  smooth  through  the 
tranquil  air,  she  winnows  her  liquid  way  without  a 
motion  of  her  rapid  wings — so  with  Mnestheus,  so  the 
Shark,  flying  of  herself,  cuts  through  the  last  Avater  of  the 
course,  so  the  mere  impulse  bears  her  speeding  on.  First 
he  takes  leave  of  Sergestus,  struggling  with  the  tall  rock 
and  the  shallow  Avater,  and  in  vain  adling  for  help,  and 
learning  to  ruu  along  AA'ith  broken  oars.  Then  he  comes 
up  Avitli  Gyas  and  the  great  monster  Chimajra  itself;  she 
yields,  because  deprived  of  her  pilot.  And  noAv  there 
remains  Cloanthus  alone,  just  at  the  A’eiy  end  of  the  race ; 
him  he  makes  for,  and  i)resses  on  him  Avith  all  the  force 
of  effort.  Then,  indeed,  the  shouting  redoubles — all 
lend  their  goodAvill  to  spur  on  the  second  man,  and  the 
sky  echoes  Avith  the  din.  These  think  it  shame  to  lose 
the  glory  that  they  have  Avon,  the  ])rize  that  is  already 
their  own,  and  would  firin  barter  life  for  renoAvn  ; these 
are  feeding  on  success,  they  feel  strong  because  they  feel 
tliat  they  are  thought  strong.  And  perhaps  their  beaks 
Avould  have  been  even  and  the  prize  divided,  had  not 
Cloanthus,  stretching  out  both  hands  over  the  deep, 
breathed  a prayer  and  called  the  gods  to  hear  his  voav  : — 

‘ Powers  Avhose  is  the  rule  of  ocean,  whose  Avaters  1 ride, 

Q 2 


Digitized  by  Google 


•228 


THE  iENEID. 


for  you  with  glad  heart  will  I lead  to  your  altars  on  this 
shore  a snow-white  bull,  as  a debtor  should  ; I will  throw 
the  entrails  afar  into  the  salt  waves,  and  pour  out  a clear 
stream  of  wine.’  He  said,  and  deep  down  among  the 
billows  there'  heard  him  all  the  Nereids  and  Phorcus’ 
train,  and  maiden  Panopea,  and  father  Portunus  himself, 
witli  his  own  great  hand,  pushed  the  ship  as  she  moved  ; 
fleeter  than  southwind  or  winged  arrow  he  flies  to  the 
land  and  is  lodged  already  deep  in  the  haven. 

Then  Anchises’  son,  duly  summoning  the  whole  com- 
pany, proclaims  by  a loud-voiced  herald  Cloanthus  con- 
queror, and  drapes  his  brow  with  green  bay ; he  gives 
each  crew  a gift  at  its  choice,  three  bullocks,  aud  wine, 
and  the  present  of  a great  talent  of  silver.  To  the  captains 
themselves  he  further  gives  especial  honours,  to  the  con- 
queror a gold-broidered  scarf,  round  which  runs  a length 
of  Melibccan  purple  with  a double  Mteandcr;  enwoveu 
therein  is  the  royal  boy  on  leafy  Ida,  plying  the  swift 
stag  with  the  javelin  and  the  cha.se,  keen  of  eye,  his  chest 
seeming  to  heave  ; then,  swooping  down  from  Ida,  the 
bearer  of  Jove’s  armour  has  snatched  him  up  aloft  in  his 
crooked  talons,  while  his  aged  guardians  are  stretching  in 
vain  their  hands  to  heaven,  and  the  barking  of  the  hounds 
streams  furious  to  tlie  sky.  But  for  him  whose  prowess 
gained  him  the  second  place  there  is  a cuirass  of  linked 
chain  mail,  three-threaded  with  gold,  which  the  hero 
himself  had  stripped  with  a conqueror’s  hand  from 
Demoleos  on  swift  Simois’  bank  under  the  shadow  of 
Troy  ; this  he  gives  the  warrior  for  his  own,  a glory  and 
a defence  in  the  battle.  Scarce  could  the  two  servants, 
Phegcus  and  Sagaris,  support  its  many  folds,  pushing 
vnoulder  to  shoulder ; yet  Demoleos,  in  his  day,  with  it 
on  his  breast,  used  to  drive  the  Trojans  in  flight  before 
him.  The  third  present  he  makes  a pair  of  brazen 
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cauldrons,  and  two  cups  of  wrouglit  silver,  rough  with 
fretwork. 

And  now  all  Iiad  received  their  presents,  and  each, 
glorjdng  in  his  treasure,  was  walking  along  with  purjile 
festooning  round  his  brows,  when  Sergestus,  at  last  ’wnth 
gi-eat  pain  dislodged  from  the  cniel  rock,  his  oars  lost  and 
one  whole  side  crippled,  was  seen  propelling  among  jeers 
his  inglorious  vessel.  Like  as  a serpent  surprised  on  the 
highway,  whom  a brazen  wheel  has  driven  across,  or  a 
traveller,  heavy  of  hand,  has  left  half  dead  and  mangled 
by  a stone,  writhes  its  long  body  in  ineffectual  flight,  its 
upper  part  all  furj%  its  eyes  blazing,  its  hissing  throat 
reared  aloft,  the  lower  part,  disabled  by  the  wound, 
eh)gs  it  as  it  wreaths  its  spires  and  doubles  upon  its  own 
joints.  Such  was  the  oarage  with  which  the  ship  pushed 
herself  slowly  along : she  makes  sail,  however,  and 

enters  the  haven  with  canvas  flying.  To  Sergestus  Aeneas 
gives  the  present  he  hail  promised,  delighted  to  see  the 
ship  rescued  and  the  crew  brought  back.  Ilis  prize  is  a 
slave,  not  unversed  in  Pallas’  labours,  Pholce,  Cretan  born, 
with  twin  sons  at  her  breast. 

This  match  dismissed,  good  ^Eneas  takes  his  way  to  a 
grassy  plain,  surrounded  on  all  sides  with  woods  and 
sloping  hills : in  the  middle  of  the  valley  was  a circle,  as 
of  a theatre ; thither  it  was  that  the  hero  repaired  with 
many  thousands,  the  centre  of  a vast  assembly,  and  sat 
on  a raised  throne.  Then  he  invites,  with  hope  of 
reward,  the  bold  spirits  who  may  wish  to  contend  in  the 
swift  foot-race,  and  sets  up  the  prizes.  Canchdates  flock 
from  all  sides,  Teucrian  and  Sicanian  mixed.  Nisus  and 
Eiiiyalus  the  foremost.  Euiyahis  conspicuous  for  beauty 
and  blooming  3'oulh,  Nisus  for  the  pure  love  he  bore  the 
boy ; following  them  came  Diores,  a royal  scion  of  Priam’s 
illustrious  stock ; then  Salius  and  Patron  together,  one 
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from  Acarnania,  tlie  other  from  Tegea,  an  Arcadian  by 
blood ; next  two  Trinacrian  youths,  Helymus  and  Panopes, 
trained  foresters,  comrades  of  tlieir  elder  friend,  Acestes, 
and  many  others,  whom  dim  tradition  leaves  in  darkness. 
As  they  crowd  round  him,  jEneas  bespeaks  them  thus : — 
‘ Hear  what  I have  to  say,  and  give  the  heed  of  a glad 
heart.  No  one  of  this  company  shall  go  away  unguerdoned 
by  me.  I will  give  a pair  of  Gnossian  darts,  shining  with 
polished  steel,  and  an  axe  chased  with  silver  for  the  hand 
to  wield.  This  honour  all  shall  obtain  alike.  The  three 
first  shall  receive  prizes,  and  shall  wear  also  wreaths  of 
yellow-green  olive.  Let  the  first,  as  conrpieror,  have  a 
horse,  full  decorated  with  tra])pings ; the  second  an 
Amazonian  quiver,  full  of  Thracian  shafts,  with  a belt  of 
broad  gold  to  encompass  it,  and  a buckle  of  a polishoel 
jewel  to  fasten  it;  let  the  third  go  away  content  with  this 
Argive  helmet.’  This  said,  they  take  their  places,  and 
suddenly,  on  hearing  the  signal,  dash  into  the  course,  and 
leave  the  barrier  behind,  pouring  on  like  a burst  of  rain, 
their  eyes  fixed  on  the  goal.  First  of  all,  away  goes 
Nisus,  his  limbs  flying  far  before  all  the  rest,  .swifter  than 
wind  and  winged  thunderbolt ; next  to  him,  but  next  at 
a long  distance,  follows  Salius ; then,  at  a shorter  space, 
Eurj-aliis  third.  After  Euryalus  comes  Helymus ; close 
on  him,  see ! flies  Diores,  heel  touching  heel  and  shoulder 
shoulder:  were  the  course  but  longer,  he  would  be 
shooting  on  and  darting  beyond  him,  and  turning  a 
doubtful  race  to  a victory. 

Now  they  were  just  at  the  end  of  the  course,  all  panting 
as  they  reached  the  goal,  when  Nisus,  the  ill-starred, 
slides  in  a puddle  of  blood,  which  lay  there  just  as  it  had 
been  spilt  after  a sacrifice  of  bullocks,  soaking  the  ground 
and  the  growing  grass.  Poor  youth  ! just  in  the  moment 
of  triumph,  he  could  not  keep  his  sliddery  footing  on  the 
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soil  he  trod,  but  fell  Hat  in  the  veiy  middle  of  unclean 
ordure  and  sacrificial  gore.  But  he  forgot  not  Euryalus — 
forgot  not  his  love — no ! he  threw  himself  in  Salius’  way, 
rising  in  that  slippeiy  place — and  Salius  lay  there  too, 
flung  on  the  puddled  floor.  Forth  darts  Eurj'alus,  and 
gains  the  first  place,  a winner,  thanks  to  his  friend, 
cheered  in  his  flight  by  plaudit  and  shouting.  Next 
comes  in  Ilelymus  and  Diore.s,  thus  made  the  third  prize. 
But  now  Salius  is  heard,  deafening  with  his  clamour  the 
whole  company  in  the  ring  and  the  seniors  in  the  first 
rank,  and  insisting  that  the  prize,  which  he  had  lost  by  a 
trick,  be  restored  him.  Euryalus  is  supported  by  the 
popidar  voice,  by  the  tears  he  sheds  so  gracefully,  and  the 
greater  loveliness  of  worth  when  seen  in  a beauteous 
form.  Diores  backs  his  claim  with  loud  appealing  shouts ; 
he  had  ju.st  won  the  prize,  and  his  attainment  of  the  third 
place  was  all  for  nothing  if  the  first  reward  were  to  be 
given  to  Salius.  To  whom  father  .^Eneas  : — ‘ Your  rewards, 
boys,  remain  fixed  as  they  ever  were ; no  one  disturbs  the 
palm  once  arranged  : suffer  me  to  show  pity  to  a fi'iend’s 
undeserved  misfortune.’  So  saying,  he  gives  Salius  the 
enormous  hide  of  a Gretulian  liou,  loaded  with  shaggy 
hair  and  talons  of  gold.  On  which  Ni.sus  : — ‘ If  the  van- 
quished are  rewarded  so  largely — if  you  can  feel  for 
tumblers — what  prize  will  be  great  enough  for  Ni.sus’ 
claims?  My  prowess  had  earned  me  the  first  chaplet,  had 
not  unkind  Fortune  played  me  foul,  as  she  played  Salius ; ’ 
and  with  these  words  he  displayed  his  features  and  his 
limbs,  all  dishonoured  by  slime  and  ordure.  The  gracious 
prince  smiled  at  him,  and  bade  them  bring  out  a shield 
of  Didymaon’s  workmanship,  once  wrested  by  the  Uanaaus 
from  Neptune’s  hallowed  gate,  and  Avith  this  signal  present 
he  endows  the  illustrious  j-outh. 

Next,  when  the  race  was  finished,  and  the  prizes  duly 
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given : — ‘ Now,  wliocver  has  courage,  and  a vigorous 
collected  mind  in  his  breast,  let  him  come  forward,  bind 
on  the  gloves,  and  lift  his  arms.’  Thus  speaks  Jilncas, 
and  sets  forth  two  prizes  for  the  contest : for  the  conqueror, 
a bullock  with  gilded  horns  and  fillet  festoons ; a sword 
and  a splendid  helmet,  as  a consolation  to  the  vanquished. 
In  a moment,  with  all  the  thews  of  a giant,  rises  Dares, 
uprearing  himself  amid  a loud  hum  of  applause — tlie  sole 
champion  who  used  to  enter  the  lists  with  Paris  : once  at 
the  tomb  where  mighty  Hector  lies  buried,  he  encountered 
the  great  conqueror  Butes,  who  carried  his  enormous 
bulk  to  the  field  with  all  tlie  pride  of  Amycus’  Bebrycian 
blood — struck  him  down,  and  stretched  him  in  death  on 
the  yellow  sand.  Sucli  are  Dares’  powers,  as  he  lifts  high 
his  crest  for  the  battle,  displays  his  broad  shoulders, 
thi'ows  out  his  arms  alternately,  and  strikes  the  air  with 
his  blows.  IIow  to  find  his  match  is  the  cry ; no  one 
of  all  that  company  dares  to  confront  such  a champion, 
and  draw  on  the  gauntlets.  So,  with  confident  action, 
thinking  that  all  were  retiring  from  the  prize,  he  stands 
before  iEneas,  and  without  further  prelude  grasps  with 
his  left  hand  the  bull  by  the  horn,  and  bespeaks  him 
thus  : — ‘ Goddess-born,  if  no  one  dares  to  take  the  risk  of 
the  fight,  how  long  are  we  to  stand  still?  IIow  long  is  it 
seemly  to  keep  me  waiting  ? Give  the  word  for  me  to 
carry  off  the  jtrize.’  A simultaneous  shout  broke  from 
the  sons  of  Dardanus,  all  voting  that  their  champion 
should  have  the  promised  gift  made  good. 

On  this  Acestes,  with  grave  severity  of  speech,  rebukes 
Entellus,  just  as  he  chanced  to  be  seated  next  him  on  the 
verdant  gra.ssy  couch.  ‘ Entellus,  once  known  as  the 
bravest  of  heroes,  and  all  for  nought,  will  you  brook  so 
calmly  that  a prize  so  great  bo  carried  off  without  a 
blow  ? Where  are  we  now  to  look  for  that  mighty  deity 
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your  master,  Eryx,  vaunted  so  often  and  so  idly  ? Wlicre 
is  that  glory  which  spread  all  Trinacria  through,  and  those 
spoils  that  hang  from  your  roof?  ’ He  replied  : ‘ It  is  not 
the  love  of  praise,  not  ambition,  that  has  died  out,  extin- 
guished by  fear.  No,  indeed ; but  my  blood  is  dulled 
and  chilled  by  the  frost  of  age,  and  the  strength  in  my 
limbs  withered  and  ice-bound.  Had  I now  what  I once 
had,  what  is  now  the  glory  and  the  boast  of  that  loud 
braggart  there  ; had  I but  the  treasure  of  youth,  I should 
not  have  needed  the  reward  and  the  goodly  bullock  to 
bring  me  into  the  field ; nor  are  gifts  what  I care  for.’ 
So  saying,  he  flung  into  the  midst  a pair  of  gauntlets  of 
enormous  weight,  with  which  the  fiery  Eryx  was  wont  to 
deal  his  blow's  in  combat,  stringing  his  arms  with  the  tough 
hide.  Every  heart  was  amazed,  so  vast  were  the  seven 
huge  bull-hides,  hardened  with  patches  of  lead  and  iron. 
More  than  all  the  rest  Dares  is  astonished,  and  recoils 
many  paces  ; and  the  hero  himself,  Anchises’  son,  stands 
turning  in  his  hands  the  massive  w'eight  and  the  enorinous 
wrappers  of  twisted  thong.  Then  the  old  man  fetched 
from  his  heart  w'ords  like  these : — ‘ What  if  anyone  here 
had  seen  those  mightier  weapons,  Herculas’  own  gauntlets, 
and  the  fatal  combat  on  this  very  strand  ? These  are  the 
arms  that  Eryx,  your  brother,  once  w'ielded  ; you  see  on 
them  still  the  stains  of  blood  and  sprinkled  brains.  With 
these  he  stood  up  against  the  gi'eat  Alcidcs.  These  I was 
trained  to  use  while  fresher  blood  inspired  me  with 
strength,  and  the  snows  of  age,  my  jealous  rival,  were 
not  j'et  sprinkled  on  my  brows.  But  if  Dares  the  Trojan 
refuses  our  Sicilian  weapons,  and  that  is  good  iEnea.s’ 
fixed  wish,  approved  by  Acestes,  my  backer  in  the  fight, 
make  we  the  contest  even.  I spare  you  the  bull-hides  of 
Eiyx — never  fear — and  do  j"ou  put  ofl'  your  Trojan  gaunt- 
lets.’ So  saying,  he  flung  ofl'  from  his  shoidders  his 
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double  garment,  and  displays  the  giant  joints  of  his  limbs, 
the  giant  bone-work  of  his  arms,  and  stands,  a mighty 
frame,  in  the  midst  of  the  sand. 

Then  Auchises’  son  brought  out  with  his  royal  hand 
two  pairs  of  equal  gauntlets,  and  bound  round  the  fists  of 
tlie  twain  weapons  of  even  force.  At  once  each  rose  on 
tiptoe,  and  raised  his  arms  undaunted  to  the  air  of  heaven. 
They  draw  back  their  towering  heads  out  of  the  reach  of 
blows,  and  make  their  fists  meet  in  the  melee,  and  provoke 
the  battle.  The  one  is  better  in  quick  movement  of  the 
foot,  and  youth  lends  him  confidence  ; the  other’s  strength 
is  in  brawny  limbs  and  giant  bulk,  but  his  knees  are 
heavj'  and  unstable,  and  a troubled  panting  shakes  that 
vast  frame.  Many  the  blows  that  the  champions  hail  on 
each  other  in  vain ; many  are  showered  on  the  hollow 
side,  and  draw  loud  echoes  from  the  chest.  The  fist 
keeps  playing  round  ear  and  temple ; the  teeth  chatter 
under  the  cruel  blow.  Ileavily  stands  Entellus,  unmoved, 
in  the  same  strained  posture ; his  bending  body  and 
watchful  eye  alone  withdraw  liim  from  the  volley.  His 
rival,  like  a general  who  throws  up  mounds  round  a high- 
walled  town,  or  sits  down  with  his  army  before  a moun- 
tain fort,  tries  now  this  approach,  now  that,  reconnoitres 
the  whole  stronghold,  and  plies  him  with  manifold  assaults, 
ballled  in  each.  Eising  to  the  stroke,  Entellus  put  forth 
his  right  hand,  and  raised  it  aloft ; the  other’s  quick  eye 
fore.saw  the  downcoming  blow,  and  his  lithe  frame  darts 
beyond  its  range.  Entellus  has  flung  his  whole  force  on 
air ; at  once,  untouched  by  his  foe,  the  heavy  giant,  with 
heavy  giant  weight,  fulls  to  earth,  even  as  one  day  falls 
hollow-hearted  with  hollow  crash  on  Erymanthus  or  lofty 
Ida,  uptorn  by  the  roots,  a mighty  pine.  Eagerly  start 
up  at  once  the  Teucrian  and  Trinacrian  chivalry;  up 
soars  a shout  to  heaven ; and  first  runs  iq)  Acestes,  and 
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sootliingly  raises  from  the  ground  his  friend,  aged  as  he. 
But  not  slackened  by  his  overthrow,  nor  daunted,  the  hero 
comes  back  fiercer  to  the  field,  with  anger  goading  force  ; 
that  mass  of  strength  is  enkindled  at  last  by  shame  and 
conscious  prowess.  All  on  fire,  he  drives  Dares  headlong 
over  the  whole  plain,  now  with  his  right  hand  showering 
blows,  now  with  his  giant  left.  No  stint,  no  stay ; thick  as 
the  hail  with  which  the  storm-clouds  rattle  on  the  roof,  so 
thick  the  blows  with  which  the  hero,  crowding  on  with 
both  hands,  is  battering  and  whirling  Dares.  Then  father 
iEneas  thought  fit  to  stem  the  tide  of  fury,  nor  suflered 
Entellus’  wounded  spirit  to  glut  its  rage  further,  but  put 
au  end  to  the  fray,  and  rescued  the  gasping  Dares  with 
soothing  words,  and  bespeaks  him  thus: — ‘ My  poor  friend! 
w’hat  monstrous  madness  has  seized  you  ? See  you  not 
that  strength  has  passed  over — that  the  gods  have  changed 
their  sides  ? Give  way  to  Heaven.’  He  said,  and  his  word 
closed  the  fight.  But  Dares  is  in  the  hands  of  his  faithful 
comrades,  dragging  after  him  his  feeble  knees,  dropping 
his  head  on  this  side  and  on  that,  discharging  from  his 
mouth  clotted  gore,  teeth  and  blood  together.  Thus 
they  lead  him  to  the  ships ; summoned,  they  receive  for 
him  the  helmet  and  the  sword;  the  palm  and  the  bull 
they  leave  to  Entellus.  Hereon  the  conqueror,  towering 
in  pride  of  soul,  and  exulting  in  his  prize,  the  bull : ‘ God- 
dess-born,’ cries  he,  ‘ and  you,  Teucrians,  take  measure 
at  once  of  the  strength  which  dwelt  in  my  frame,  while 
that  frame  was  young,  and  the  death  from  whose  door 
you  have  called  back,  and  are  still  keeping,  your  Dares.’ 
So  saying,  he  took  his  stand  full  before  the  face  of  the 
bullock,  w’hich  was  there  as  the  prize  of  the  fray,  and 
with  arm  drawn  back,  swung  the  iron  gauntlet  right 
between  the  horns,  lising  to  his  full  height,  crashed  down 
on  the  bone,  and  shattered  the  brain.  Prostrated,  breath- 
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less,  and  quivering,  on  earth  lies  the  bull.  He  from  his 
bosom’s  depth  speaks  thus  over  the  dead  : — ‘ This  life, 
Eryx,  I render  to  thee — a better  substitute  for  Dares’ 
death ; here,  as  a conqueror  may,  I resign  the  gauntlets 
and  the  game.’ 

Next  iEneas  invites  those  who  may  care  to  vie  in 
shooting  the  fleet  arrow,  and  sets  forth  the  prizes.  With 
his  own  giant  hand  ho  rears  upright  the  mast  from  Se- 
re.stus’  sl)ip,  and  from  its  lofty  summit  ties  a fluttering 
dove  witli  a cord  passed  round  the  mast — a mark  for  aim- 
ing the  steel.  The  archers  are  met;  the  lot  has  been 
thrown  and  received  by  the  brazen  helmet.  See  I first, 
among  the  shouts  of  his  friend.s,  comes  out  before  all  the 
place  of  Hyrtacus’  son,  Hippocoon,  who  is  followed  by 
Mnestheus,  late  conqueror  in  the  ship-race — Mnestheus, 
crowned  with  the  green  olive-wreath.  Third  comes  Eu- 
rytion,  thy  brother,  thrice  gloiious  Pandarus,  who  in  elder 
days,  bidden  to  destroy  the  truce,  was  the  first  to  wing 
thy  weapon  into  the  Achman  ranks.  Last  is  Acestes, 
sunk  at  the  bottom  of  the  helm,  the  old  man’s  spirit 
nerving  his  arm  to  essay  the  task  of  the  young.  And  now, 
with  stern  strength,  they  bend  and  arch  their  bows,  each 
hero  his  own,  and  draw  forth  the  shaft  from  the  quiver. 
Eirst  through  heaven  from  the  twanging  string  the  arrow 
of  Hyrtacus’  youthful  son  pierces  sharp  and  shrill  the 
flying  air:  it  hits  — it  is  lodged  full  in  the  mast-tree. 
After  him  stood  keen  Mnestheus,  his  bowstring  drawn  to 
his  breast,  his  bow  pointing  upwards,  eye  and  shaft  levelled 
at  once.  But  the  bird  itself,  hapless  man ! his  arrow  had 
not  power  to  touch  that ; it  cut  the  knot  and  the  hempen 
fastening  by  which  she  hung,  tied  by  the  foot,  from  the 
mast’s  top.  Away  she  flew,  all  among  the  .southwinds 
and  their  murky  clouds.  Then,  quick  as  thought,  his  bow 
long  since  ready,  and  his  shaft  poised  on  the  string,  Eu- 
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rytion  breathed  a vow  to  his  brother,  fixing  his  eye  on 
her  in  the  moment  of  her  triumph  higli  up  in  the  open 
sk)%  and  as  she  claps  her  wings,  pierces  the  dark  cloudy 
covert,  and  strikes  the  dove.  Down  she  drops  unnerved, 
leaving  her  life  among  the  stars  of  ether,  and  as  she 
tumbles  to  earth,  brings  back  the  arrow  in  her  breast. 
Acestes  remained  alone,  a champion  with  no  prize  to 
gain ; yet  he  shot  his  weapon  into  the  air  aloft,  display- 
ing at  once  his  veteran  skill  and  the  force  of  his  twanging 
bow.  And  now  their  eyes  are  met  by  a sudden  portent, 
drawing  a mighty  augury  in  its  train.  In  after  days  tlie 
vast  issue  told  the  tale,  and  terror-striking  seers  shrieked 
their  omens  too  late.  For  as  it  flew  in  the  clouds  of 
heaven,  the  reed  took  fire,  and  marked  its  way  with  a 
trail  of  flame,  and  wasted  and  vanished  wdiolly  into  un- 
substantial air ; even  as  stars  unfastened  from  the  firma- 
ment oft  sweep  across  and  drag  their  blazing  hair  as  they 
fly.  Fixed  aghast  to  the  spot,  in  prayer  to  Heaven,  hung 
the  stout  sons  of  Trinacria  and  Troy ; nor  does  Hineas’ 
sovran  judgment  reject  the  omen.  He  clasps  the  glad 
Acestes  to  his  heart,  loads  him  with  costly  gifts,  and  be- 
speaks him  thus : — ‘ Take  them,  my  father ; for  Olympus’ 
mighty  monarch  has  said  by  the  voice  of  these  omens  that 
yours  is  to  be  a prize  drawn  without  a lot.  From  An- 
chises  the  aged  himself  comes  the  present  I now  bestow — 
a bowl  embossed  with  figures,  which  in  old  days  Cisscus 
gave  to  my  sire  Anchises  in  royal  bounty,  a standing  re- 
membrance of  himself  and  a testimony  of  his  love.’  So 
saying,  he  crowns  his  brow  with  verdant  bays,  and  pro- 
claims, first  of  all,  the  conquering  name  of  Acestes.  Nor 
did  good  Eurytion  grudge  the  pre-eminence,  though  he 
and  none  but  he  brought  down  the  bird  from  the  sky. 
Next  steps  into  the  prize  he  who  cut  the  cord ; last,  he 
whose  quivering  arrow  nailed  the  mast 
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But  father  ^neas,  ere  the  match  was  over,  calls  to  his 
side  the  guardian  and  companion  of  lulus’  tender  years, 
Epytides,  and  thus  speaks  into  his  ear  in  secret; — ‘ Go  now 
and  tell  Ascanius,  if  his  company  of  boys  is  ready,  and  the 
movements  of  his  young  cavalry  duly  marshalled,  to  bring 
them  into  the  field  in  his  grandsire’s  honour,  and  show  him- 
self in  arms.’  lie,  by  his  own  voice,  bids  the  whole  surg- 
ing crowd  retire  from  the  length  of  the  circus,  and  leave 
the  field  clear.  The  boys  come  prancing  in  on  well-reined 
steeds,  in  even  lines  d^Jigkt  brightening  their  parents’ 
eyes ; and  as  they  pass,  an  admiring  shout  breaks  from 
the  gathered  chivalry  of  Sicily  and  Troy.  All  alike  have 
their  flowing  hair,  duly  cinctured  with  stripped  leaves ; 
each  bears  two  cornel  javelins  tipped  with  steel ; some 
have  polished  quivers  at  their  backs ; round  the  top  of 
the  chest  goes  a pliant  chain  of  twisted  gold  circling  the 
neck.  Three  are  the  companies  of  horse,  three  the  leaders 
that  scour  the  plain;  twelve  boys  follow  each,  a glittering 
show,  in  equal  divisions  and  commanded  alike.  The  first 
of  the  youthful  bands  is  led  as  to  victory  by  a young 
Priam,  who  revives  his  grandsire’s  name,  thy  princely  off- 
spring, Polites,  destined  to  people  Italy ; him  a Thracian 
steed  carries,  dappled  with  spots  of  white,  with  Avhile  on 
the  extremes  of  his  prancing  feet,  and  wliite  on  his  tower- 
ing brow.  Next  is  Atys,  whence  comes  the  house  of 
lloman  Atii — Atys  the  young,  the  boyish  friend  of  the 
boy  lulus.  T^ast  of  all,  and  excelling  all  in  beauty,  lulus 
rides  in  on  a Sidonian  steed,  bestowed  on  him  by  Dido 
the  fair,  in  remembrance  of  herself,  and  in  testimony  of 
her  love.  The  remaining  youth  are  borne  on  Trinacrian 
horses  from  old  Acestes’  stalls.  The  Dardans  welcome 
them  with  reassuring  plaudits,  and  gaze  on  them  with 
rapture,  and  trace  in  their  young  faces  the  features  of 
their  old  sires.  Soon  as  the  riders  have  made  their 
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joyous  survey  of  the  whole  gazing  crowd  and  of  their 
friends’  loving  eyes,  Epytides.  gives  the  expected  signal 
with  far-reaching  shout  and  loud  cracking  whip.  In 
regular  order  they  gallop  asunder,  the  three  companies  ^ 
breaking  and  parting  right  and  left ; and  again,  at  the 
word  of  command,  they  wheel  round,  and  charge  each 
other  with  levelled  lances.  Then  they  essay  other  ad- 
vances and  other  retreats  in  quarters  still  opposite,  each 
entangling  each  in  circles  within  circles,  and  in  their  real 
armour  raise  an  image  of  battle.  Now  they  expose  their 
backs  in  flight,  now  they  turn  their  spear-points  in  charge, 
now  as  in  truce  they  ride  along  side  by  side.  Even  as 
men  tell  of  that  old  labyrinth  in  lofty  Crete,  its  way  cun- 
ningly woven  with  blind  high  walls,  and  the  ambiguous 
mystery  of  its  thousand  paths,  winding  till  the  pursuer’s 
every  trace  was  baflled  by  a maze  without  solution  and 
without  return,  not  unlike  are  the  courses  in  which 
these  sons  of  the  Teucrians  interlace  their  movements — a 
gamesome  tangle  of  flying  and  fighting,  as  it  were  dolphins 
that  swimming  the  watery  seas  dart  through  the  Carpa- 
thian and  the  Libyan,  and  sport  along  the  billows.  Such 
was  the  form  of  exercise,  and  such  the  game  that  Asca- 
nius,  when  he  built  the  cincturing  walls  of  Alba  the  Long, 
was  the  first  to  revive,  and  taught  the  early  Latians  to 
celebrate  it  as  he  had  done  in  his  boyhood,  he  and  the 
youth  of  Troy  with  him ; the  men  of  Alba  taught  their 
sons ; from  them  mighty  Eome  received  the  ti’adition  and 
maintained  the  observance  of  her  sires  ; and  the  boys 
stiU  bear  the  name  of  Troy,  and  their  band  is  styled  the 
band  of  Troy.  Thus  far  went  the  solemn  games  in  honour 
of  the  deified  sire. 

Now  it  was  that  Fortune  exchanged  her  old  faith  for 
new.  While  they  are  rendering  to  the  tomb  the  due 
solemnities  of  the  varied  games,  Juno,  Saturn’s  daughter. 
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has  sped  down  Iris  from  heaven  to  the  fleet  of  Ilion,  with 
breath  of  winds  to  waft  her  on  her  way — Juno,  deej>- 
brooding  over  many  thoughts,  her  ancient  wrath  yet 
iinsated.  Speeding  along  her  many-coloured  bow,  seen 
of  none,  runs  swiftly  down  the  celestial  maid.  She  be- 
holds that  mighty  concourse ; she  looks  round  on  the 
coast,  and  sees  harbour  abandoned  and  fleet  foi*saken. 

Far  away,  in  the  privacy  of  a solitary  beach,  the  Trojan 
dames  were  weeping  for  lost  Anchises,  and,  as  they  wept, 
were  gazing,  one  and  all,  wistfully  on  the  great  deep.  Alas, 
that  wearied  souls  should  still  have  those  many  waters  to 
pass,  and  that  vast  breadth  of  seii ! Such  the  one  ciy  of 
every  heart.  Oh  for  a city ! the  toils  of  the  main  are  a 
weariness  to  bear ! So,  then,  in  the  midst  of  them,  she 
suddenly  alights — no  novice  in  the  ways  of  doing  hurt — 
and  lays  by  her  heavenly  form  and  heavenly  raiment.  ^ 
She  takes  the  shape  of  Beroe,  the  aged  wife  of  Doryclus 
of  Tmaros,  a dame  who  once  had  had  race  and  name 
and  children,  and  in  this  guise  stands  in  the  midst  of  the 
Dardan  matrons.  ‘ Wretched  women,’  cries  she,  ‘ not 
to  have  been  dragged  to  the  death  of  battle  b}-  the  force 
of  Achaia  under  our  country’s  walls  ! Hapless  nation ! 
What  worse  than  death  has  Fortune  in  store  for  you? 

Here  is  the  seventh  summer  rolling  on  since  Troy’s 
overthrow,  and  all  the  while  we  are  being  driven,  land 
and  ocean  over,  among  all  the  rocks  of  an  unfriendly  sea, 
under  all  the  stars  of  heaven,  as  through  the  great  deep 
we  follow  after  retreating  Italy,  and  are  tossed  from  wave 
to  wave.  Here  is  the  brother-land  of  Eiyx  ; here  is 
Acestes,  our  ancient  friend.  Who  shall  gainsay  digging 
a foundation,  and  giving  a people  the  city  they  crave  ? 

0 my  country ! 0 gods  of  our  homes,  snatched  in  vain 

from  the  foe ! Shall  there  never  be  walls  named  with 
the  name  of  Troy?  Shall  I never  on  eai*th  see  the 
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strciims  tliat  Hector  loved  — hia  Xantlms  and  his  Simois? 
Come,  join  me  in  burning  up  these  accursed  ships.  For 
in  mj’^  sleep  methought  the  likeness  of  Ciissandra  the  seer 
put  blazing  torches  into  my  hands.  Here,’  she  said,  ‘ and 
here  onl}^  loi>k  for  Troy ; here,  and  here  only,  is  your 
home.  The  hour  for  action  is  come.  Heaven’s  wonders 
brook  not  man’s  delay.  See  here  ! four  altars  to  Nep- 
tune. The  god  himself  gives  us  the  fire  and  the  will.’ 

So  saying,  she  is  the  first  to  snatch  the  baleful  brand — 
swinging  back  her  hand  on  high  ; with  strong  effort  she 
whirls  and  flings  it.  The  dames  of  Ilion  gaze  with  strain- 
ing mind  and  wildered  brain.  Then  one  of  the  crowd, 
the  eldest  of  all,  Pyrgo,  the  royal  nurse  of  Priam’s  many 
sons : ‘ No  Beroe  have  you  here,  matrons — this  is  not 
Doryclus’  wife,  of  Rhoeteum — mark  those  signs  of  heavenly 
beauty,  those  glowing  eyes — what  a presence  is  there — 
what  features — what  a tone  in  her  voice — what  majesty 
in  her  gait ! Beroe,  I myself  parted  from  but  now,  and 
left  her  sick  and  sullen  to  think  that  she  alone  should  fail 
at  this  observance,  nor  pay  Anchises  the  honour  that  is 
his  due.’  Such  were  her  words,  while  the  matrons, 
doubtful  at  first,  were  looking  on  the  ships  with  evil 
eyes,  distracted  between  their  fatal  yearning  for  a country 
now  theirs,  and  the  voice  of  destiny  from  realms  beyond 
the  sea — when  the  godde.ss,  spreading  her  two  wings, 
soared  up  into  the  sky  and  severed  the  clouds  as  she  flew 
with  the  giant  span  of  her  bow.  Then  indeed,  maddened 
by  the  portent,  goaded  by  frenzy,  they  shriek  one  and  all, 
and  snatch  fire  from  house  and  hearth — some  strip  the 
altars,  and  fling  on  the  vessels  leaf  and  bough  and  brand. 
The  fire-god  revels  in  full  career  along  bench  and  oar, 
and  painted  pine-wood  stem.  The  news  of  the  fleet  on 
fire  is  carried  by  Eumelus  to  Anchises’  tomb,  and  the  seats 
in  the  circus.  They  look  back,  and  with  their  own  eyes 
VOL.  II.  R 
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see  sparks  and  smoke  in  a black  flickering  cloud.  First 
of  all  Ascanius,  riding  in  triumph  at  the  head  of  his 
cavalry,  sjmrred  his  horse  just  as  he  was  to  the  wildering 
camp,  while  his  breathless  guardians  strive  in  vain  to  stay 
him.  ‘ What  strange  madness  this  ? whither  now, 
whither  would  ye  go,’  cries  he,  ‘ my  poor  countrywomen  ? 
It  is  not  the  Argive  foe  and  his  hated  camp — it  is  your  owti 
hopes  that  you  are  burning.  See,  I am  your  own 
Ascanius  ’ — at  his  feet  he  flung  his  empty  helmet  which 
he  was  wearing  in  sport  as  he  helped  to  raise  the  image 
of  war.  Quick  follows  Aeneas,  quick  the  Teucrian  host 
at  his  heels.  But  the  matrons  are  flying  in  panic  along 
the  coast,  now  here,  now  there,  stealing  to  the  thickest 
woods  and  the  deepest  caves.  They  loathe  the  deed  and 
tlie  daylight.  Sobered,  they  know  their  friends  again,  and 
Juno  is  exorcised  from  their  souls.  But  not  for  all  this 
will  blaze  and  burning  r&sign  their  unslaked  powers  : deep 
among  the  moistened  timber  smoulders  the  quick  tow, 
discharging  a slow  lazy  smoke  : the  crawling  heat  preys 
on  the  keels,  and  the  plague  sinks  down  into  the  ves.sel’s 
every  limb,  and  strength  of  giant  warriors  and  streaming 
water-floods  are  all  of  no  avail.  Then  good  jEneas  began 
to  tear  his  raiment  from  his  back  and  call  tlie  gods  for 
aid,  and  raise  his  hands  in  prayer : ‘ Jove  Almight}^  if 
thy  hate  would  not  yet  sweep  off  the  whole  Trojan  race 
to  a man,  if  thy  ancient  goodness  has  yet  any  regard  for 
human  suffering,  grant  the  fleet  to  escape  from  flame  now. 
Father,  even  now,  and  rescue  from  death  the  shattered 
commonweal  of  Troy.  Or  else  do  thou  with  thy  wrathful 
bolt  send  down  this  poor  remnant  to  the  grave,  if  that  is 
my  fit  reward,  and  here  with  thy  own  right  hand  over- 
whelm us  all.’  Scarce  had  the  words  been  breathed, 
when  a black  tempest  is  set  loose,  raging  with  fierce 
bursts  of  rain  : the  thunder  peals  thrill  through  highland 
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and  lowland — down  from  the  whole  sky  pours  a torrent 
of  blinding  water,  thickened  to  blackness  by  the  southern 
winds — the  ships  are  filled,  the  smouldering  timbers 
soaked — till  every  spark  is  quenched  at  last,  and  all  the 
vessels,  with  the  loss  of  four,  rescued  from  the  deadly 
plague. 

But  father  .(Eneas,  staggering  under  this  cruel  blow, 
began  to  shift  from  side  to  side  a vast  burden  of  care,  as 
he  pondered  should  he  settle  in  the  plains  of  Sicily, 
shutting  his  ears  to  Fate’s  voice,  or  still  make  for  the 
shores  of  Italy.  Then  Nautes  the  aged — whom  Tritonian 
Pallas  singled  from  his  kind,  to  teach  her  lore  and  dower 
him  with  the  fame  of  abundant  wisdom — hers  the 
oracular  utterances  which  told  what  Heaven’s  awful 
wi'ath  portended,  or  what  the  stern  sequence  of  destiny 
required — he  it  was  that  addressed  JSneas  thus  in  words 
of  comfort:  ‘Goddess-born,  be  it  ours  to  follow  as  Fate 
pulls  us  to  or  fro ; come  what  may,  there  is  no  con- 
quering fortune  but  by  endurance.  Here  you  have 
Acestcs,  the  blood  of  Dardanus  and  of  gods  mingling  in 
his  veins — make  him  the  partner  of  your  thoughts,  and 
invite  the  aid  he  will  gladly  give.  Consign  to  him  the 
crews  whom  your  missing  ships  have  left  homeless,  and 
those  who  are  tired  of  high  emprize  and  of  following  your 
fortunes — the  old,  old  men,  and  the  matrons,  weary  of 
ocean,  and  whatever  you  have  that  is  weak  and  timor- 
some — set  these  apart,  and  suffer  them  to  have  in  this 
land  a city  of  rest.  The  town’s  name,  with  leave  given, 
they  shall  call  Accsta.’ 

The  fire  thus  kindled  by  the  words  of  his  aged  friend, 
now  indeed  the  thoughts  of  his  mind  distract  him  utterly. 
And  now  black  Night,  car- borne,  was  mounting  the  sky, 
• when  the  semblance  of  his  sire  Anchises,  gliding  from 
heaven,  seemed  to  break  on  his  musings  in  words  like 
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these : ‘ My  son,  dearer  to  me  of  old  than  life,  while  life 
was  yet  mine — my  son,  trained  in  the  school  of  Troy’s 
destiny,  I come  hither  at  the  command  of  Jove — of  him 
who  chased  the  fire  from  your  ships,  and  looked  down  on 
your  need  in  pity  from  on  high.  Obey  the  counsel  which 
Nautes  the  aged  now  so  wisely  gives  you.  The  flower  of 
your  youth,  the  stoutest  hearts  you  have,  let  these  and 
these  only  follow  you  to  Italy — hard  and  of  iron  grain  is 
the  race  you  have  to  war  down  in  Latium.  Still,  ere  you 
go  there,  come  to  the  infernal  halls  of  Dis,  and  travel 
through  Avernus’  deep  shades  till  you  meet  your  father. 
No,  my  son,  godless  Tartarus  and  its  spectres  of  sorrow  have 
no  hold  on  me — the  company  of  the  good  is  my  loved  resort 
and  Elysium  my  dwelling.  The  virgin  Sibyl  shall  point 
you  the  way,  and  the  streaming  blood  of  black  cattle 
unlock  the  gate.  There  you  shall  hear  of  your  whole 
posterity,  and  the  city  that  Fate  has  in  store.  And  now 
farewell,  dark  Night  has  reached  the  midst  of  her  swift 
career,  and  the  relentless  Daystar  has  touched  me  with 
the  breath  of  his  panting  .steeds.’  He  said,  and  vanished, 
like  smoke,  into  un.substantial  air.  ‘ Whither  aw'ay  now  ? ’ 
cries  Hineas  ; ‘ whither  in  such  haste  ? from  whom  are  you 
flying  ? what  power  withholds  you  from  my  embrace  ? ’ 
With  these  words  he  wakes  to  life  the  embers  and  their 
slumbering  flame,  and  in  suppliance  worships  the  god  of 
Pergamus  and  hoary  Vesta’s  shrine  with  duteous  meal  and 
a full-charged  censer. 

At  once  he  cidls  his  friends  to  his  side,  and  Accstes, 
first  of  all,  shows  to  them  the  command  of  Jove,  and  his 
loved  father’s  precept,  and  what  is  now  the  settled  judg- 
ment of  his  mind.  Brief  is  the  parley,  nor  does  Ace.stes 
gainsay  his  bidding.  They  remove  the  matrons  to  the 
new  city’s  roll,  and  disembark  a willing  crew  of  hearts 
that  need  not  the  stir  of  great  renown.  For  themselves 
they  repair  the  benches  aud  restore  the  vessels’  half-burnt 
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timber,  shape  the  oars  and  fit  the  ropes,  a little  band, 
but  a living  well-spring  of  martial  worth.  J^neas,  mean- 
while, is  marking  out  the  city  with  the  plough,  and 
assigning  the  dwellings  by  lot,  creating  an  Ilium  here,  and 
there  a Troy.  Acestes,  true  Trojan,  wields  with  joy  his 
new  sceptre,  and  proclaims  a court,  and  gives  laws  to  his 
assembled  senate.^ 

And  now  the  whole  nation  had  enjoyed  a nine  days’ 
banquet,  and  the  altars  had  received  due  observance ; 
the  sleeping  winds  have  lulled  the  waves,  and  the  repeated 
whispers  of  the  south  invite  to  the  deep  once  more. 
Uprises  along  the  winding  shore  a mighty  sound  of 
weejMng ; prolonged  embraces  make  day  and  night  move 
slow.  Even  the  matrons,  even  the  weaklings,  who  so 
lately  shuddered  at  the  look  of  the  sea,  and  could  not 
bear  its  name,  would  now  fain  go  and  endure  all  the 
weariness  of  the  journey.  Them  the  good  uEneas  cheers 
with  words  of  kindness,  and  tearfully  commends  them  to 
Acestes,  his  kinsman  and  theirs.  Tiien  he  bids  slay  three 
calves  to  Eryx,  and  a ewe-lamb  to  the  weather  gods,  and 
in  due  course  has  the  cable  cut,  while  he,  his  head 
wi’eathed  with  stript  olive  leaves,  stands  aloft  in  the 
prow  with  a charger  in  hand,  and  far  into  the  briny 
waves  flings  the  entrails,  and  j)ours  the  sparkling  wine. 
A wind  gets  up  from  the  stern,  and  escorts  them  on  their 
way.  Each  vying  with  each,  the  crews  strike  the  water, 
and  sweep  the  marble  surface. 

Meanwhile  Venus,  harassed  with  care,  bespeaks  Nep- 
tune, and  utters  from  her  heart  plaints  like  these ; ‘ The 
fell  wrath  of  Juno’s  bottomless  heart  constrains  me, 
Neptune,  to  stoop  to  all  the  abasement  of  prayer — 
wrath  that  no  length  of  time  softens,  no  piety  of  man, 
imconquered  and  unsilenced  by  Jove’s  behest,  by  destiny 

* Three  lines  omitted  in  the  MS. — [Ed.]. 
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itself.  It  is  not  enough  that  her  monstrous  malice  has 
torn  the  heart  from  the  breast  of  Phrj'gia,  and  dragged  a 
city  through  an  infinity  of  vengeance — the  remnants  of 
Troy,  the  very  ashes  and  bones  of  the  slain — these  she 
pursues ; ri^e  so  fiendish  let  her  trace  to  its  source.  Thou 
thyself  canst  bear  me  witness  but  now  in  the  Libyan 
waters,  what  mounUiins  she  raised  all  in  a moment — all 
ocean  she  confounded  with  heaven,  blindly  relying  on 
.diolus’  storms  to  convulse  a realm  where  thou  art  master. 
Sec  now — goading  the  matrons  of  Troy  to  crime,  she  has 
basely  burnt  their  ships,  and  driven  them  in  the  ruins  of 
their  fleet  to  leave  their  mates  to  a home  on  an  unknown 
shore.  These  poor  relics,  then,  let  ihem^  I beg,  spread 
the  sail  in  safety  along  thy  waters ; let  them  touch  the 
mouth  of  Laurentian  Tiber,  if  my  prayer  is  lawful,  if  that 
city  is  granted  them  of  Fate.’ 

Then  thus  spake  Saturn’s  son,  lord  of  the  ocean  deep : 

‘ All  right  hast  thou,  queen  of  Cythera,  to  place  thy  trust 
in  these  realms  of  mine,  whence  thou  drawest  thy  birth. 
And  I have  earned  it  too — often  have  I checked  the 
madness,  the  mighty  raving  of  sky  and  sea ; nor  less  on 
earth  (bear  witness  Xanthus  and  Simois !)  has  thy 
^neas  known  my  care.  When  Achilles  was  chasing 
Troy’s  gasping  bands,  forcing  them  against  their  own 
ramparts,  and  oflering  whole  hecatombs  to  Death,  till  the 
choked  rivers  groaned  again,  and  Xanthus  could  not 
thread  his  way,  or  roll  himself  into  the  sea — in  that  day, 
as  JEneas  confronted  Peleus’  mighty  son  with  weaker  arm 
and  weaker  aid  from  heaven,  I snatched  him  away  in  a 
circling  cloud,  even  while  my  whole  heart  was  bent  on 
overthrowing  from  their  base  the  buildings  of  my  own 
hand,  the  walls  of  perjured  Troy.  As  my  mind  was  then, 
it  abides  now.  Banish  thy  fears ; safely,  according  to  thy 
prayer,  he  shall  reach  Avenuis’  haven.  One  there  shall 
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be,  and  one  only,  whom  thou  shall  ask  in  vain  from  the 
engulfing  surge — one  life,  and  one  only,  shall  be  given  for 
thousands.’ 

With  these  words,  having  soothed  to  joy  the  goddess’ 
heart,  the  august  Father  yokes  his  steeds  with  a yoke  of 
gold,  and  puts  to  their  fierce  mouths  the  foaming  bit,  and 
gives  full  course  to  his  flowing  reins.  The  azure  car  glides 
lightly  over  the  water’s  surface — the  waves  sink  down, 
the  swelhng  sea  stills  its  waters  under  the  wheels  of 
thunder — the  storm-clouds  fly  away  over  the  wide  waste 
of  heaven.  Then  come  the  hundred  shapes  of  attendant 
powers : enormous  whales  and  Glaucus’  aged  train,  and 
Ino’s  young  Palasraon,  and  rapid  Tritons,  and  the  whole 
host  that  Phorcus  leads;  on  the  left  are  Thetis,  and 
Melite,  and  maiden  Panopea,  Nesaje,  and  Spio,  and 
Thalia,  and  Cymodoce. 

And  now  Father  yEneas  feels  a soft  thrill  of  succeeding 
joy  shoot  through  his  anxious  bosom ; at  once  he  bids 
every  mast  be  reared,  every  sail  stretched  on  its  yard-arm. 
One  and  all  strain  the  ro[)e  and  loosen  the  sheet,  now 
right,  now  left — one  and  all  turn  to  and  fro  the  sailyard’s 
lofty  horns ; the  fleet  is  wafted  by  the  gales  it  loves. 
First,  before  all,  Palinurus  led  the  ci'owding  ranks  ; after 
him  the  rest,  as  bidden,  shaped  their  course.  And  now 
dewy  Night  had  well-nigh  reached  the  cx)pe  of  heaven’s 
arch — in  calm  repose  the  sailors  were  relaxing  their 
limbs,  stretched  each  by  his  oar  along  the  hard  benches — 
when  Sleep’s  power,  dropping  lightly  down  from  the 
stars  of  heaven,  parted  the  dusky  air,  and  swam  through 
the  night,  in  quest  of  you,  poor  Palinurus,  with  a fatal 
freight  of  dreams  for  your  guiltless  head.  The  god  has  sat 
down  high  on  the  stem,  in  the  likeness  of  Phorbas,  and 
these  are  the  words  he  utters : ‘ Son  of  lasus,  PaUnurus, 
the  sea  itself  is  steering  the  fleet ; the  winds  breathe  evenly 
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and  fully ; it  is  slumber’s  OAvn  hour ; come,  relax  that 
strained  head,  and  let  those  weary  eyes  play  truant  from 
their  toil.  I myself  will  undertake  your  functions  awhile 
in  your  stead.’  Hardly  raising  his  eyes,  Palinurus  an- 
swered him  thus  : — ‘ 7 blind  myself  to  smiling  seas  and 
sleeping  waves : is  that  your  will  ? 1 place  my  faith  on 

this  fickle  monster?  What?  trust Hilneas  to  lying  gales 
and  fair  skies,  Avhose  fraud  I have  rued  so  often  ? ’ So 
he  said,  and  went  on  cleavnng  and  clinging,  never 
dropping  his  hand  from  the  rudder,  nor  his  eye  from  the 
stars.  When  lo ! the  god  waves  over  his  two  temples  a 
bough  dripping  with  Lethe’s  dews,  and  drugged  by  the 
charms  of  Styx,  and  in  his  own  despite  closes  his 
swimming  eyes.  Scarce  had  sudden  slumber  begun  to 
unstring  his  limbs,  when  the  power,  leaning  over  him, 
hurled  him  headlong  into  the  streaming  waves,  tearing 
away  part  of  the  vessel’s  stern  and  the  rudder  as  he  fell, 
A\nth  many  a cry  for  help  that  never  came,  while  Sleep 
himself  soared  high  on  his  wings  into  the  yielding  air. 
Sivfely,  nevertheless,  rides  the  fleet  over  the  water,  tra- 
velling undaunted  in  the  strength  of  Neptune’s  royal 
promise.  And  now  it  was  nearing  the  cliffs  of  the  Sirens’ 
isle,  cliffs  unfriendly  in  days  of  old,  and  white  with  many 
a seaman’s  bones,  and  the  rocks  were  sounding  hollow 
from  afirr  Avith  the  untiring  surge,  Avhen  the  great  Father 
perceived  the  unsteady  reel  of  the  masterless  ship,  and 
guided  it  himself  through  the  night  of  watei’s,  groaning 
oft,  and  staggering  under  the  loss  of  his  friend  : ‘ Victim 
of  faith  in  the  calm  of  sky  and  .sea,  you  Avill  lie,  Palinurus, 
a naked  corpse  on  a strand  unknown.’ 
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So  saying  and  weeping,  he  gives  rope  to  his  fleet,  and  in 
due  time  is  wafted  smoothly  to  Cumie’s  shores  of  Euboean 
fame.  They  turn  their  prows  seaward : then  the  anchor 
with  griping  fang  began  to  moor  vessel  after  vessel,  and 
crooked  keels  fringe  all  the  coast.  With  fiery  zeal  the 
crews  leap  out  on  the  Hesperian  shore  : some  look  for  the 
seed  of  fire  where  it  lies  deep  down  in  the  veins  of  flint : 
some  strip  tlie  woods,  the  wild  beast’s  shaggy  covert,  and 
point  with  joy  to  the  streams  they  find.  But  good  .tineas 
repairs  to  the  heights  on  which  Apollo  sits  exalted,  and 
the  privacy  of  the  dread  Sibyl,  stretching  far  away  into  a 
vast  cavern — the  Sibyl,  into  whose  breast  the  prophet 
that  speaks  at  Delos  breathes  his  own  mighty  mind  and 
soul,  and  opens  the  future  to  her  eye.  And  now  they 
are  entering  the  groves  of  the  Trivian  goddess  and  the 
golden  palace. 

Daedalus,  so  runs  the  legend,  flying  from  Minos’ 
sceptre,  dared  to  trust  himself  in  air  on  swift  wings  of  his 
own  workmanship,  sailed  to-Ahe  cold  north  along  an 
unwonted  way,  and  at  last  stood  buoj'ant  on  the  top  of 
this  Eubcean  hill.  Grateful  to  the  land  that  first  received 
him,  he  dediaxted  to  thee,  Phoebus,  his  feathery  oarage, 
and  raised  a mighty  temple.  On  the  doors  was  seen 
Androgeos’  death : there  too  were  the  sons  of  Cecrops, 
constrained — 0 cruel  woe  ! — to  pay  in  penalty  the  yearly 
tale  of  seven  of  their  sons’  lives  : the  urn  is  standing,  and 
the  lots  di-awn  out.  On  the  other  side,  breasting  the 
wave,  the  Gnossian  land  frowns  responsive.  There  is 
l’asi[)hUe’s  tragic  passion  for  the  bull,  and  the  mingled 
birth,  the  Minotaur,  half  man,  half  brute,  a monument  of 
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monstrous  love.  There  is  the  edifice,  that  marvel  of 
toiling  skill,  and  its  inextricable  maze— inextricable,  had 
not  Dajdalus  in  pity  for  the  enthralling  passion  of  the 
royal  princess,  himself  unravelled  the  craft  and  mystery 
of  those  chambers,  guiding  the  lover’s  dark  steps  with  a 
clue  of  thread.  You  too,  poor  Icarus,  had  borne  no 
mean  part  in  that  splendid  portraiture,  would  grief  have 
given  art  its  way.  Twice  the  artist  essayed  to  represent 
the  tragedy  in  gold : twice  the  father’s  liands  dropped 
down  palsied.  So  they  would  have  gone  on  scanning  nil 
in  succession,  had  not  Achates  returned  from  his  errand, 
and  with  him  the  priestess  of  Phoebus  and  Diana,  Deiphobe, 
Glaucus’  daughter,  who  thus  bespeaks  the  king  : ‘ Not  this 
the  time  for  shows  like  these ; your  present  work  is  to 
sacrifice  seven  bullocks  untouched  by  the  yoke,  seven 
sheep  duly  chosen.’ 

This  said  to  Aeneas,  whose  followers  swiftly  perform 
the  prescribed  rites,  she  summons  the  Teucrians  into  the 
lofty  temple,  herself  its  priestes.s.  One  huge  side  of  the 
Euboean  cliff  has  been  hollowed  into  a cave,  approached 
by  a hundred  broad  avenues,  a hundred  mouths — from 
these  a hundred  voic.es  are  poured,  the  responses  of  the 
Sibyl.  Just  as  they  were  on  the  threshold,  ‘ It  is  the 
moment  to  pray  for  the  oracle,’  cries  the  maiden  ; * the 
god,  the  god  is  here.’  Thus  as  she  spoke  at  the  gate, 
her  visage,  lier  hue  changed  suddenly — her  hair  started 
from  its  braid  —her  bosom  heaves  and  pants,  her  wild 
soul  swells  with  frenzy — she  grows  larger  to  the  view, 
and  lier  tones  are  not  of  earth,  as  the  breath  of  the  divine 
presence  comes  on  her  nearer  and  nearer.  ‘What!  a 
laggard  at  vows  and  prayers  ? iEncas  of  Troy  a laggard  ? 
for  that  is  the  only  .spell  to  part  asunder  the  great  closed 
lips  of  the  terror-smitten  shrine.’  She  said,  and  was 
mute.  A cold  shudder  runs  through  the  Teucrians’  iron 
frames,  and  their  king  pours  out  his  very  soul  in  prayer ; 
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‘ PlicEbas,  ever  Troy’s  pitying  friend  in  her  cruel  agonies 
— tliou  who  didst  level  Paris’  Dardan  bow  and  string 
his  Dardan  ami  against  the  vast  frame  of  .tackles — by 
thy  guidance  I have  penetrated  all  these  unknown  seas 
that  swathe  mighty  continents.  The  Massylian  tribes, 
thrust  away  by  Nature  out  of  view,  and  the  quicksands 
that  environ  their  coasts — now  at  last  our  hands  are  on 
the  flying  skirts  of  Italy.  Oh,  let  it  suffice  Troy’s  fortune  to 
have  followed  us  thus  far ! Ye  loo  may  now  ju.stly  spare 
our  nation  of  Pergamus,  gods  and  goddesses  all,  who.se  eyes 
were  affronted  by  Troy  and  the  great  glories  of  Dardan 
land.  And  thou,  most  holy  prophetess,  that  canst  read  the 
future  as  the  present,  grant  me — I am  asking  for  no 
crown  that  Fate  does  not  owe  me — grant  a settlement  in 
Latium  to  the  Teucrians,  their  w’andering  gods,  even  the 
travel-tost  deities  of  Troy.  Then  to  Phoebus  and  his 
Trivian  sister  I will  set  up  a temple  of  solid  marble,  and 
appoint  feast-days  in  Phoebus’  name.  For  thee  too  an 
august  shrine  is  in  store  in  that  our  future  realm.  For 
there  I will  lodge  thy  oracles  and  the  secret  words  of 
destiny  which  thou  shalt  speak  to  my  nation,  and  con- 
secrate chosen  men  to  thy  gracious  service.  Only 
commit  not  thy  strains  to  leaves,  lest  they  float  all  con- 
fusedly the  sport  of  the  whirling  winds.  Utter  them  with 
thine  own  mouth,  I inqflore  thee.’  So  his  prayer 
ended. 

But  the  prophetess,  not  yet  Phoebus’  willing  slave,  is 
storming  with  giant  frenzy  in  her  cavern,  as  though  she 
hoped  to  unseat  from  her  bosom  the  mighty  god.  All  the 
more  sharply  he  plies  her  mouth  with  his  bit  till  its  fury 
flags,  tames  her  savage  .soul,  and  moulds  her  to  his  will 
by  strong  constraint.  And  now  the  hundred  mighty 
doOrs  of  the  chamber  have  flown  open  of  their  own 
accord,  and  are  wafting  through  the  air  the  voice  of  pro* 
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jjhecy : ‘ O you  whose  vast  perils  by  sea  are  over  at 
length  ! but  ou  land  tliere  are  heavier  yet  in  store.  The 
sons  of  Dardanus  shall  come  to  the  realm  of  Ijavinium — • 
from  this  care  set  your  mind  at  rest — but  think  not  that 
they  shall  also  have  joy  of  their  coming.  War,  savage 
Avar,  and  the  Tiber  foaming  with  surges  of  blood,  is  the 
vision  I see.  No  lack  for  you  of  Simois,  or  Xanthus,  or  a 
Dorian  camp.  Another  Achilles  is  reserv'ed  for  Latium, 
he  too  goddess-born — nor  will  Juno  ever  be  seen  to  quit 
her  fastened  hold  on  Troy — w'hile  you,  a needy  suppliant 
— what  nation,  what  city  in  Italy  will  not  have  had  you 
knocking  at  its  gates ! Once  more  will  an  alien  bride 
bring  on  the  Teucrians  all  this  woe — once  more  a foreign 
bed.  But  you,  yield  not  to  affliction,  but  go  forth  all  the 
bolder  to  meet  it,  so  far  as  your  destiny  gives  you  leave. 
The  first  glimpse  of  safety,  little  as  you  dream  it,  shall 
dawn  on  you  from  a Grecian  town.’ 

Such  are  the  words  with  wliich  Cumm’s  Sibyl  from  her 
cell  shrills  forth  awful  mysteries  and  booms  again  from 
the  cavern,  robing  her  truth  in  darkness — such  the  violence 
Avith  Avhich  Apollo  shakes  the  bridle  in  her  frenzied 
mouth  and  plies  her  bosom  with  his  goad.  Soon  as  her 
frenzy  abated  and  the  madness  of  lier  lips  grew  calm, 
A2neas  the  hero  began  ; ‘ No  feature,  awful  maiden,  that 
sufiering  can  show  ri.ses  on  my  sight  new  or  unlooked-for 
— I have  foreseen  all  and  scjinued  all  in  fancy  already.  I 
have  but  one  prayer  to  make  : since  here  it  is  that  Fame 
tells  of  the  gate  of  the  infernal  monarch,  and  the  murky 
])ool  of  vVeherou’s  overflow,  grant  me  to  pass  to  the  sight, 
to  the  presence  of  my  loved  father — teach  the  Ava}’,  and 
unlock  the  .sacred  doors.  Him  I bore  aAvay  through 
flames  and  a driving  tempest  of  darts  on  these  my  .shoulders 
and  rescued  him  from  the  midst  of  tlie  foe:  he  Avas  the 
eomj)anion  of  my  journey,  and  encountered  Avith  me  all 
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the  waves  of  ocean,  all  the  terrors  of  sea  and  sky  in  his 
own  feeble  frame,  beyond  the  strength  and  the  day  of  old 
age.  Nay  more — that  I would  kneel  to  thee  and  approach 
thy  dwelling — this  was  his  charge,  his  oft-repeated  prayer. 
Oh,  of  thy  grace,  pity  the  son  and  the  sire  ; for  thou  art 
. all-powerful,  nor  is  it  for  nought  that  Hecate  has  set  thee 
over,  the  groves  of  Avernus.  If  Orpheus  had  the  power 
to  fetch  back  the  shade  of  his  wife,  by  the  help  of  his 
Thracian  lyre  and  its  sounding  strings — if  Pollux  re- 
deemed his  brother  by  dying  in  turn  with  him,  and  went 
and  returned  on  the  path  those  many  times — why  talk  of 
Theseus,  why  of  great  Alcides?  my  line,  like  theirs,  is 
from  Jove  most  high.’ 

Such  were  his  prayers,  while  his  hands  clasped  the 
altar,  when  thus  the  prophetess  began : ‘ Heir  of  the 

blood  of  gods,  son  of  Anchises  of  Troy,  easy  is  the  going 
down  to  Avemus — all  night  and  all  day  the  gate  of 
gloomy  Pluto  stands  unbarred ; but  to  retrace  your  foot- 
steps, and  win  your  way  back  to  the  upper  air,  that  is  the 
labour,  that  the  task.  There  have  been  a few,  favourites 
of  gracious  Jove,  or  exalted  to  heaven  by  the  blaze  of 
inborn  worth,  themselves  sprung  from  the  gods,  who  have 
had  the  power.  The  whole  intervening  space  is  possessed 
by  wootls,  and  lapped  round  by  the  black  windings  of 
Cocytus’  stream.  And  now,  if  your  heart’s  yearning  is  so 
great,  your  passion  so  strong,  twice  to  stem  the  Stygian 
pool,  twice  to  gaze  on  the  night  of  Tartarus — if  it  be  your 
joy  to  give  scope  to  a madman’s  striving — hear  what 
must  first  be  done.  Deep  in  the  shade  of  a tree  lurks  a 
branch,  all  of  gold,  foliage  alike  and  limber  twig,  dedicated 
to  the  service  of  the  Juno  of  the  shades  ; it  is  shrouded  by 
the  Avhole  labyrinth  of  the  forest,  closed  in  by  the  boskage 
that  darkens  the  glens.  Yet  none  may  pierce  the  subter- 
ranean mysteiy,  till  a man  have  gathered  from  the  tree 
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that  leafy  sprout  of  gold,  for  this  it  is  that  fair  Proserpine 
has  ordained  to  be  brought  her  as  her  own  proper  tribute. 
Pluck  off  one,  another  is  there  unfoilingly,  of  gold  as  pure, 
a twig  burgeoning  with  as  fine  an  ore.  Let  then  your  eye 
be  keen  to  explore  it,  your  hand  quick  to  pluck  it  when 
duly  found,  for  it  will  follow  the  touch  with  willingness 
and  ease,  if  you  have  a call  from  Fate ; if  not,  no  strength 
of  yours  will  overcome  it,  no  force  of  steel  tear  it  away. 
But,  besides  this,  you  have  the  breathle.ss  corpse  of  a friend 
lying  unburied — alas!  you  know  it  not — tainting  your 
whole  fleet  with  the  air  of  death,  while  you  are  asking 
Heaven’s  will,  and  lingering  on  this  our  threshold.  Him 
first  consign  to  his  proper  place,  and  hide  him  in  the 
grave.  Lead  black  cattle  to  tlie  altar:  be  this  the 
expiation  to  pave  your  way.  Thus  at  last  you  shall  look 
on  the  groves  of  Styx  and  the  realms  untrodden  of  the 
living.’  She  said,  and  closed  her  lips  in  silence. 

Hineas,  with  saddened  fac^;  and  steadfast  eye,  moves  on, 
leaving  the  cave  behind,  and  revolves  in  his  mind  the 
secrets  of  the  future.  Achates,  ever  faithful,  walks  at  his 
side,  and  plants  his  foot  with  no  less  consciousness  of  care. 
Many  were  the  things  exchanged  in  their  ranging  talk — 
who  could  be  the  dead  comrade  that  the  priestess 
spoke  of,  what  the  corpse  that  needed  burial.  And  lo ! 
Misenus,  soon  as  they  came,  there  on  the  dry  beach  they 
see  him,  snatched  by  death  that  should  have  spared  him 
— Misenus,  son  of  Hilolus,  than  whom  none  was  mightier 
to  stir  men’s  hearts  with  his  clarion,  and  kindle  with 
music  the  war-god’s  flame.  Hector  the  great  had  been 
his  chief:  in  Hector’s  service  he  performed  a warrior’s 
part,  famous  alike  with  the  trumpet  and  the  spear.  But 
after  the  conquering  arm  of  Achilles  robbed  his  master  of 
life,  valiant  hero,  ho  made  himself  the  comrade  of  the 
Hardan  .^neas,  nor  found  the  standard  he  followed 
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meaner  than  of  old.  But  in  those  daj's,  as  he  was  making 
his  hollow  shell  ring  over  the  waters,  infatuate  mortal, 
challenging  the  gods  to  compete,  Triton,  roused  to 
jealousy,  seized  him,  if  the  story  be  true,  and  plunged 
him  in  a moment  in  the  billow  that  laps  among  the  rocks. 
So  they  all  stood  round,  uttering  loud  shrieks ; louder 
than  the  rest  .^neas  the  good.  And  then  without  delay 
they  set  about  the  Sibyl’s  bidding,  weeping  sore,  and  in 
mournful  rivalry  heap  up  the  funeral  pyre  with  trees,  and 
carry  it  into  the  sky. 

Away  they  go  to  an  ancient  wood,  the  wild  bcast’s_tall 
covert — down  go  the  pitch-trees;  the  holm-oak  rings 
with  the  axe’s  blows,  and  so  do  the  ashen  beams ; the 
wedge  cleaves  through  the  fissile  oak ; they  roll  down 
from  the  heights  huge  mountain  ashes.  There  is  .^neas, 
in  this,  as  in  other  labours,  the  first  to  cheer  on  his 
comrades,  and  wielding  a weapon  like  theirs ; and  thus 
he  ponders  in  the  sad  silence  of  his  own  brea.st,  looking  at 
the  immeasurable  wood,  and  thus  gives  utterance  to  his 
prayer : ‘ Oh  that  at  this  moment  that  golden  branch  on 
the  tree  would  reveal  itself  to  our  sight  in  all  this  depth 
of  forest  1 for  I see  that  in  all  things  the  prophetess  has 
told  us  of  you,  Misenus,  alas ! too  truly.’  Scarce  had  he 
spoken,  when,  as  by  chance,  a pair  of  doves  come  flying 
along  the  sky,  under  the  hero’s  very  eyes,  and  settle  on  the 
turf  at  his  feet.  At  once  the  mighty  chief  recognises  his 
mother’s  birds,  and  gladly  breathes  a second  prayer: 
‘ Oh  guide  us  on  our  way,  wherever  it  be,  and  as  ye  fly 
direct  our  steps  into  the  grove  where  the  precious  branch 
casts  its  .shade  on  the  rich  ground ! Thou  too  forsake  not 
our  perplexity,  0 goddess  mother  I ’ Thus  much  he  said, 
and  checked  his  advancing  foot,  watching  to  see  what 
prognostics  they  bring,  whither  they  aim  their  onward 
course.  They,  as  they  graze,  go  ever  forward  on  the  wing. 
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as  far  as  the  eyes  of  the  travellers  can  keep  them  in  view. 
Then  when  they  come  to  Avernus’  noisome  jaws,  swiftly 
they  soar  aloft,  and  gliding  through  the  clear  sky  settle 
twain  on  the  same  tree,  their  chosen  seat,  whence  there 
Hashed  through  the  branches  the  contrasted  gleam  of 
gold.  Even  as  in  the  woods,  in  the  cold  of  midwinter, 
the  mistletoe  is  wont  to  put  forth  new  leaves,  a vegeUible 
growth,  but  of  no  parent  tree,  and  with  its  yellow  produce 
to  surround  the  tapering  boles,  so  looked  the  leafy  gold 
among  the  holm-oak’s  dark  shade — so  in  the  light  breeze 
tinkled  the  foil,  .^neas  snatches  it  at  once,  plucks 
it  off  with  eagerness  overpowering  its  delay,  and  carries 
it  to  the  home  of  the  prophetic  Sibyl. 

Meantime,  with  not  less  zeal,  the  Teucrians  on  the 
shore  were  mourning  for  Misenus,  and  paying  the  last 
honour  to  the  thankless  ashes.  First  they  raised  a pile, 
unctuous  with  pine-wood,  and  high-heaped  with  planks 
of  oak  : they  wreath  its  sides  with  gloomy  foliage,  and 
set  up  before  it  funeral  cypresses,  and  adorn  it  with  a 
covering  of  refulgent  armour.  Some  make  ready  heated 
water  and  cauldrons  bubbling  over  the  fire,  and  wash  and 
anoint  the  cold  corpse.  Loud  rings  the  wail : then,  the 
dirge  over,  they  place  the  limbs  on  the  couch  that  claims 
them,  and  fling  over  them  purple  garments,  the  dead 
men’s  usual  covering.  Some  put  their  shoulders  to  the 
heavy  bier  in  melancholy  service,  and  after  ancestral 
fashion,  with  averted  eyes,  apply  the  torch  from  under. 
The  rich  heap  is  ablaze — offerings  of  incense,  sacrificial 
viands,  oil  streaming  from  the  bowl.  After  that  the 
ashes  were  fallen  in  and  the  bhize  was  lulled,  they 
drenched  with  wine  the  relics  and  the  thirsty  embers  on 
the  pyre,  and  Corynasus  gathered  up  the  bones,  and  stored 
them  in  a brazen  urn.  lie,  too,  carried  round  pure 
water,  and  sprinkled  thrice  the  comrades  of  the  dead. 
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scattering  the  thin  drops  with  a branch  of  fruitful  olive — 
so  he  expiated  the  company,  and  spoke  the  last  solemn 
words.  But  good  jEneas  raises  over  the  dead  a monu- 
ment of  massive  size,  setting  up  for  the  hero  his  own 
proper  arms,  the  oar  and  the  trumpet,  under  a skiey 
mountain,  which  is  now  from  him  called  Miscnus,  and 
retains  from  age  to  age  the  everlasting  name. 

This  done,  he  hastens  to  execute  tlie  Sibyl’s  bidding. 
A deep  cave  there  was,  yawning  wide  with  giant  throat, 
rough  and  shingly,  shadowed  by  the  black  pool  and  the 
gloom  of  the  forest — a cave,  over  whose  mouth  no  winged 
thing  could  fly  unharmed,  so  poisonous  the  breath  that 
exhaling  from  its  pitchy  jaws  steamed  up  to  the  sky — 
whence  Greece  has  given  the  spot  the  name  Aornos.  Here 
first  the  prie.stess  places  in  sacrificial  station  four  black- 
skinned bullocks,  and  empties  wine  over  their  brows,  and 
plucking  from  between  their  horns  the  hairs  of  the  crown, 
throws  them  into  the  hallowed  flame,  as  the  firstfruits  of 
worship,  with  loud  cries  on  Hecate,  queen  in  heaven,  and 
Erebus  both.  Others  put  the  knife  to  the  throat,  and  catch 
in  chargers  the  steaming  blood.  With  his  own  sword 
.Eneas  strikes  down  a lamb  of  sable  fleece,  for  the  Furies’ 
mother  and  her  mighty  sister,  and  a barren  heifer  for  thee, 
dread  Proserpine.  Then  to  the  Stygian  monarch  he 
rears  altars,  blazing  through  the  darkness,  and  piles  on 
the  flame  the  bulls’  carcases  entire,  pouring  fat  oil  on  the 
entrails  all  aglow.  When,  hark  I as  the  sun  began  to 
glimmer  and  dawn,  the  ground  is  bellowing  under  their 
feet,  and  the  wood-crowned  heights  are  nodding,  and  the 
baying  of  dogs  sounds  through  the  gloom,  for  the  goddess 
is  at  hand.  ‘ Hence,  hence  with  your  unhallowed  feet ! ’ 
clamours  the  prophetess,  ‘ and  rid  the  whole  grove  of 
your  presence.  And  you — strike  into  the  road,  and 
pluck  your  sword  from  his  scabbard — now  is  the  hour  for 
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courage,  ^Eneas,  now  for  a stout  heart.’  No  more  she 
said,  but  flung  herself  wildly  into  the  cavern’s  mouth; 
and  he,  with  no  faltering  step,  keeps  pace  witli  his 
guide. 

Ye  gods,  whose  empire  is  the  shades — spirits  of 
silence,  Chaos  and  Phlegethon,  stretching  wide  in  the 
stillness  of  night,  sufler  me  to  tell  what  has  reached  my 
ears ; grant  me  your  aid  to  reveal  tilings  buried  under- 
ground, deep  and  dark. 

On  they  went,  darkling  in  solitary  night,  far  into  the 
gloom,  through  Pluto’s  void  halls  and  ghostly  realms — 
like  a journey  in  a wood  under  the  niggard  beams  of  a 
doubtful  moon,  wdien  Jupiter  has  shrouded  heaven  in 
shadow,  and  black  Night  has  stolen  the  colour  from 
Nature’s  face.  There  before  the  threshold,  in  the  very 
mouth  of  Hell,  Agony  and  the  fiends  of  Eemorse  have 
made  their  lair : tliere  dwell  wan  Diseases,  and  woful 
Age,  and  Terror,  and  Hunger  that  prompts  to  Sin,  and 
loathly  Want — shapes  of  hideous  view — and  Death,  and 
Suflering ; then  comes  Sleep,  Death’s  blood-brother,  and 
he  soul’s  guilty  joys,  and  deadly  War  couched  in  the 
gate,  and  the  Furies’  iron  chambers,  and  frantic  Strife, 
with  bloody  fillets  wreathed  in  her  snaky  hair. 

In  the  midst  there  stands,  with  boughs  and  aged  arms 
outspread,  a massive  elm,  of  broad  shade,  the  chosen  seat, 
so  Eumour  tells,  of  botliless  dreams,  which  cling  close  to 
its  every  leaf.  There,  too,  are  a hundred  monstrous 
shapes  of  wild  beasts  of  divers  kinds.  Centaurs  stalled  in 
the  entrance  and  two-formed  Scyllas,  and  Briareus,  the 
hundred-handed,  and  the  portent  of  Lerna,  hissing  fear- 
fully, and  Chimajra  in  her  panoply  of  flames,  Gorgons, 
and  Harpies,  and  the  semblance  of  the  three-bodied 
spectre.  At  once  jEneas  grasps  his  sword,  in  the  haste 
of  sudden  alarm,  and  meets  their  advance  with  its  drawn 
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blade ; and  did  not  his  companion  warn  him,  of  her  own 
knowledge,  that  they  are  but  thin  unbodied  spirits  flitting 
in  a hollow  mask  of  substance,  he  would  be  rushing 
among  them,  and  slashing  shadows  asunder  with  the 
steel’s  imavailing  blows. 

lienee  runs  the  road  that  leads  to  the  waters  of  Tar- 
tarean Acheron,  whose  gulfy  stream,  churning  mud  in  its 
monstrous  depths,  is  all  aglow,  and  disgorges  into  Cocytus 
the  whole  of  its  .sand.  Those  waters  are  guarded  by  a 
grisly  ferryman,  frightful  and  foul — Charon  ; his  chin  an 
uncleared  forest  of  hoary  hair ; his  eyes  a mass  of  flame  ; 
while  his  uncleanly  garb  hangs  from  his  shoulders, 
gathered  into  a knot.  With  his  own  hand  he  pushes  on 
the  craft  with  a pole,  and  trims  the  sails,  and  moves  the 
dead  heavily  along  in  his  boat  of  iron-grey,  himself 
already  in  years ; but  a god’s  old  age  is  green  and 
vigorous.  Towards  him  the  whole  crowd  was  pouring  to 
the  bank : matrons  and  warriors,  and  bodies  of  mighty 
heroes  discharged  of  life,  boys  and  unwedded  maidens, 
and  youths  laid  on  the  pile  of  death  in  their  parents’ 
eyes — many  as  are  the  leaves  that  drop  and  fall  in  the 
woods  in  autumn’s  early  cold,  or  many  as  are  the  birds 
that  flock  massed  together  from  the  deep  to  the  land, 
when  the  wintry  year  drives  them  over  sea  to  tenant  a 
sunnier  clime.  There  they  stood,  each  praying  that  he 
might  be  the  first  to  cross,  with  hands  yearningly  out- 
stretched towards  the  further  shore ; but  the  grim  boatman 
takes  on  board  now  these,  now  those,  while  others  he  drives 
away,  and  bars  them  from  the  river’s  brink.  uEneas, 
cries  as  a man  perplexed  and  startled  by  the  tumult : 
‘ Tell  me,  dread  maiden,  what  means  this  concourse  to 
the  stream  ? Of  what  arc  these  spirits  in  quest  ? What 
choice  decides  that  these  shall  retire  from  the  shore, 
while  those  are  rowing  through  that  leaden  pool  ? ’ To 
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him  in  brief  returned  the  aged  priestess : ‘ Son  of  Anchises, 
Heaven’s  undoubted  offspring,  before  you  are  Cocytus* 
deptlis  and  the  marshy  flood  of  Styx,  that  power  by  whose 
name  the  gods  fear  to  swear  in  vain.  The  whole  multi- 
tude you  see  here  is  helpless  and  tombless ; Charon  is  the 
ferryman ; those  who  ride  the  wave  are  the  buried.  He 
may  not  ferry  them  from  the  di'eadful  banks  across  that 
noisy  current  till  their  bones  have  found  a place  of  rest.  - 
A hundred  years  they  wander  hovering  about  these 
shores ; then  at  last  they  embark,  and  see  again  the  flood 
of  their  longing.’  Anchises’  son  stood  and  paused, 
musing  deeply,  and  pitying  at  his  heart  a lot  so  unkind. 
Yes,  there  he  sees,  sadly  wandering  without  death’s  last 
tribute,  Leucaspis  and  Orontes,  the  captain  of  Lycia’s 
fleet : both  had  sailed  with  him  from  Troy  over  the 
stormy  water,  and  the  south  wind  whelmed  them  both, 
engulfing  the  vessel  and  its  crew. 

Lo ! he  sees  his  pilot,  Palinurus,  moving  along — 
Palinurus,  who  but  now,  while  voyaging  from  Libya,  his 
eyes  bent  on  the  stars,  had  fallen  from  the  stem,  flung 
out  into  the  wide  waste  of  waters.  So  when  he  had  at 
last  taken  knowledge  of  his  features,  now  saddened,  in 
the  deep  gloom,  he  thus  accosts  him  first : ‘ Wlio  was  it, 
Palinurus,  of  all  the  gods,  that  tore  you  from  us,  and 
whelmed  you  in  the  wide  sea  ? TeU  me  who.  Till  now 
I never  found  him  false ; but  in  this  one  response 
Apollo  has  proved  a cheat,  foretelling  that  you  would  be 
unharmed  on  the  deep,  and  win  your  way  to  the  Ausonian 
frontier,  and  thus  it  is  that  he  keeps  his  word  1 ’ ‘ Nay,’ 

returned  he,  ‘ my  chief,  Anchises’  son,  Phoebus’  tripod  has 
told  you  no  lie,  nor  did  any  god  whelm  me  in  the  sea. 
No,  I clianced  to  fall,  tearing  away  by  main  force  the 
rudder,  to  which  I was  clinging  like  sentry  to  his  post, 
as  I guided  your  course,  and  dragging  it  with  me  in  my 
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headlong  whirl.  Witness  those  cruel  waters,  I felt  no 
fear  for  my  own  life  like  that  which  seized  me  for  your 
ship,  lest,  disarmed  and  disabled,  shaken  loose  from  her 
ruler’s  hand,  she  should  give  way  under  the  great  sea 
that  was  rising  then.  Three  long  nights  of  storm  the 
south  wind  swept  me  over  the  vast  wilderness  of  convulsed 
ocean.  Hardly  at  last,  at  the  fourth  dawn,  I looked  out 
aloft  upon  Italy  from  the  crest  of  the  wave.  Stroke  by 
stroke  I was  swimming  to  shore ; and  now  I was  just 
laying  hold  on  safety,  had  not  the  savage  natives  come  on 
me,  sword  in  hand,  clogged  as  I was  wth  my  dripping 
clothes,  and  clutching  with  talon  fingers  the  steep  moun- 
tain-top, and  deemed  blindly  they  had  found  a prize. 
Now  the  wave  is  my  home,  and  the  winds  keep  tossing 
me  on  the  beach.  Oh,  by  heaven’s  pleasant  sunshine  and 
bright  sky ; by  your  father,  I adjure  you  ; by  the  promise 
growing  up  with  your  lulus,  rescue  me  with  that  uncon- 
quered arm  from  this  cruel  fate  : be  yourself,  and  either 
spread  earth  upon  me,  for  that  you  can  surely  do,  and 
put  back  to  Velia’s  haven  ; or,  if  any  way  there  be,  any 
that  your  goddess  mother  can  reveal — for  well  I ween  it 
is  not  without  Heaven’s  leave  that  you  purpose  to  stem 
these  fearful  tides  and  the  reluctant  pool  of  Styx — stretch 
your  hand  to  your  poor  friend,  and  take  me  with  you  over 
the  water,  that  at  least  I may  find  in  death  a place  of 
rest  and  peace.’  So  had  he  spoken,  when  thus  the 
priestess  begins  : ‘ What  demon,  Palinunis,  has  set  on 

you  so  monstrous  a desire  ? You,  unburied,  look  on  the 
Stygian  water,  and  the  dread  river  of  the  furies  ? Y^ou 
set  foot  on  the  bank  unbidden  ? Cease  to  dream  that 
Heaven’s  destiny  can  be  swayed  by  prayer.  Y'et  hear 
and  retain  a word  which  may  console  your  hard  lot. 
Por  know  that  the  dwellers  in  that  fatal  border,  goaded 
far  and  wide  through  their  cities  by  prodigies  from 
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heaven,  shall  propitiate  your  dust : they  shall  erect  a 
tomb,  and  through  that  tomb  send  down  your  funeral 
dues,  and  the  spot  shall  bear  for  ever  the  name  of 
Palinurus.’  These  words  allayed  his  cares,  and  banished 
for  awhile  grief  from  that  sad  bosom : his  heart  leaps 
to  the  land  that  is  called  by  his  name. 

They  accordingly  continue  their  journey,  and  approach 
the  river.  Soon  as  the  boatman  saw  them,  at  the  moment, 
from  the  wave  of  Styx,  moving  through  the  stilly  forest, 
and  turning  their  steps  to  the  bank,  he  first  bespeaks 
them  thus,  and  assails  them  unaccosted  : ‘ You,  whoever 

you  are,  that  are  making  for  these  waters  of  ours  in  war- 
like trim,  speak  your  errand  from  the  spot  where  you 
are,  and  come  no  nearer.  This  is  the  place  for  the 
shadows,  for  Sleep  and  slumberous  Night.  The  bodies  of 
the  living  may  not  be  ferried  in  my  Stygian  barque.  Nay, 
it  was  not  to  my  joy  that  I gave  Alcides  a passage  over 
the  lake,  nor  Theseus  and  Pirithous,  bom  of  gods  though 
they  were,  and  of  strength  unsubdued.  The  one  laid  a 
jailor’s  hand  on  the  warder  of  Tartarus,  even  at  the  foot 
of  the  king’s  own  throne,  and  dragged  him  trembling 
along : the  others  essayed  to  carry  off  the  queen  from 
Pluto’s  bridal  chamber.’  To  which  the  Amphrysian 
priestess  replied  in  brief ; ‘ Here  there  are  no  stratagems 

like  those  ; be  not  discomposed  ; tliese  weapons  are  not 
borne  for  violence  ; the  monstrous  guardian  of  your  gate  is 
free  to  terrify  the  bloodless  spectres  from  his  den  with 
his  unending  bark ; Proserpine  is  free  to  keep  her  uncle’s 
home  as  faithful  wife  should.  This  is  JEneas  of  Troy, 
renowned  for  piety  and  arms  alike : it  is  to  see  his  father 
that  he  is  going  down  to  Erebus’  lowest  depth  of  gloom. 
If  thou  art  moved  in  nought  by  the  spectacle  of  piety  so 
signal,  yet  let  this  branch  ’ — she  uncovered  the  branch 
which  was  concealed  in  her  robe — ‘ claim  recognition.’ 
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At  once  the  angry  swell  subsides,  and  the  breast  is  calm. 
No  furtlier  parley.  Gazing  in  wonder  at  the  sacred 
offering  of  the  fated  bough,  last  seen  so  long  ago,  he 
turns  to  them  the  sea-green*  boat,  and  draws  near  the 
bank.  Then  he  dislodges  other  ghostly  passengers  who 
were  sitting  along  the  benches,  and  clears  the  gangways, 
while  he  takes  into  the  vessel’s  hollow  the  mighty  .^Eneas. 
The  sutures  of  the  boat  cracked  beneath  the  weight,  as 
through  its  rents  it  drew  in  large  draughts  of  marsh- 
water.  At  length  priestess  and  prince  are  safe  across 
the  flood,  set  down  amid  featureless  mud  and  blue-green 
rushes. 

Cerberus,  the  monster,  makes  the  whole  realm  ring 
with  his  three  barking  throats,  as  he  lies  in  giant  length 
fronting  them  in  his  den’s  mouth.  The  priestess,  seeing 
the  snakes  already  bristling  on  his  neck,  throws  him  a 
morsel  steeped  in  the  slumber  of  honey  and  medicated 
meal.  He,  in  the  frenzy  of  Ininger,  opens  his  triple 
jaws  to  catch  it  as  it  comes,  and  stretches  his  enormous 
back  at  length  on  the  ground,  till  his  huge  bulk  covers 
the  den.  Hineas  masters  the  approach  while  the  warder 
sleeps,  and  swiftly  passes  from  the  bank  of  the  river 
without  return. 

At  once  there  breaks  on  his  ear  a voice  of  mighty 
wailing,  infant  spirits  sobbing  and  crying  on  the  threshold, 
babes  that,  portionless  of  the  sweets  of  life,  were  snatched 
from  the  breast  by  the  black  death-day’s  tyranny,  and 
whelmed  in  untimely  night.  Ne.xt  to  them  are  those 
who  were  done  to  death  by  false  accusation.  Yet  let 
none  think  that  the  lot  of  award  or  the  judge’s  sentence 
are  wanting  here.  There  sits  Minos,  the  president,  urn 

• So  the  jMS.  reads  as  a translation  of  Ctrruham  which  in  his  note  on 
this  passage,  Mr.  Conington  explains  as  the  same  as  fen'Ujfineam  translated 
‘ iron-grey’  above. — [Kd.]| 
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in  hand  : he  summons  an  assembly  of  the  speechless,  and 
takes  cognisance  of  earthly  lives  and  earthly  sins. 

Next  to  them  comes  the  dwelling-place  of  the  sons  of 
sorrow,  who,  though  guiltless,  procured  their  own  death 
by  violence,  and,  for  mere  hatred  of  the  sunshine,  flung 
their  lives  away.  Oh,  how  gladly  would  they  now,  in  the 
air  above,  bear  to  the  end  the  load  of  poverty  and 
the  full  extremity  of  toil ! But  Fate  bars  the  way : 
the  unlovely  pool  swathes  them  round  in  her  doleful 
waters,  and  Styx,  with  her  ninefold  windings,  keeps  them 
fast. 

Not  far  hence  the  traveller’s  eye  sees  stretching  on 
everj’^  side  the  Mourning  Fields  : such  the  name  they  bear. 
Here  dwell  those  whom  cruel  Love’s  consuming  tooth  has 
eaten  to  the  heart,  in  the  privacy  of  hidden  walks  and  an 
enshrouding  myrtle  wood : their  tender  sorrows  quit 
them  not  even  in  death.  In  this  region  he  sees  Phajdra 
and  Procris,  and  sad  Eriphyle,  pointing  to  the  wounds  of 
her  ruthless  son,  and  Evadne,  and  Pasiphaa  : along  with 
them  moves  Laodamia,  and  Cieneus,  once  a man,  now  a 
woman,  brought  back  by  the  turn  of  fate  to  her  former 
self.  Among  these  was  Phoenicia’s  daughter.  Dido,  fresh 
from  her  death-\vound,  Avandering  in  that  mighty  wood  : 
soon  as  the  Trojan  hero  stood  at  her  side,  and  kneAv  her, 
looming  dimly  through  the  dusk — as  a man  sees  or  thinks 
he  sees  through  the  clouds,  when  the  month  is  young, 
the  rising  moon — his  tears  broke  forth,  and  he  addressed 
her  tenderly  and  lovingly.  ‘ Unhappy  Dido  ! and  was  it 
then  a true  messenger  that  reached  me  wdth  the  tale  that 
you  were  dead : that  the  sword  had  done  its  worst  ? 
Was  it,  alas,  to  a grave  that  I brought  you  ? By  the 
stars  of  heaven  I swear,  by  the  powers  above,  by  all  that 
is  most  sacred  here  underground,  against  my  will,  fair 
queen,  I quitted  j’our  coast.  No ; it  was  the  command 
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of  the  gods  ; the  same  stern  force  which  compels  me  now 
to  pass  through  this  realm  of  shade,  this  wilderness  of 
squalor  and  abysmal  night ; it  was  that  which  drove  me 
by  its  uttered  will : nor  could  I have  thought  that  my 
departure  would  bring  on  you  such  violence  of  grief. 
Stay  your  step,  and  withdraw  not  from  the  look  I bend 
on  you.  Wliom  would  you  shun  ? the  last  word  which 
fate  suffers  me  to  address  you  is  this.’  With  words  like 
these,  .^ueas  kept  sootliing  the  soul  that  blazed  forth 
through  those  scowling  eyes,  and  moving  himself  to  tears. 
She  stood  with  averted  head  and  eyes  on  the  ground, 
her  features  as  little  moved  by  the  sj>eech  he  essayed  as 
if  she  held  the  station  of  a stubborn  flint,  or  a crag  of 
Marpessa.  At  length  she  flung  herself  away,  and,  unfor- 
giving still,  fled  into  the  shadow  of  the  wood,  where  her 
former  lord,  Sychams,  answers  her  sorrows  with  his,  and 
gives  her  full  measure  for  her  love.  Yet,  none  the  less, 
Aineas,  thrilled  through  and  through  by  her  cruel  fate, 
follows  far  on  her  track  with  tears,  and  sends  his  pity 
along  with  her. 

Thence  he  turns,  to  encounter  the  appointed  way.  And 
now  they  were  already  in  the  furthest  region,  the  sepamte 
place  tenanted  by  the  gi'eat  heroes  of  war.  Ilere  there 
meets  him  Tydeus,  here  Parthenopasus,  illustrious  in 
arms,  and  the  spectre  of  pale  Adrastus.  Here  are  chiefs 
of  Dardan  line,  wailed  long  and  loudly  in  the  upper 
air  as  they  lay  low  in  fight : as  he  saw  them  all  in 
long  array,  he  groaned  heavily.  Glaucus  and  Medon, 
and  Thersilochus,  the  tliree  sons  of  Antenor,  and  Poly- 
phcetes,  Ceres’  priest,  and  Idajus,  with  his  hand  still  on 
the  car,  still  on  the  armour.  They  surround  him,  right 
and  left,  the  ghostly  crowd  ; one  look  is  not  sufficient : 
they  would  fain  linger  on  and  on,  and  step  side  by  side 
with  him,  and  learn  the  cause  of  his  coming.  But  the 


Digitized  by  Google 


266 


THE  .ENEID. 


nobles  of  the  Danaans,  and  the  flower  of  Agamemnon’s 
bands,  when  they  saw  the  hero  and  his  armour  gleaming 
through  the  shade,  were  smitten  with  strange  alarm  : some 
turn  their  backs  in  flight,  as  erst  they  fled  to  the  ships : 
others  raise  a feeble  war-shout.  The  ciy  they  essay 
mocks  their  straining  throats. 

Here  it  is  that  he  sees  Priam’s  son,  mangled  all  over, 
Deiphobus,his  face  cruelly  marred — face  and  both  hands — 
his  temples  despoiled  of  his  ears,  and  his  nose  lopped  by 
unseemly  carnage.  Scarce,  in  truth,  he  recognised  him, 
trembling  as  he  was,  and  trying  to  hide  the  terrible  ven- 
geance wreaked  on  him  : unaccosted,  he  addresses  him 
in  the  tones  he  knew  of  old : ‘ Deiphobus,  mighty 

warrior,  scion  of  Teucer’s  illustrious  stock,  who  has  had 
the  ambition  to  avenge  himself  so  cruelly  ? who  has  had 
his  will  of  you  thus  ? For  me,  Eumour  told  me  on  that 
fatal  night  that  you  had  sunk  down,  tired  with  the  work 
of  slaughtering  the  Greeks,  on  a heap  of  undistinguished 
carnage.  Then  with  my  o^vn  hand,  I set  up  an  empty 
tomb  on  the  llhcetean  shore,  and  thrice  with  a loud  voice 
invoked  your  spirit.  There  are  your  name  and  your 
arms  to  keep  the  spot  in  memory : yourself,  dear  friend, 
I could  not  see,  so  as  to  give  you  repose  in  the  fatherland 
I was  leaving.’  To  whom  the  son  of  Priam : ‘ Dear 

friend,  you  have  failed  in  nought:  all  that  Deiphobus 
could  claim  has  been  paid  by  you  to  him  and  to  his 
shade.  No ; it  was  my  own  destiny  and  the  deadly 
wickedness  of  the  Spartan  woman  that  plunged  me  thus 
deep  in  ill : these  tokens  are  of  her  leaving.  How  we 
spent  that  fatal  night  in  treacherous  joyance  you  know 
well : too  good  cause  is  there  to  bear  it  in  mind.  When 
the  fateful  horse  at  one  bound  surmounted  the  height  of 
Pergaraus,  and  brought  a mailclad  infantry  in  its  laden 
womb,  she  feigned  a solemn  dance,  and  led  round  the 
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city  Phrygian  dames  in  Bacchic  ecstasy : herself  in  their 
midst  raising  a mighty  torch  aloft,  and  calling  to  the 
Danaans  from  the  top  of  the  citadel.  That  hour  I spent 
■with  care,  and  overborne  "with  sleep,  was  in  the  hold  of 
our  ill-starred  bridal  chamber,  weighed  down  as  I lay, 
by  slumber  sweet  and  sound,  the  very  image  of  the  deep 
calm  of  death.  Meantime,  my  peerless  helpmate  removes 
from  the  house  arms  of  every  sort:  yes,  my  trusty 
sword  she  had  withdrawn  from  my  pillow,  and  now  she 
calls  Menelaus  to  come  in,  and  throws  wide  the  door, 
hoping,  I doubt  not,  that  the  greatness  of  the  boon 
would  soften  her  lover’s  heart,  and  that  the  memory  of 
her  crime  of  old  could  thus  be  wiped  from  men’s  minds. 
Why  make  the  story  long  ? They  burst  into  the  chamber, 
along  with  them  that  child  of  .^lus,  then  as  ever  the 
counsellor  of  evil.  Recompense,  ye  gods,  the  Greeks 
in  kind,  if  these  lips,  that  ask  for  retribution,  are  pure 
and  loyal.  But  you  ; what  chance  has  brought  you  here 
in  your  life-time,  let  me  ask  in  turn  ? Are  you  come 
under  the  spell  of  ocean-wandering,  or  by  the  command 
of  heaven  ? or  what  tyranny  of  fortune  constrains  you  to 
visit  these  sad,  sunless  dwellings,  the  abode  of  con- 
fusion ? ’ 

• In  this  interchange  of  talk,  the  Da'wn-goddess  in  her 
flushing  car,  careering  through  the  sky,  had  well  passed 
the  summit  of  the  arch ; and  perchance  they  had  spent 
all  their  allotted  time  in  converse  like  this,  had  not  the 
Sibyl  warned  her  companion  with  brief  address : ‘ Night 

is  hastening,  ASneas ; and  we,  as  we  weep,  are  making 
hours  pass.  This  is  the  spot  where  the  road  parts  in 
twain.  The  right,  which  goes  under  the  palace-wall  of 
mighty  Dis — there  lies  our  way  to  Elysium  ; the  left  puts 
in  motion  the  tortures  of  the  wicked,  and  sends  them  to 
Tartarus,  the  home  of  crime.’  Deiphobus  replied : 
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‘ Frown  not,  dread  priestess,  I depart,  to  make  the  gliostly 
number  complete,  and  plunge  again  in  darkness.  Go  on 
your  way,  our  nation’s  gloiy,  go : may  your  experience 
of  fate  be  more  blest.’  He  said,  and,  while  yet  speaking, 
turned  away. 

Suddenly,  iEneas  looks  back,  and,  under  a rock  on  the 
left,  sees  a broad  stronghold,  girt  by  a triple  w'all ; a 
fierce  stream  surrounds  it  with  surges  of  fire,  Tartarean 
Phlegethon,  and  tosses  craggy  fragments  in  thunder.  Full 
in  front  is  a vast  gate,  its  pillars  of  solid  adamant.  No 
force  of  man,  not  even  the  embattled  powmrs  of  heaven, 
could  break  it  down.  Eising  in  air  is  a turret  of  iron, 
and  Tisiphone,  with  a gory  robe  girt  round  her,  sits  at 
the  vestibule  with  sleepless  vigilance  night  and  day. 
Hence  sounds  of  wailing  meet  the  ear,  and  the  crack  of 
remorseless  whips ; the  clank  of  steel  follows,  and  the 
trailing  of  the  chain.  Hiineas  stood  still,  riveted  by  the 
terror  of  the  noise.  ‘ What  shapes  is  guilt  wearing  now? 
tell  me,  dread  maiden.  Wliat  are  the  torments  that  lie 
on  it  so  hard  ? what  mean  tliese  loud  upsoaring  shrieks  ? ’ 
The  priestess  returned  : ‘ Noble  leader  of  the  Teucrians, 

no  innocent  foot  may  tread  that  guilty  threshold ; but 
the  day  when  Hecate  set  me  over  the  groves  of  Avemus, 
she  taught  me  from  her  own  lips  the  punishments  of 
Heaven,  and  led  me  through  from  end  to  end.  Here  rules 
jOnosian  Ehadamantlius,  a reign  of  iron — avenger,  at  once, 
and  judge  of  cowering  guilt,  he  compels  a confession  of 
.w'hat  crimes  soever  men  in  upper  air,  blindly  rejoicing  in 
the  cheat,  have  kept  secret  till  the  hour  of  death,  to  be 
‘expiated  then.  In  a moment,  Tisiphone  the  torturer, 
with  uplifted  scourge,  lashes  from  side  to  side  the  spurned 
and  guilty  soul : and  brandishing  in  her  left  grim  knots 
of  serpents,  summons  her  unpitying  sisterhood.  Then  at 
last,  grating  on  their  dread-sounding  hinge,  the  awful 
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gates  are  opened.  See  you  wliat  manner  of  sentry  is 
seated  at  the  entrance  ? what  a presence  is  guarding  the 
threshold?  Know  that  a Hydra  fiercer  yet  with  fifty 
monstrous  throats,  each  a yawning  pit,  holds  her  seat 
within.  Then  there  is  the  abyss  of  Tartarus  in  sheer 
descent,  extending  under  the  shades,  twice  as  far  as  man’s 
sky^vard  gaze  from  earth  to  the  heaven  of  Olympus. 
Here  are  earth’s  ancient  progeny,  the  Titan  brood,  hurled 
down  by  the  thunderbolt  to  wallow  in  the  depths  of  the 
gulf.  Here  too  saw  I the  twin  sons  of  Aloeus,  frames  of 
giant  bulk,  who  essayed  by  force  of  hand  to  pluck  down 
the  mighty  heavens,  and  dislodge  Jove  from  his  realm  in 
the  sky.  I saw  too  Salmoneus,  smitten  with  cruel  ven- 
geance, while  mimicking  the  fires  of  Jove  and  the  rum- 
blings of  Olympus.  Borne  in  a four-horse  car,  a flaring 
torch  in  hand,  he  was  making  his  triumphal  progress 
through  the  tribes  of  Greece,  and  the  midst  of  Elis’  city, 
and  bidding  men  accord  him  a god’s  homage.  Madman ! 
to  counterfeit  the  storm-cloud  aud  the  unrivalled  thunder- 
bolt with  the  rattle  of  brass  and  the  beat  of  horses’  horny 
hoofs.  But  the  almighty  sire  from  the  depth  of  his 
cloudy  dwelling,  hurled  his  weapon — no  futile  fire- 
brand his,  Jio  pinewood’s  smoky  glare — and  dashed  him 
headlong  down  with  that  tremendous  blast.  Tityos,  too, 
the  foster-child  of  Earth’s  common  breast,  it  was  mine  to 
see  : his  body  lies  extended  over  nine  whole  acres,  and 
there  is  a monstrous  vulture  with  hooked  beak  shearing 
away  his  imperishable  liver,  and  reaping  a harvest  of 
sufTering  from  his  vitals,  as  it  digs  deep  for  its  meal,  and 
burrows  in  the  cavern  of  his  breast,  nor  gives  the  new- 
growing  filaments  rest  or  respite.  What  need  to  tell  of 
the  Lapithas,  of  Ixion  and  Pirithous — men  who  live 
under  a black  crag,  ever  falling,  and  just  in  act  to  drop  ? 
The  lofty  couch  is  spread  for  the  banquet,  and  the  pillar 
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of  gold  gleams  underneath ; the  feast  is  before  them,  served 
in  kingly  luxury ; but  the  eldest  of  the  Furies  is  couched 
at  their  side  : she  will  not  let  them  stretch  a hand  to  the 
board  : she  starts  up  with  torch  uplifted  and  thunder  in 
her  tones.  Here  are  they  who  lived  in  hatred  with  their 
brethren  while  life  yet  was;  who  smote  a parent  or 
wove  for  a client  the  web  of  fraud ; who  gained  a treasure 
and  brooded  over  it  alone,  and  never  shared  it  with  their 
kin — a mighty  number  these — adulterers,  who  were  slain 
for  their  crime ; citizens  who  followed  the  standard  of 
treason ; slaves  who  shrunk  not  from  breaking  their 
troth  to  their  lords ; all  in  prison  awaiting  their  doom. 
Ask  not  what  doom  is  theirs,  wha1;  phase,  what  fate  has 
whelmed  them  so  deep.  ■ Others  roll  the  huge  stone  up 
the  hill,  or  hang  dispread  from  the  spokes  of  the  wheel : 
there  sits,  as  he  will  sit  for  evermore,  unhappy  Theseus  : 
and  Plilegyas,  from  the  depth  of  his  agony,  keeps  warning 
all,  and  proclaiming  with  a voice  of  terror  through  the 
shades  : “ Learn  hereby  to  be  righteous,  and  not  to  scorn 
the  gods.”  This  sold  his  country  for  gold,  and  saddled 
her  with  a tyrant ; for  gain  he  made  and  unmade  laws : 
this  assailed  his  daughter’s  bed,  and  essayed  a forbidden 
union : all  dared  some  monstrous  crime,  and  enjoyed 
their  daring.  No  ; had  I even  a hundred  tongues,  and  a 
hundred  mouths,  and  lungs  of  iron,  not  then  could  I 
embrace  all  the  types  of  crime,  or  rehearse  the  ^hole 
muster-roll  of  vengeance.* 

So  spoke  Apollo’s  aged  priestess  ; and  then  resuming  : 
‘ But  come,’  she  cries,  ‘ speed  on  your  way,  and  fulfil  the 
duty  you  have  essayed : quicken  we  our  pace.  I see  the 
walls  which  the  Cyclopian  forge  raised  in  air,  and  the 
arched  gates  confronting  us,  where  sacred  rule  bids  us  set 
down  our  offering.’  As  she  spoke,  they  step  side  by  side 
through  the  dusky  ways,  dispatch  the  interval  of  distance, 
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and  draw  near  the  gate.  ..^neas  masters  the  approach, 
sprinkles  his  body  with  pure  spring  water,  and  fixes  the 
branch  on  the  poital’s  front. 

And  now  these  things  done  at  length,  and  the  offering 
to  the  goddess  accomplished,  they  have  reached  the 
regions  of  bliss,  green  pleasaunces  of  happy  groves,  and 
the  abodes  of  the  blest.  Ilere  ether  clothes  the  plains  with 
an  ampler  plenitude  and  a dazzling  lustre ; and  the  eye 
beholds  a sun  and  stars  of  its  own.  There  are  some, 
plying  their  limbs  on  the  grassy  wrestling-ground,  con- 
flicting in  sport,  and  grappling  each  other  on  the  yellow 
sand : some  are  beating  their  feet  in  the  dance,  and 
chanting  songs.  There,  too,  is  the  Thracian  priest  in  his 
flowing  robe,  singing  the  seven  notes  in  unison  with  the 
dancer’s  measure,  and  striking  them  now  with  his  fingers, 
now  -svith  the  quill  of  ivory.  Here  are  the  old  race  of 
Teucer,  a goodly  family,  heroes  of  lofty  soul,  bom  in 
earth’s  better  days,  Ilus  and  Assaracus,  and  Dardanus, 
founder  of  Troy.  From  afar  he  gazes  wonderingly  on 
their  warrior  arms  and  their  ghostly  chariots.  Their 
spears  stand  rooted  in  the  ground,  and  their  unyoked 
steeds  graze  dlspersedly  over  the  meadow.  All  the 
dehght  they  took  when  alive  in  chariots  and  armour,  all 
their  pride  in  grooming  and  feeding  their  horses,  goes 
with  them  underground,  and  animates  them  there.  See, 
too,  his  eye  rests  on  others  regaling  on  either  hand  upon 
the  grass,  and  singing  in  chorus  a joyous  pasan,  all  in  a 
fragrant  grove  of  bay,  the  source  whence  welling  forth 
into  the  upper  world,  Eridanus  flows  in  broad  current 
between  his  wooded  banks.  Here  is  a noble  company 
who  braved  wounds  in  fight  for  fatherland ; all  the 
priests  who  kept  their  purity  while  life  was ; all  the  poets 
whose  hearts  were  clean,  and  their  songs  worthy  Phoebus’ 
ear ; all  who  by  cunning  inventions  gave  a grace  to  life 
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and  whose  worthy  deeds  made  their  fellows  think  of  them 
with  love  ; each  has  his  brow  cinctured  with  a snow- 
white  fillet.  Looking  on  the  multitude  as  it  streamed 
around,  the  Sibyl  bespoke  them  thus — Musaeus  before  all ; 
for  he  stands  the  centre  of  that  vast  crowd,  which  looks 
up  to  him,  as  wdth  rising  shoulders  he  towers  above 
them  : ‘ Tell  us,  happy  spirits,  and  you,  best  of  bards, 
which  is  Anchises’  haunt  ? which  his  home  ? for  it  is  to 
see  him  that  we  have  come  hither,  and  won  our  way 
over  the  mighty  river  of  Erebus.’  Instant  the  hero 
replied  in  brief ; ‘ Here  there  are  no  fixed  abodes  : our 

dwellings  are  in  shadowy  groves : our  settlements  on  the 
velvet  slope  of  banks  and  meadows  fresh  with  running 
streams.  But  come,  if  you  will,  climb  this  hill  with  me, 
and  I will  set  your  feet  at  once  on  a road  that  will  lead 
you.’  So  saying,  he  moves  on  before,  and  from  the  top 
of  the  ridge  points  to  broad  fields  of  light,  while  they 
descend  from  the  summit. 

But  father  Anchises,  down  in  the  depth  of  the  green 
dell,  was  surveying  with  fond  observance  the  spirits  now 
confined  there,  but  hereafter  to  pass  into  the  light  of  day, 
and  scanning,  as  chance  would  have  it,  the  whole  multi- 
tude of  his  people,  even  his  loved  posterity,  their  destinies, 
their  warrior  deeds,  their  ways  and  their  works.  Soon 
as  he  saw  ^neas  advancing  through  the  grass  to  meet 
him,  he  stretched  out  both  his  hands  with  eager  move- 
ment, tears  gushed  over  his  cheeks,  and  words  escaped 
his  lips : ‘ And  are  you  come  at  last  ? has  love  fulfilled 

a father’s  hopes  and  surmounted  the  perils  of  the  way  ? 
is  it  mine  to  look  on  your  face,  my  son,  and  listen  and 
reply  as  we  talked  of  old  ? Yes  ; I was  even  thinking  so 
in  my  own  mind.  I was  reckoning  that  it  w'ould  be, 
counting  over  the  days.  Nor  has  my  longing  played  me 
false.  Oh,  the  lands  and  the  mighty  seas  from  which 
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you  have  come  to  iny  presence ! the  dangers,  my  son, 
that  have  tossed  and  smitten  j'oii ! Oh,  how  I have 
feared  lest  you  should  come  to  harm  in  that  realm  of 
Libya ! ’ The  son  replied  : ‘ Your  shade  it  was,  father, 
your  melancholy  shade,  tliat,  coming  to  me  oft  and  oft, 
constrained  me  to  knock  at  these  doors : here,  in  the 
Tyrrhene  deep  my  ships  are  riding  at  anchor.  Let  us 
giusp  hand  in  hand : let  us,  my  father ! Oh,  withdraw 
not  from  my  embrace ! ’ As  he  spoke,  the  streaming 
tears  rolled  down  his  face.  Thrice,  as  he  stood,  he 
essayed  to  fling  his  arms  round  that  dear  neck  ; thrice 
the  phantom  escaped  the  hands  that  caught  at  it  in  vain, 
impalpable  as  the  wind,  fleeting  as  the  wings  of  sleep. 

Meanwhile  ^neas  sees  in  the  retired  vale  a secluded 
grove  with  brakes  and  rustling  woods,  and  the  river  of 
Lethe,  which  floats  along  by  those  abodes  of  peace. 
Kound  it  were  flying  races  and  tribes  untold  : even  as  in 
the  meadows  when  bees  in  ailm  summer-tide  settle  on 
flower  after  flower,  and  stream  over  the  milk-white  lilies, 
the  humming  fills  the  plain.  Startled  at  the  sudden 
sight,  iEneas  wonderingly  enquires  what  it  means,  what 
are  those  waters  in  the  distance,  or  who  the  men  that 
are  thronging  the  banks  in  crowds  so  vast.  To  him 
his  father  Anchises : ‘ They  are  spiiits  to  whom  Des- 
tiny has  promised  new  bodies,  there  at  the  side  of 
Lethe’s  water,  drinking  the  wave  of  carelessness,  and  the 
long  draught  of  oblivion.  In  truth  I have  long  wished 
to  tell  you  of  them  and  show  them  before  you,  to  re- 
count the  long  line  of  my  kindi'ed,  that  you  may  rejoice 
with  me  now  that  Italy  is  found.’  ‘ Oh,  my  father ! and 
must  we  think  that  there  are  souls  that  fly  hence  aloft 
into  the  upper  air,  and  thus  return  to  the  sluggish  fellow- 
ship of  the  body  ? can  their  longing  for  light  be  so  mad 
as  this  ? ’ ‘I  will  tell  you,  my  son,  nor  hold  you  longer 
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in  doubt.’  So  replies  Ancliises,  and  unfolds  the  story  in 
order. 

I ‘ Know,  first,  that  heaven  and  earth,  and  tlie  watery 
I plains,  and  the  Moon’s  lucid  ball,  and  Titan’s  starry  fires 
' are  kept  alive  by  a sjiirit  within : a mind  pervading  each 
limb  stirs  the  whole  frame  and  mingles  with  the  mighty 
mass.  Hence  spring  the  races  of  men  and  beasts,  ami 
living  things  with  wings,  and  the  strange  forms  that 
I Ocean  carries  beneath  his  marble  surface.  These  particles 
have  a ficiy  glow,  a heavenly  nature,  struggling  against 
the  clogs  of  conaipting  flesh,  the  dullness  of  limbs  of  clay 
and  bodies  ready  to  die.  Hence  come  their  fears  and 
lusts,  their  joys  and  griefs : nor  can  they  discern  the 
heavenly  light,  prisoned  as  they  are  in  night  and  blind 
dimgeon  walls.  Nay,  when  life’s  last  ray  has  faded  from 
them,  not  even  then,  poor  wretches,  are  they  wholly  freed 
from  ill,  freed  from  every  plague  of  the  flesh  : those 
many  taints  must  peeds  be  ingrained  strangely  in  the 
being,  so  long  ^ they  Jiave  grown  with  it.  So  thej*  are 
schooled  with  punishment,  and  pay  in  suffering  for  ancient 
ill : some  are  hung  up  and  dispread  to  the  piercing 
winds : others  have  the  stain  of  wickedness  washed  out 
under  the  whelming  gulf,  or  bunit  out  with  fire : each  is 
chastised  in  his  own  spirit : then  we  are  sped  through  the 
breadth  of  Elysium,  while  some  few  remain  to  inhabit 
these  happy  plains,  till  the  lapse  of  ages,  when  time’s 
cycle  is  complete,  has  cleansed  the  ingrained  blot  and 
left  a pure  residue  of  heavenly  intelligence,  the  flame  of 
essential  ether.  All  of  these,  when  they  have  rouirded 
the  circle  of  a thou.sand  years.  Heaven  summons  to  the 
stream  of  Lethe,  a mighty  concourse,  to  the  end  that  with 
memorj’  effaced  they  may  return  to  the  vault  of  the  sky, 
^ and  learn  to  wish  for  a new  union  with  the  body.’ 

Anehises  ended  : he  draws  his  .son  and  the  Sibyl  with 


Digitized  by  GoogI 


BOOK  VI. 


276 


liim  into  tlie  midst  of  the  tussemblage,  tlie  heart  of  that 
buzzing  crowd,  and  mounts  an  eminence,  whence  he 
miglit  see  face  to  face  the  whole  of  the  long  procession, 
and  learn  each  comer’s  looks. 

‘ Now  then,  for  the  glories  of  the  Dardan  race  from 
this  time  onward,  the  posterity  reser\’ed  for  you  in  the 
Italian  line,  noble  .spirits,  the  ordained  heirs  of  our  proud 
name : of  these  I will  tell  you,  and  inform  you  of  your 
destiny. 

‘ He  whom  you  see  there,  the  youth  leaning  on  the 
pointless  spear,  his  lot  is  to  fill  the  next  place  in  light : 
he  will  be  first  to  rise  to  upper  day,  born  from  the 
admixture  of  Italian  blood,  Silvius,  that  great  Alban 
name,  your  latest  offspring,  whom  in  your  old  age  at  set 
of  life  your  spouse  Lavinia  will  bear  you  in  the  woods, 
himself  a king  and  the  father  of  kings  to  be  : from  him  it 
is  that  our  race  shall  rule  over  Alba  the  Long.  Next 
comes  mighty  Procas,  the  pride  of  the  people  of  Troy, 
and  Capys,  and  Numitor,  and  a second  bearer  of  your 
name,  Silvius  A2ncas,  himself  renowned  alike  for  piety 
and  for  valour,  if  ever  he  should  come  to  the  throne  of 
Alba.  What  glorious  youths ! look  what  strength  they 
carry  in  their  port,  while  their  brows  are  shaded  by  the 
civic  oak!  These  shall  uprear  for  you,  high  on  the 
mountains,  Nomentum,  and  Gabii,  and  Fidenm’s  town, 
and  the  towers  of  Collatia,  Pometii  and  Inuus’  camp,  and 
Bola,  and  C!ora  ; names  which  shall  one  day  be  named : 
now  they  are  mere  nameless  lands.  Romulus,  too,  the 
child  of  Mars,  shall  come  along  with  his  grandsire. 
Romulus,  whom  a mother,  bearing  Ilium’s  name,  shall 
produce  from  the  blood  of  Assaracus.  See  you  the  two 
plumes  standing  on  his  crest,  how  his  sire  marks  him 
even  now  for  the  ujiper  world  by  his  own  token  of 
hoiipiu;?  Yes,  my  son,  it  is  by  his  auspices  that  our 
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glorious  Rome  shall  extend  her  empire  to  earth’s  end, 
her  ambition  to  the  skies,  and  embrace  seven  hills  with 
the  wall  of  a single  city,  blest  parent  of  a warrior 
brood:  even  as  the  mighty  Berecyntian  mother  rides 
tower-crowned  through  the  towns  of  Phrygia,  proud  of 
the  gods  that  have  sprung  from  her,  a hundred  grand- 
children at  her  knee,  all  dwellers  in  heaven,  all  lords  of 
the  lofty  sky.  Hither  now  turn  your  two  rays  of  vision  : 
look  at  this  fiunily,  at  Romans  of  your  own.  Here  is 
Caasar  ; here  the  whole  progeny  of  lulus,  as  it  will  pass 
one  day  under  heaven’s  mighty  cope.  This,  this  is  he, 
the  man  promised  to  you  so  often,  Augustus  Cassar,  true 
child  of  a god,  who  shall  establish  again  for  Latium  a 
golden  age  in  that  very  region  where  Saturn  once  reigned, 
while  he  stretches  his  sway  alike  beyond  Garaman- 
tian  and  Indian.  See,  the  land  is  lying  outside  the  stars, 
outside  the  sun’s  yearly  path,  where  heaven-carrier  Atlas 
turns  round  on  his  shoulder  the  pole,  studded  with  burn- 
ing constellations.  In  view  of  his  approach,  a shiver  runs 
already  by  oracular  warning  through  Caspian  realms  and 
Moeotian  land,  and  there  is  stir  and  confu.sion  at  the 
mouths  of  seven  fold  Nile.  Nay,  even  Alcides  traversed 
no  such  length  of  earth,  though  he  stalked  the  brazen- 
footed deer,  or  tamed  Erymanthus’  savage  wilds,  and  ap- 
palled Lerna  with  his  arrows : no,  nor  he  who  guides  his 
triumphal  car  with  reins  of  ivy-leaf,  Bacchus,  driving  his 
tigers  down  from  Nysa’s  lofty  top.  And  do  we  still 
hesitate  to  let  prowess  give  scope  to  power,  or  does  fear 
prevent  our  setting  foot  on  Ausonian  soil  ? But  who  is 
he  in  the  distance,  conspicuous  with  a wreath  of  olive, 
witli  sacred  vessels  in  his  hand  ? Ah  ! I know  the  hoary 
hair  and  beard  of  the  king  of  Rome,  who  shall  give  the 
infant  city  the  support  of  law,  sent  from  his  homely  Curra 
and  a land  of  poverty  into  a mighty  empire.  Next  shall 
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come  one  doomed  to  break  his  country’s  peace,  and  stir 
up  with  the  war-cry  of  his  name,  Tullus,  warriors  rusting 
in  eiise  and  squadnms  tliat  have  forgotten  their  triumphs. 
Ancus  follows,  a greater  boaster,  even  now  too  ready  to 
catch  the  breath  of  a popular  cheer.  Would  you  look 
too  at  the  kings  of  Tarquin’s  house,  at  the  haughty  spirit 
of  Brutus  the  avenger,  and  the  fasces  retrieved  ? He 
shall  be  the  first  to  take  the  consul’s  power  and  the  axes 
of  doom : the  father  will  bring  his  rebel  sons  to  death, 
all  for  fair  freedom’s  sake.  Unhappy  man  I let  after  ages 
speak  of  that  deed  as  they  will,  strong  over  all  will  be 
patriot  passion  and  unmeasured  thirst  of  praise.  Look, 
there  are  the  Drusi  and  the  Decii,  and  Torquatus  with 
liis  unpitying  axe,  and  Camillus  the  restorer  of  the 
standards.  But  those  whom  you  see  there,  dressed  alike 
in  gleaming  armour — spirits  at  harmony  now  and  so 
long  as  they  are  confined  in  darkness — alas  I how  vast  a 
war  will  they  wage,  each  with  each,  if  they  shall  attain 
the  light  of  day,  what  arraying  of  hosts,  what  carnage 
will  there  be ! Father-in-law  and  son-in-law,  the  one 
coming  down  from  Alpine  ramparts  and  the  stronghold 
of  Monoecus : the  other  drawn  up  against  him  with  the 
forces  of  the  east.  Do  not,  do  not,  my  children,  make 
wars  like  these  familiar  to  your  spirits : turn  not  your 
country’s  valour  against  your  country’s  vitals : and  you, 
restrain  yourself  the  first:  you,  whose  lineage  is  from 
heaven,  drop  the  steel  from  your  grasp,  heir  of  Anchises’ 
blood.  See  here,  a conqueror  who  shall  drive  to  the 
lofty  Capitol  the  car  of  triumph  over  Corinth,  glorious 
from  Achaean  slaughter : here  one  who  shall  lay  Argos 
in  dust,  and  Agamemnon’s  own  Mycenae,  ay,  and  the 
heir  of  -^Eacus,  with  Achilles’  martial  blood  in  his  veins : 
a Roman’s  vengeance  for  his  Trojan  grandsires,  and  for 
Pallas’  insulted  fame.  What  tongue  would  leave  you 
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unpraised,  great  Cato,  or  Cossus,  you  ? or  tlie  race  of  the 
Gracchi,  or  those  twin  thunderbolts  of  war,  tlie  Scipios, 
Libya’s  ruin,  or  Fabricius,  princely  in  his  poverty,  or 
you,  Serranus,  sowing  your  own  plouglied  fields  ? When, 
ye  Fabii,  will  panting  praise  overtake  you  ? You  are  in 
truth  our  greatest,  the  single  saviour  of  our  state  by  delay. 
Others,  I doubt  not,  will  mould  the  breathing  brass  to 
more  flesh-like  softness,  and  spread  over  marble  the 
look  of  life.  Others  will  plead  better  at  the  bar,  will 
trace  with  the  rod  the  courses  of  heaven,  and  foretell 
the  risings  of  the  stars.  Yours,  Eoman,  be  the  lesson  to 
govern  the  nations  as  their  lord : this  is  your  destined 
culture,  to  impose  the  settled  rule  of  peace,  to  spare  the 
humbled,  and  to  crush  the  proud.’ 

Father  Anchises  paused  ; and,  as  they  wondered,  went 
on  to  say : ‘ See  how  Marcellus  advances  in  the  gloiy  of 
the  general’s  spoils,  towering  with  conqueror’s  majesty 
over  all  the  warriors  near ! When  the  state  of  Home 
reels  under  the  invader’s  shock,  he  shall  stiiy  it ; his 
horse’s  hoofs  shall  trample  the  Carthagiuian  and  the 
revolted  Gaul ; and  he  shall  dedicate  the  third  suit  of 
armour  to  Quirinus  the  sire.’  Hereupon  iEneas,  for  he 
saw  walking  at  Marcellus’  side  a youth  of  goodly  presence 
and  in  gleaming  armour,  but  with  little  joy  on  his  brow 
and  downcast  eyes : ‘ Who,  my  father,  is  he  that  thus 
attends  the  warrior’s  march  ? his  son,  or  one  of  the 
glorious  line  of  liis  posterity  ? What  a hum  runs  through 
the  attendant  train  I how  lofty  his  own  mien  ! but  the 
shadow  of  gloomy  night  hovers  saddening  round  his  head.’ 
Father  Anchises  began,  tears  gushing  forth  the  while : 
‘ Alas,  my  son ! ask  not  of  the  heavy  gi-ief  that  those  of 
your  blood  must  bear.  Of  him  tlie  fates  shall  give  but 
a glimpse  to  earth,  nor  sufler  him  to  continue  longer. 
Y’^es,  powers  of  the  sky ! Home’s  race  would  have  been 
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in  your  c}'cs  too  strong,  liail  a boon  like  this  been  its 
own  for  e%’er.  What  groanings  of  the  brave  shall  be 
wafted  from  Mars’  broad  field  to  Mars’  mighty  town  ! 
What  a funeral,  father  Tiber,  shall  thine  eyes  behold,  as 
thou  flowest  past  that  new-built  sepulchre ! No  child  of 
the  stock  of  Ilion  shall  raise  his  Latian  ancestors  to  such 
heights  of  hope  : never  while  time  lasts  shall  the  land  of 
Romulus  take  such  pride  in  any  that  she  has  reared. 
Woe  for  the  piety,  for  the  ancient  faith,  for  the  arm  un- 
conquered in  battle  ! Never  would  foeman  have  met  that 
armed  presence  unscathed,  marched  he  on  foot  into  the 
field  or  tore  with  bloody  s{)ur  the  flank  of  his  foaming 
steed.  Child  of  a nation’s  sorrow  ! were  there  hope  of 
thy  breaking  the  tyranny  of  fate,  thou  .shall  be  Marcellus. 
Bring  me  Jiandfuls  of  lilies,  that  I may  strew  the  gi’ave 
Avith  their  dazzling  hues,  and  crown,  if  only  with  these 
gifts,  my  young  descendant’s  shade,  and  perform  the  vain 
service  of  sorrow.’  Thus  they  wander  here  and  there 
through  the  whole  expanse  in  the  broad  fields  of  shadoAv 
and  take  note  of  all.  Soon  as  Anchises  had  taken  his 
son  from  end  to  end,  and  fired  his  mindAvith  the  prospect 
of  that  glorious  history,  he  then  tells  the  warrior  of  the 
battles  that  he  must  fight  at  once,  and  informs  him  of  the 
Laurentian  tribes  and  Latinus’  toAvn,  and  hoAV  to  shun  or 
stand  the  shock  of  every  peril. 

There  arc  two  gates  of  Sleep  : the  one,  as  story  tells,  of 
horn,  supplying  a ready  exit  for  true  spirits  : the  other 
gleaming  Avith  the  polish  of  dazzling  ivory,  but  through 
it  the  powers  beloAv  send  false  dreanrs  to  the  Avorld  above. 
Thither  Anchises,  talking  thus,  conducts  his  son  and  the 
Sibyl,  and  dismisses  them  by  the  gate  of  ivory.  .^Eneas 
traces  his  AA'ay  to  the  fleet  and  returns  to  his  comrades  ; 
then  sails  along  the  shore  for  Caieta’s  haA’en.  The  anchor 
is  cast  from  the  proAv  : the  keels  arc  ranged  on  the  beach. 
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And  tliou,  too,  in  thy  death,  Caieta,  nurse  of  ^neas,  hast 
left  to  our  coast  the  heritage  of  an  ever-living  fame  ; still 
in  this  later  day  thy  glory  hovers  over  thy  resting-place, 
and  a name  on  Ilesperia’s  mighty  seaboard  is  thy  monu- 
ment, if  that  be  renown.  So  when  good  .dEneas  had  paid 
the  last  dues  and  raised  a funeral  mound,  and  had  waited 
for  the  calming  of  the  deep,  he  spreads  sail  and  leaves  the 
harbour.  Nightward  the  breezes  blow,  nor  does  the  fair 
Moon  scorn  to  show  the  way : her  rippling  light  makes  the 
sea  shine  again.  The  next  land  they  skirt  is  the  coast  of 
Circe’s  realm,  where  in  queenly  state  the  daughter  of  the 
Sun  thrills  her  forest  fastness  with  never-ending  song,  and 
in  her  haughty  mansion  burns  fragrant  cedar  to  give  light 
by  night,  as  she  draws  her  shrill  comb  over  the  delicate 
waqi.  From  the  shore  they  heard  the  growling  noise  of 
lions  in  wrath,  disdaining  their  bonds  and  roaring  in  mid- 
night hour,  bristly  boars  and  caged  bears  venting  their  rage, 
and  shapes  of  huge  wolves  fiercely  howling  : things  which 
Circe,  fell  goddess,  had  transformed  by  her  magic  drugs 
from  the  mien  of  man  to  a beast’s  visage  and  a beast’s 
hide.  So,  lest  the  pious  race  of  Troy  should  sufiTer  such 
monstrous  change,  were  they  to  seek  harbour  there  or 
approach  the  perilous  shore,  Neptune  filled  their  sails  with 
favouring  breezes,  sped  their  flight  along,  and  wafted  them 
j)ast  the  seething  watere. 

The  .sea  was  just  reddening  in  the  dawn,  and  Aurora 
\vas  shinitm  down  from  heaven’s  height  in  saflron  robe 
and  ro.sy  car,  when  all  at  once  the  winds  ■were  laid,  and 
every  breath  sank  in  sudden  sleep,  and  the  oars  pull  slowly 
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against  the  smooth  unmoving  wave.  In  the  same 
moment  .5ilneas,  looking  out  from  the  sea,  beholds  a 
mighty  forest.  Among  the  trees  Tiber,  that  beauteous 
river,  with  his  gulfy  rapids  and  the  burden  of  his  yellow 
sand,  breaks  into  the  main.  Around  and  above,  birds  of 
all  plumes,  the  constant  tenants  of  bank  and  stream,  were 
lulling  the  air  with  their  notes  and  flying  among  the 
woods.  He  bids  his  comrades  turn  aside  and  set  their 
prows  landward,  and  enters  with  joy  the  river’s  shadowed 
bed. 

Now  be  with  me  Erato,  and  I will  unfold  who  were  the 
kings,  what  the  stage  of  circumstance,  what  the  condition 
of  ancient  Latium,  when  the  stranger  host  first  landed  on 
Ausonian  shores,  and  will  recall  how  the  first  blood  was 
drawn.  Thou,  goddess,  thou  prompt  thy  poet’s  memory. 
Mine  is  a tale  of  grisly  war,  of  battle  array,  and  princes  in 
their  fury  rushing  on  carnage — of  Tyrrhenian  ranks,  and  all 
Hesperia  mustered  in  arms.  Grander  is  the  pile  of  events 
that  rises  on  my  view,  grander  the  task  I essay.  It  was 
the  time  w’hen  king  Latinus,  now  stricken  in  age,  w^as 
ruling  country  and  city  in  the  calm  of  years  of  peace. 
He,  as  story  tells  us,  was  the  son  of  Faunus  and  a Lauren- 
tine  nymph,  Marica.  Faunus’  father  was  Picus,  who  owes 
his  birth  to  thee,  great  Saturn  ; thou  art  the  first  founder 
of  the  line.  No  son,  no  male  progeny,  so  Heaven  willed, 
had  Latinus  now;  just  as  it  was  budding  into  youth,  the 
branch  was  cut  off.  The  sole  maintainer  of  the  race,  the 
sole  guardian  of  that  princely  house  was  a daughter, 
already  ripe  for  wedlock,  already  arrived  at  full-blown 
womanhood.  Many  were  her  w’-ooers  from  mighty  Latium, 
nay,  from  all  Ausonia.  One  wooer  there  was  in  beauty 
passing  others,  Turnus,  strong  in  the  glory  of  sires  and 
grandsires : his  alliance  the  queen  with  intense  yearning 
was  seeking  to  compass ; but  heavenly  portents  bar  the 
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•way  with  manifold  alarm.  Tliere  was  a laurel  in  the 
middle  of  the  palace,  in  tlie  very  heart  of  royal  privacy, 
sacred  in  its  every  leaf,  cherished  by  the  awful  observance 
of  many  years ; men  said  that  fatlier  Latinus  himself 
found  it  there  when  he  first  laid  the  foundation  of  the 
tower,  dedicated  it  to  Plioebus,  and  thence  gave  his  new 
- people  the  name  of  Tjaurentines.  On  the  top  of  tliis  tree 
hxlged  a dense  swarm  of  bees,  marvellous  to  tell,  sailing 
thither  with  loud  humming  noise  across  the  liquid  air,  and 
twining  their  legs  together,  the  cluster  in  a moment  was 
seen  to  hang  from  the  leafy  bough.  At  once  spoke  a 
prophet : ‘ There  is  a stranger  approaching : I see  him 
now ; along  this  self-same  path  a troop  is  moving  hither- 
ward, and  commanding  the  height  of  the  citadel.’  More- 
over, while  Ijavinia  is  applying  the  hallowed  torch  to  the 
altars,  as  she  stands  in  maiden  purity  at  her  father’s  side, 
she  was  seen,  oh,  monstrous  sight ! to  catch  the  fire  with 
her  long  tresses,  all  her  headgear  consuming  in  the  crack- 
ling flame,  her  queenly  hair,  her  jewelled  coronal  all 
ablaze,  till  at  last  she  was  wrapt  in  smoke  and  yellow 
glare,  and  scattered  the  fire-god’s  sparks  the  whole  palace 
through.  There  indeed  was  a tale  of  horror,  a marvel  and 
a portent;  for,  said  the  wise  men,  she  will  herself  be 
illustrious  in  fame  and  fortune,  but  to  the  nation  she 
bodes  tremendous  war.  Troubled  by  these  prodigies,  the 
, king  repairs  to  the  oracle  of  Faunus,  his  prophetic  sire, 
' to  question  at  the  groves  beneath  Albunea’s  shade — that 
queen  of  forests,  ever  vocal  with  the  sacred  waters,  ever 
breathing  from  its  dark  heart  deadly  vaporous  steam.  It 
is  here  that  the  tribes  of  Italy  and  all  ffinotrian  land  seek 
answers  in  their  perplexity ; hither  the  priestess  brings 
the  enquirer’s  offering,  lies  in  the  still  of  night  on  a couch 
of  slaughterctl  sheep’s  skins,  and  turns  to  sleep,  when 
she  sees  many  phantoms  flitting  in  marvellous  fa.shion. 
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ami  hears  divers  voices,  and  enjoys  communion  with  the 
gods,  and  liolds  convei'se  with  Acheron  down  in  Avernus’ 
deep.  Here  also  king  Latinus,  in  quest  of  an  answer, 
was  sacrificing  duly  a hundred  sheep  of  the  second  year, 
and  was  lying  on  their  skins,  a fleecy  bed,  when  sudden 
from  the  depth  of  tlie  grove  an  utterance  was  heanl : 
‘Look  not  to  ally  your  daughter  in  wedlock  of  La-' 
tium,  0 my  son ; put  not  faith  in  marriage  chambers 
dressed  and  ready ; tlicre  are  sons-in-law  from  a far 
country  now  on  their  way,  men  destined  by  mixing  their 
blood  with  ours  to  exalt  our  name  to  the  spheres — men  ’ 
whose  lineal  jx)sterity  shall  one  day  look  down  and  see 
under  their  feet  the  whole  world,  far  as  the  two  oceans 
which  the  sun  surve}*s  in  his  daily  round,  revolving  be-  , 
ncath  them  and  wielded  by  their  control.’  Such  was  the  ' 
response  of  father  Faunus,  the  counsel  given  at  still  of 
night : nor  does  Latinus  hold  it  shut  in  the  prison  of  his 
own  lips ; but  F.'ime  had  flown  Avith  the  rumour  through 
Ausonia  far  and  wide  from  city  to  city,  Avhen  the  young 
chivalry  of  old  Laomedon  anchored  their  ships  on  the 
river’s  grassy  bank. 

^neas  and  his  chief  captains,  and  lulus  young  and 
fair,  lay  their  limbs  to  rest  under  the  boughs  of  a lofty 
tree  ; there  they  spread  the  banquet,  putting  cakes  of 
flour  along  the  sward  to  support  the  food — such  was 
Jove’s  high  inspiration — and  rearing  on  the  wheaten 
foundation  a pile  of  wilding  fruits.  It  chanced  that  whenj 
the  rest  was  eaten,  the  Avant  of  meat  forced  them  to  ply 
their  tooth  on  those  scanty  gifts  of  Ceres — to  profane 
Avith  venturous  hand  and  mouth  the  sanctity  of  the  cake’s 
fated  circle,  nor  respect  the  square  impressed  oti  its  sur- 
face. ‘Wliat!  e.ating  our  tables  as  Avell?’  cries  lulus, 
in  his  merry  vein  ; that  and  no  more.  That  utterance 
fii-st  told  the  hearers  that  their  toils  were  over : cA’en  as 
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jit  fell  from  the  boy’s  mouth  his  father  caught  it  up  and 
(broke  it  short,  wondering  in  himself  at  the  power  of 
Heaven.  Then  anon  : ‘ Hail  to  thee,  promised  land  of 
my  destiny ! hail  to  you,’  he  cries,  ‘ Troy’s  faithful  gods  ! 
Yes,  here  is  our  home — this  our  country.  It  was  my 
father — these,  I remember,  were  the  mystic  words  of 
fate  he  left  me  : My  son,  whenever  you  are  wafted  to  an 
unknown  coast,  and  hunger  drives  you,  failing  food,  to  eat 
your  tables,  then  remember  my  saying,  there  look  for 
a home  of  rest,  set  up  your  first  roof-tree  and  strengthen 
it  with  mound  and  rampart.  This  was  the  hunger  he 
meant.  This  was  the  last  strait  in  store  for  us,  not  the 
beginning  but  the  end  of  death.  Come  then,  take  heart, 
and  with  the  morrow’s  earliest  light  explore  we  what 
is  the  place,  who  its  dwellers,  where  the  city  of  the 
nation,  making  from  the  haven  in  different  ways.  Mean- 
while pour  libations  to  Jove,  invoke  in  prayer  my  sire 
Anchises,  and  set  again  the  wine  on  the  board.’  So 
having  said,  he  wreathes  his  brow  with  the  lejify  spray, 
and  offers  prayer  to  the  genius  of  the  spot ; to  Earth  the 
eldest  of  the  gods ; to  the  nymphs  and  the  streams  yet 
unknown  by  name : after  that,  to  Night  and  Night’s  new- 
born stars,  and  Ida’s  Jove,  and  Phrygia’s  mighty  mother, 
invoking  each  in  turn,  and  his  own  two  parents  in  the 
upper  and  the  nether  world.  Just  then  the  Almighty 
Father  thundered  thrice  aloft  in  a clear  sky,  and  witli  his 
own  right  hand  flashed  in  open  view  from  on  high  a 
cloud  ablaze  with  rays  of  golden  light.  At  once  the 
news  .spreads  among  the  Trojan  ranks  that  the  day  has 
arrived  when  they  are  to  build  their  promised  city.  With 
emulous  haste  they  celebrate  the  banquet,  and  in  the 
power  of  the  august  presage  set  on  t'  e bowls  exultingly, 
and  wreathe  the  wine. 

Soon  as  on  the  morrow  the  risen  day  began  to  illumine 
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the  earth  with  the  first  sparkle  of  her  torch,  some  here, 
some  there,  they  set  about  exploring  the  city,  the 
frontiers,  the  seaboard  of  the  country.  This,  they  learn, 
is  the  spring  of  Numicius,  this  the  river  Tiber,  this  the 
home  of  the  brave  Latian  race.  Thereupon  Anchises’ 
son  commands  an  embassy  of  a hundred,  chosen  from  all 
classes  alike,  to  go  to  the  monarch’s  roj^al  city,  all  of 
them  with  wreathed  boughs  from  Pallas’  tree,  to  carry 
presents  for  his  honoured  hand,  and  entreat  his  friendship 
for  the  Teucrians.  They  delay  not,  but  hasten  at  his 
bidding,  moving  with  rapid  pace,  while  he  is  marking  out 
the  city  with  a shallow  trench,  preparing  the  ground,  and 
surrounding  this  their  first  settlement  on  the  coast,  camp- 
fashion,  with  battlements  and  earthworks.  Meanwhile 
the  missioned  band  had  performed  their  journey,  and 
were  in  sight  of  the  towers  and  stately  homes  of  Latium, 
and  passing  under  the  city  wall.  In  a space  before  the' 
town,  boys  and  youths  in  their  prime  are  exercising  on 
horseback,  and  breaking  in  their  harnessed  cars  among 
clouds  of  dust,  or  bending  the  sharp-springing  bow,  or 
hurling  from  the  arm  the  quivering  javelin,  or  vying 
on  foot  or  with  the  gloves,  when  galloping  up,  a mes- 
senger announces,  in  the  aged  monarch’s  ears,  that  mighty* 
men  have  arrived  ia  strange  attire.  The  king  bids  him 
summon  them  into  the  presence-hall,  and  takes  his  seat 
in  the  midst  on  his  ancestral  throne.  It  was  a reverend 
j)ilc,  of  vast  proportions,  raised  high  upon  a hundred 
pillars,  on  the  city’s  topmost  ground,  the  palace  of  Picus 
the  Laurentine,  clothed  in  the  terror  of  waving  woods] 
and  hereditary  awe.  Here  it  was  held  to  be  of  auspicious  * 
presage  that  kings  should  first  take  in  hand  the  sceptre, 
and  lift  up  the  fasces  : this  temple  was  their  senate-house, 
the  hall  for  their  sacrificial  feasts : here,  when  a ram  was 
shiin,  the  seniors  were  wont  to  banquet  down  long  lines 
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of  tables.  Here,  too,  in  succession  were  the  effigies  of 
past  generations,  carved  from  ancient  cedar.  Italus  and 
I father  Sabinus,  planter  of  the  vine,  preserving  in  that 
mimic  form  his  cuiwed  hook,  and  hoary  Saturn,  and  the 
image  of  two-faced  Janus,  all  standing  in  the  vestibule, 
and  other  kings  from  the  earliest  days,  and  heroes  who 
had  sustained  the  war-god’s  wounds  in  fighting  for  their 
countiy.  Moreover,  there  was  hanging  on  the  sacred 
doors  abundance  of  armour,  captive  chariots,  crooked 
axe-heads,  helmet-crests,  ponderous  gates,  javelins,  and 
shields,  and  beaks  torn  from  vessels.  There,  as  in  life, 
was  sitting,  decked  with  Quirinal  staff  and  robe  of  scanty 
border,  in  his  left  hand  the  sacred  shield,  Ticus,  tamer 
of  the  steed,  he  whom,  in  her  bridal  jealousy,  Circe,  by 
a stroke  of  her  golden  rod  and  the  witchery  of  her 
drugs,  transformed  to  a bird,  and  scattered  spots  over 
his  wings.  Such  was  the  temple  where  Latinus,  seated 
on  his  ancestral  throne,  summoned  the  Teucrians  to  his 
presence  within,  and  on  their  entry  with  placid  mien 
bespoke  them  thus : — 

‘ Tell  me,  sons  of  Dardanus — for  we  know  your  city 
and  your  race,  and  your  coming  over  the  deep  has 
reached  our  ears — what  is  your  errand  ? what  cause  or 
what  necessity  has  wafted  your  ships  to  our  Ausonian 
coast  through  those  many  leagues  of  blue  water?  Be 
it  from  ignorance  of  the  w'ay  or  stress  of  weather,  or 
any  of  the  thousand  chances  that  happen  to  seamen 
on  the  main,  that  you  have  passed  between  our  river’s 
banks,  and  are  resting  in  the  haven,  shrink  not  from  our 
, welcome,  but  know  in  the  Latian  race  the  true  people  of 
i Saturn,  kept  in  righteousness  by  no  baud  of  law,  but  by 
’ our  own  instinct  and  the  rule  of  our  parent-god.  And 
now  I remember,  though  years  have  dulled  the  freshness 
of  the  talc,  that  aged  Auruncans  used  to  tell  how  in  this 
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land  Dardanus  saw  the  light,  and  hence  he  won  his  way 
to  the  towns  of  Phrygian  Ida  and  Thracian  Samos,  which 
men  now  call  Samothrace.  Ay,  it  was  from  the  house 
of  Tuscan  Corythus  he  went,  and  now  the  golden  palacej 
of  Starr}’  heaven  seats  him  on  a throne,  and  among  tlio' 
altars  of  the  gods  makes  room  for  him.’ 

lie  ended ; and  Uioneus  followed  thus  : ‘ Great  king, 
illustrious  son  of  Faunus,  no  stress  of  gloomy  storm  has 
made  us  the  sport  of  the  wav’es  and  driven  us  on  your 
coast,  no  sky  or  land  misread  has  beguiled  us  of  our 
track  : of  set  purpose,  with  full  intent,  we  are  arrived  one 
and  all  at  yoim  city,  driven  from  a realm  once  the 
greatest  which  the  sun  surveyed  in  his  course  from  end 
to  end  of  heaven.  From  Jove  is  the  origin  of  our  race ; 
in  Jove,  as  their  ancestor,  the  sons  of  Dardanus  glory ; 
our  monarch  himself,  sprung  of  Jove’s  own  pure  blood, 
iEneas  of  Troy,  has  sent  us  to  your  doors.  Uow  dire  a 
hurricane,  launched  from  fell  Mycenm,  swept  over  Ida’s 
plains — how  the  two  worlds  of  Europe  and  Asia,  fate 
driving  each,  met  and  crashed  together — ^has  reached  the 
ears  of  the  man,  if  such  there  be,  whom  earth’s  last’ 
corner  withdraws  from  the  W'.ash  of  ocean,  and  his  too 
who  is  parted  from  his  fellows  by  the  zojic  that  lieSj 
midmost  among  the  four,  the  zone  of  the  tyrannous 
sun.  From  the  jaws  of  that  deluge  flying  over  many 
and  mighty  waters,  we  ask  of  you  for  our  country’s  gods 
a narrow  resting-place — the  harmless  privilege  of  the 
coast,  and  the  common  liberty  of  water  and  air.  We 
shall  be  no  disgrace  to  your  kingdom,  nor  light  shall  be 
the  frme  that  men  will  blaze  of  you,  nor  shall  gratitude 
for  your  great  bounty  grow  old,  nor  shall  Ausonia  mourn 
the  day  when  she  welcomed  Troy  to  her  heart.  I swear 
by  .dUneas’  star,  by  his  strong  right  hand,  known  as  such 
by  all  who  have  proved  it  in  friendship  or  in  war,  many 
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liave  been  the  peoples,  many  the  nations — nay,  scorn  us 
not  for  that  we  accost  you  with  fillets  of  suppliance  and 
words  of  prayer — who  have  sued  for  our  company  and 
wished  to  make  us  one  with  them.  But  the  oracles  of 
heaven,  speaking  as  they  only  can,  have  driven  us  to 
search  out  your  realms.  Hence  sprang  Dardanus  ; hither 
Apollo  bids  us  return,  with  the  instance  of  high  com- 
mand, even  to  Tuscan  Tiber  and  the  sacred  waters  of 
Numicius’  spring.  Moreover  here  are  presents  from 
^neas,  the  scanty  offerings  of  2)ast  prosperity,  relics 
snatched  from  the  flames  of  Troy.  From  this  gold  his 
father,  Anchises,  poured  libations  at  the  altar ; this  was 
Priam’s  royal  accoutrement,  when  he  gave  laws  in  kingly 
fashion  to  the  assembled  people  ; this  sceptre,  this  sacred 
diadem,  these  robes,  the  work  of  Trojan  dames.’ 

Thus,  as  Ilioneus  is  speaking,  Latinus  holds  his  coun- 
tenance in  set  downcast  gaze,  and  sits  rooted  to  his 
throne,  turning  his  eyes  in  intense  thought.  Nor  does  the 
broidered  purple  stir  his  princely  mind  ; no,  nor  the 
sceptre  of  Priam,  so  deeply  as  he  ponders  on  the  w'ed- 
lock,  the  bridal  bed  of  his  daughter,  revolving  in  his 
breast  old  Faunus’  oracle.  This  must  be  that  predicted 
son-in-law,  arrived  from  a foreign  home,  destined  to 
reign  in  joint  sovereignty  with  himself ; thence  must  be 
born  that  glorious  progeny,  whose  prowess  is  to  master 
the  world.  At  length  he  breaks  out  in  glad  tones : ‘May 
the  gods  prosper  our  intent  and  ratify  their  own  presage ! 
Yes,  Trojan,  you  shall  have  your  prayer,  nor  do  I reject 
your  presents.  Long  as  Latinus  shall  reign,  you  shall 
not  lack  the  bounty  of  a fruitful  soil,  nor  miss  the  w'ealth 
of  Troy.  Let  but  iEneas  himself,  if  his  desire  of  us  is 
so  great,  if  he  covets  the  tie  of  hospitality  and  the  style 
of  alliance,  come  to  onr  presence,  nor  shrink  from  eyes 
that  will  view  him  kindly.  Peace  will  be  incomplete  till 
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I have  touched  your  monarch’s  hand.  And  now  do  you 
take  back  to  your  king  this  my  message : I have  a daughter, 
whose  marriage  with  a husband  of  our  nation  is  forbidden 
by  voices  from  my  father’s  shrine,  by  countless  prodigies 
from  heaven ; sons-in-law  are  to  arrive  from  foreign 
climes — such,  they  say,  is  Fate’s  will  for  Latium — who 
b)'  mixing  their  blood  with  ours  are  to  exalt  our  name  to 
the  spheres.  That  he  is  this  chosen  one  of  destiny  is  my 
belief,  and,  if  my  mind  reads  the  future  true,  my  award.’ 
With  these  words  the  old  king  makes  choice  of  horses 
from  the  multitude  he  possessed.  Three  hundred  there 
were,  sleek-coated,  standing  in  their  lofty  stalls.  At  once 
he  bids  his  servants  bring  for  each  of  the  Teucrians  a 
fleet-foot  with  housings  of  embroidered  purple ; golden 
_g()itrels^  hang  down  to  the  chest  of  each  ; there  is  gold 
on  their  coverings ; yellow  gold  under  their  champing 
teeth.  For  the  absent  yEneas  he  orders  a car  and  two  i 
coursers  of  ethereal  seed,  snorting  fire  from  their  nostrils, 
spning  of  that  brood  which  artful  Circe  raised  up  fraud-  -v 
fully  to  her  father  the  Sun,  a spurious  race,  from  the 
womb  of  a mortal  dam.  Thus  graced  with  gifts  and 
kind  speeches,  the  children  of  JSueas  jourrmy  homeward 
on  their  tall  steeds,  and  carry  tidings  of  peace. 

Meanwhile,  there  was  Jove’s  relentless  spouse  travelling 
back  from  her  own  Argos,  city  of  Inachus,  and  already 
launched  on  mid  air  ; looking  from  the  sky  over  Sicilian 
Fachynus,  she  behold  in  distant  prospect  ^Eneas  in  his 
hour  of  joy  and  the  Cardan  fleet.  Already  .she  sees  him 
building  his  home  ; already  he  has  made  the  soil  liis 
friend,  and  has  parted  from  his  ships.  Pierced  with 
bitter  grief,  she  sUiyed  her  course,  and  then,  shaking  her 
head,  pours  from  her  heart  words  like  these : ‘ Ah,  that 
hated  stock  ! those  destinies  of  Phrygia  that  hold  my 
destinies  in  check  ! Did  the  dead  really  fall  on  the  plains 
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of  Sigeum  ? were  the  captives  captured  in  truth  ? did 
the  flames  of  Troy  burn  the  men  of  Troy  ? Tlirough 
the  heart  of  the  battle,  through  the  licart  of  the  fire  they 
have  found  a way.  Ay,  belike,  my  power  at  last  lies 
gasping  and  spent ; my  liatred  is  slaked  and  I am  at 
peace.  I,  who  followed  them  with  a foe’s  zeal  over  the 
water  even  when  tossed  from  their  country’s  arms,  and 
met  the  exiles  front  to  front  on  every  sea ! Spent  on 
these  Teucrians  is  all  tliat  sky  and  surge  can  do.  Have 
Syites,  has  Scylla,  has  Charybdis’  yawning  gulf  stood  me 
aught  in  stead  ? They  have  gained  tlie  channel  of  Tiber, 
the  haven  of  their  wishes,  and  may  laugh  at  ocean  and  at 
me.  Mars  had  strength  to  destroy  the  Lapitlian  nation, 
huge  as  they  were ; the  father  of  the  gods  gave  up  the 
honoured  land  of  Calydon  to  Diana’s  vengeance ; and 
what  had  Lapithans  or  Calydon  done  to  earn  such  penal 
ruin  ? But  I,  Jove’s  great  consort,  who  have  stooped, 
miserably  stooped,  to  leave  nothing  untried,  who  liave 
assumed  every  form  by  turns,  am  vancpiished  by  Hi^neas. 
Well,  if  my  power  be  not  august  enough,!  would  not  shrink 
from  suing  for  other  aid,  be  it  found  where  it  may  ; if  I 
cannot  prevail  above,  I will  stir  up  the  fiends  of  the  deep. 
It  will  not  be  mine  to  keep  him  from  the  crown  of 
Latium — be  it  so;  fixed  for  him  by  fate  unalterably  is 
his  bride  Lavinia  ; but  delays  and  impediments  may  well 
be  where  the  matter  is  so  great ; but  to  cut  off  the  sub- 
jects of  our  two  rnonarchs — this  may  be  done.  So  let 
father  and  son-in-law  embrace,  at  the  cost  of  them 
people’s  lives.  The  blood  of  Trojan  and  Eutulian  shall 
be  your  dower,  fair  lady ; Bellona  is  waiting  to  lead  you 
to  your  chamber.  Nor  is  Hecuba  the  only  mother  that  has 
teemed  with  a fire-brand  and  given  birth  to  a nuptial  blaze ; 
Venus  sees  the  tale  repeated  in  her  own  offspring — a second 
Paris — a funeral  torch  rekindled  for  reviving  Troy.’ 
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Having  vented  words  like  these,  she  flew  down  in  black 
rage  to  the  earth ; and  now  she  summons  Alecto  the 
baleful  from  the  dwelling  of  the  dread  goddesses  and  the 
darkness  of  the  pit— Alecto,  whom  bitter  wars,  and 
strifes,  and  stratagems,  and  injurious  crimes  cheer  like  a 
cordial.  Hateful  even  to  Pluto  her  sire  is  the  fiend, 
hateful  to  her  Tartarean  sisters,  so  many  the  forms  she 
puts  on,  so  terrible  the  mien  of  each,  so  countless  the 
vipei’s  that  burgeon  blackly  from  her  head.  Her,  thus 
dreadful,  Juno  lashes  to  fiercer  fur}’,  speaking  on  this 
wise : ‘ Grant  me,  maiden  daughter  of  Night,  a boon  all 
my  own — thine  undivided  aid,  that  my  [iraise  and  renown 
may  not  be  dashed  from  their  pedestal — that  the  children 
of  Hilneas  may  not  be  able  to  ensnare  Latinus  in  a bridal 
alliance  or  beset  the  ludian  frontier.  Thou  canst  make 
brothers  of  one  soul  take  arms  and  fight ; canst  make 
jieaceful  homes  dens  of  strife ; tliou  canst  gain  entrance 
for  the  scourge  and  the  funeral  torch  : thou  Inist  a thousand 
names,  a thousand  means  of  ill.  Stir  up  that  prolific 
bosom,  snap  the  formed  bands  of  peace,  scatter  the  incen- 
tives of  war,  let  the  nation  in  the  same  moment  desire, 
demand,  and  seize  the  sword.’ 

So  ^lieu  Alecto,  empoisoned  with  Gorgon  venom,  first 
repairs  to  Latium  and  the  lofty  halls  of  the  Laurentine 
momu’ch,  and  sits  down  before  the  hushed  chamber  of 
queen  Amata,  who,  as  she  mused  on  the  arrival  of  the 
Trojans  and  Turnus’  bridal  hopes,  was  glowing  and 
seething  with  all  a woman’s  passion,  a woman’s  spleen. 
Snatching  a snake  from  her  dark  venonied  locks,  she 
hurls  it  at  her,  and  lodges  it  in  the  bo.soin  clo.se  to  the 
very  heart,  that,  maddened  by  the  pe.st,  she  may  drive  the 
whole  house  wild.  In  glides  the  reptile  unfelt,  winding 
between  the  robe  and  the  marble  breast,  and  beguiles  her 
into  frgnzy,  breathing  into  her  lungs  its  vi[)crous  breath  ; 
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the  linked  gold  round  her  neck  turns  to  the  monstrous 
serpent ; so  does  the  festoon  of  her  long  fillet ; it  twines 
her  hair,  it  slides  smoothly  from  limb  to  limb.  And 
while  the  first  access  of  contagion,  stealing  in  with  clammy 
poison,  is  pervading  her  senses  and  threading  her  bones 
with  flame,  ere  yet  the  soul  has  caught  fire  through  the 
whole  compass  of  the  bosom,  she  speaks  with  gentle 
plaint,  as  mothers  wont,  shedding  many  tears  over  her 
child  and  the  Phrygian  alliance : ‘ And  are  fugitives 

from  Troy  to  take  Lavinia  in  marriage,  good  father? 
liave  you  no  compassion  for  your  daughter  and  yourself? 
none  for  her  mother,  whom  with  the  first  fair  gale  the 
faithless  pirate  will  leave  and  make  for  the  deep,  carrying 
off  his  maiden  prey  ? Ay,  tilings  were  not  so  when  the 
Phrygian  shepherd  stole  into  Lacedaimon,  and  bore  away 
Ledas  Helen  to  Troy  town.  Where  is  your  pledged 
faith?  where  your  old  tenderness  for  your  own  blood, 
and  your  hand  plighted  so  oft  to  your  kinsman  Turnus  ? 
If  Latian  folk  must  have  a son-in-law  fetched  from  a 
foreign  stock,  and  tliis  is  unalterably  fixed,  and  your 
father  Faunus’  command  sits  heavy  on  your  soul,  I hold 
that  every  nation  is  foreign  whose  independence  severs  it 
from  our  rule,  and  that  such  is  Heaven’s  intent.  Turnus, 
too,  if  you  go  back  to  the  first  foundation  of  his  house, 
has  Iua(‘.hus  and  Acrisius  for  his  ancestors,  and  the  heart 
of  Mycenae  for  his  home.’  But  when,  having  tried  in 
vain  what  these  words  can  do,  she  sees  L^itinus  obstinately 
• bent,  and  meantime  the  serpent’s  fiendish  mischief 
hits  sunk  deep  into  her  vitals,  and  is  thrilling  every  vein, 
then  at  last  the  miserable  queen,  unsexed  by  the  por- 
tentous enormity,  raves  in  ungoverned  frenzy  through  the 
city’s  length  and  breadth  ; as  oft  you  may  see  a top 
spinning  under  the  lash,  which  boys  are  flogging  round 
and  round  in  a great  ring  in  an  empty  courtyard,  with 


BOOK  VII.  203 

every  tliought  on  their  game : driven  by  the  whip  it 
keeps  making  circle  after  circle : the  beardless  foccs 
hang  over  it  in  puzzled  wonder,  marvelling  how  the  box- 
wood can  (ly,  as  though  the  blows  made  it  a living  thing. 
With  motion  as  furious  she  courses  through  crowded  streets 
and  unruly  peoples.  Nay,  more  than  this,  she  feigns  the 
inspiration  of  Bacchus,  nerving  herself  to  more  atrocious 
deeds,  and  climbing  new  heights  of  madness — flies  into 
the  woods,  and  hides  her  daughter  among  the  leafy  hills, 
all  to  snatch  from  the  Teucrians  the  bridal  bed  and  delay 
the  kindling  of  Ifynnen’s  tondi.  ‘ Evoe  Bacchus ! ’ is  her 
cry ; ‘ thou,  and  none  but  thou  art  fit  mate  for  a maid 
like  this  See ! for  thee  she  takes  up  the  sacred  wand,  forj 
thee  she  leads  the  daiice,_for  tliee  she  grows  her  dedicntcdi 
hair.’  Fame  flies  abroad  ; other  mothers  are  instinct  witlij 
frenzy,  and  all  have  the  same  mad  passion  driving  them 
to  seek  a new  home.  They  have  left  their  houses,  and 
are  spreading  hair  and  shoulders  to  the  wind  ; while  some 
are  filling  the  sky  with  quivering  shrieks,  clad  in  fawn- 
skins,  and  canying  vine-branch  spears.  There  in  the 
middle  is  the  queen  all  aglow,  lifting  high  a blazing  pine, 
and  singing  the  bridal  .song  of  Turnus  and  her  daugliter, 
her  eye  red  and  glaring ; and  sudden  she  shouts  like  a 
savage  : ‘ Ho  ! mothers  of  Latium  all,  where’er  ye  be,  if 
ye  have  human  hearts  and  kindne.ss  left  there  for  poor 
Amata,  if  ye  are  stung  to  think  of  a mother’s  rights,  off 
with  the  fillets  from  your  hair,  and  join  the  orgie  ■with 
me.’  Such  is  the  queen,  driven  among  the  woods, 
among  the  wild  beivsts’  lairs  far  and  w'ide,  by  Bacchus’ 
goad  in  Alecto’s  hand. 

And  now,  judging  that  she  had  barbed  enough  the 
young  fangs  of  frenzy,  upheaving  from  their  bases  the 
royal  j)urpose  and  the  royal  house,  the  grim  goddess  next 
soars  in  air  on  her  murky  wings  on  to  the  walls  of  the 
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bold  liutulian,  the  city  wliieli  tliey  s<ay  Dauae  built  for 
her  Argive  settlers,  landing  there  under  stress  of  wind. 
Ardea  was  the  name  which  past  generatioas  gave  the 
place,  and  Ardea  still  keeps  her  augu-st  title ; but  her  sUr 
is  set.  Ilere,  in  his  lofty  palace,  Turnus  at  deep  of  nigiit 
was  in  the  midst  of  his  sleep.  Alecto  puts  oil'  her 
hideous  features  and  her  fiendish  shape,  transforms  her- 
self to  an  old  woman’s  countenance  and  furrows  her 
loathly  brow  with  wrinkles,  a.ssumes  hoaiy  locks  and 
woollen  fillet,  lastly  twines  them  with  an  olive  spray,  and 
so  becomes  Caly be,  the  aged  priestess  of  Juno’s  temple; 
and  presents  herself  to  the  young  warrior’s  C3’es  with  such 
words  as  these : ‘ And  can  Turnus  csilmly  see  all  his  toils 
poured  out  in  vain,  and  the  crown  that  is  his  own  ti'ans- 
ferred  to  settlers  from  Dardania  ? See,  the  king  is  refusing 
you  your  bride  and  j’our  blood-bought  dowry,  and  search 
is  being  made  for  a foreign  heir  to  fill  the  throne.  Go  on 
now,  confront  ungracious  peiils,  and  earn  derision  ; go, 
mow  down  the  Tuscan  ranks,  and  spread  o%’er  Latium  the 
shield  of  peace.  These  very  words  Saturn’s  almighty 
daughter  with  her  own  lips  bade  me  ,saj’  to  you  when  you 
I should  be  slumlx'ring  in  the  still  of  night.  Eiso,  then,  bid 
' your  soldiery  arm  and  move  from  city  to  camp,  set  fire  to 
the  Phrygian  chiefs  who  have  anchored  in  our  fair  river 
and  to  their  painted  ships.  The  dread  voice  of  heaven 
speaks  by  me.  Xay,  let  king  Latinus,  unless  he  consent 
* to  give  j'ou  your  bride  and  respect  his  promise,  feel  at 
last  and  find  what  it  is  to  have  Turnus  for  a foe.’ 

T^aughing  scornfully  at  the  old  seer,  the  youth  thus 
spoke  in  replj" : ‘ The  news  that  a fleet  has  arrived  in  the 
'i’iber  has  not,  as  you  imagine,  esai])ed  my  car.  Conjure 
me  no  such  mighty  terrors,  nor  thiidi  that  queen  Juno 
has  forgotton  me.  No,  it  is  j"ou,  good  mother,  whom 
mouldering  dotage,  drained  dry  of  truth,  is  vexing  to  no 
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end,  mocking  your  prophetic  soul  with  false  alarms  in  an 
atmosphere  of  royal  armaments.  You  are  in  your  place 
watching  over  stsitues  and  temples ; but  war  and  peace 
must  be  wielded  by  men,  whose  work  war  is.’ 

At  these  words  Alecto  kindled  into  wrath.  Even  in 
the  act  of  speaking  a shudder  seized  the  youth’s  frame 
and  his  eyes  grew  stiff  and  .stony,  so  fierce  the  hissing  of 
tlie  Fury’s  thou.sand  snakes,  so  monstrous  the  features  that 
rose  on  his  view.  Instant  witli  a roll  of  her  fiery  orbs  she 
thrust  him  back  as  he  faltered  and  tried  to  speak  further ; 
on  either  brow  slie  upreared  a seqjent  lock,  and  cracked 
her  whip,  and  with  infimiate  lips  followed  thus  : ‘ Here  is 
the  mouldering  mother,  whom  dotage,  drained  dry  of 
trutli,  is  mocking  with  false  alarms  in  an  atmosphere  of 
royal  annaments.  Turn  your  eyes  hither ; I am  come 
from  the  dwelling  of  the  Dread  Sisters  : war  and  death  are 
wielded  by  this  hand.’ 

Saying  thus,  she  hurled  a torch  full  at  the  youth,  and 
lodged  in  his  breast  the  pine-wood  with  its  lurid  smoke 
and  glare.  The  bonds  of  sleep  are  broken  by  the  giant 
terror,  and  a burst  of  sweat  all  over  bathes  the  whole 
man,  bone  and  limb.  ‘ My  sword  ! ’ he  screams  in  frenzy ; 
for  his  sword  he  searche.s  pillow  and  palace  : the  fever  of 
the  steel,  the  guilty  madness  of  bloodshed  rage  within 
him,  and  angry  pride  tops  all : even  as  when  loud-crack- 
ling  a fire  of  sticks  is  heaped  round  the  sides  of  a waving 
caldron,  and  the  heat  makes  the  water  start ; there  within 
is  the  flood,  steaming  and  storming,  and  bubbling  high  in 
froth,  till  at  last  the  wave  cannot  a>ntain  itself,  and  the 
black  vapour  flies  up  into  the  air.  So  then,  trampling  on 
treaties,  he  gives  the  word  to  the  chiefs  of  his  soldiery 
for  a march  upon  king  Latinus,  and  bids  arms  be  got 
ready.  Italy  must  be  protected,  the  foe  must  be  driyen 
from  the  frontier ; he  and  his  men  will  be  enough  for  both. 
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Teucrians  and  Latians.  So  he  says  and  appeals  txi  Heaven  : 
and  the  Eutulians  with  emulous  zeal  encourage  each  other 
to  the  fight.  This  one  is  fired  by  his  leader’s  peerless 
beauty  and  youth ; tliis  by  the  kings  in  liis  pedigree ; this 
by  the  glorious  deeds  of  his  hand. 

While  Turnus  is  filling  the  Eutulians  with  the  spirit  of 
daring,  Alocto  is  putting  her  infernal  wings  in  motion 
against  the  Teucrians.  A new  device  working  in  her  mind, 
slie  fixed  her  eye  on  the  spot  where  on  the  winding 
coast  lulus  was  hunting  game  with  the  snare  and  the 
course.  Hereon  the  maiden  of  Cocytus  suddenly  presents 
to  the  hounds  a maddening  lure,  and  touches  their  nostrils 
with  the  scent  they  know  so  well,  making  them  chase  a 
stag  in  full  cry ; which  was  the  first  origin  of  the  trouble, 
and  put  the  spark  of  war  to  the  spirit  of  the  countryside. 
There  was  a stag  of  beauteous  form  and  lofty  horns,  tiikeu 
by  tlie  sons  of  Tyrrheus  from  its  mother’s  breast,  and 
brought  up  by  them  and  their  father  Tyrrheus,  who  had 
the  control  of  the  royal  herds  and  the  charge  of  the 
whole  range  of  lawn.  Trained  to  obey,  it  was  the  chief 
care  of  their  sister  Silvia ; she  would  deck  and  ^\Teatlle  its 
horns  with  delicjite  festoons,  and  comb  its  rough  coat,  and 
wash  it  in  the  clear  stream.  Grown  tame  to  the  hand, 
and  accustomed  to  its  master’s  table,  it  would  run  free  in 
the  forest  and  take  itself  hack  home  to  the  well-known 
door,  liowever  late  the  night.  Now,  in  one  of  its  wander- 
ings the  maddened  hounds  of  lulus  started  it  in  the  hunt, 
as  it  happened  to  be  fioating  down  the  stream  or  allaying 
its  heat  on  the  verdant  bank.  Ascanius  himself,  fired 
witli  a proud  ambition,  bent  his  bow  and  levelled  a shaft : 
nor  did  his  hand  err  for  want  of  heavenly  aid : the  reed 
sped  with  a loud  hurtling  sound  and  pierced  the  belly 
and  the  Hank.  The  Avoiinded  creature  took  refuge  under 
the  roof  it  knew,  and  moaning  crept  into  its  stall,  and 
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bleeding  all  over  filled,  like  a human  suppliant,  the  house 
with  its  piteous  phiiuts.  Sister  Silvia  first,  smiting  on  her 
arras  with  her  flat  hands,  calls  for  help  and  summons  the 
rough  country  folk.  They — for  the  fell  fiend  is  lurking  in 
the  silence  of  the  forest — are  at  her  side  ere  she  looks  for 
them,  armed  one  with  a seared  brand,  one  with  a heavy 
knotted  stock  : what  each  first  finds  as  he  gropes  about, 
anger  makes  do  weapon’s  service.  Tyrrheus  musters  thei 
company,  just  as  the  news  found  him,  splitting  an  oak  in! 
four  with  convergent  wedges,  catching  up  an  axe  and 
breathing  savage  rage.  But  the  cruel  goddess,  seizing 
from  her  watch-tower  the  moment  of  mischief,  makes  for 
the  stall’s  lofty  roof,  and  from  its  summit  shrills  forth  the 
shepherd’s  clarion,  pitching  high  on  the  wreathcn  hornj 
her  Tartarean  note  ; at  the  sound  the  whole  line  of  forest 
was  convulsed,  and  the  woods  echoed  to  their  depths : it 
was  heard  far  off  by  Trivia’s  lake,  heard  by  river  Nar 
with  his  whitening  sulphurous  waters,  and  by  the  springs 
of  the  Veline : and  terror-stricken  mothers  clasped  their 
children  to  their  breasts. 

At  once  running  to  the  sound  with  which  the  dread 
clarion  gave  the  signal,  the  untamed  rustics  snatch  up 
their  weapons  and  gather  from  all  sides;  while  the 
forces  of  Troy,  on  their  part,  pour  through  the  camp’s 
open  gates  their  succour  for  Ascanius.  It  is  no  longer 
a woodman’s  quarrel  waged  with  heavy  clubs  or  seared 
stakes ; they  try  the  issue  with  two-edged  steel ; a dark 
harvest  of  drawn  swords  bristles  over  the  field  ; the  brass 
shines  responsive  to  the  sun’s  challenge,  and  flings  its 
radiance  .skyward;  as  when  the  wave  has  begun  to  whiten 
under  the  rising  wind,  the  ocean  gradually  upheaves 
itself,  and  raises  its  billows  higher  and  higher,  till  at  last, 
from  its  lowest  depths,  it  mounts  up  to  heaven.  See ! 
as  the  iUTow  whizzes,  a young  warrior  in  the  first  rank. 
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once  Tyrrheus’  eldest  born,  Alrao,  is  laid  low  in  death  ; 
for  the  wound  has  lodged  in  his  tlrroat,  and  has  cut  oil, 
with  the  rush  of  blood,  the  passage  of  the  liquid  voice 
and  the  vital  breath.  Eound  him  lie  many  gallant 
frames,  and  among  them  old  Gakesus,  while  throwing 
himself  between  the  armies  and  pleading  for  peace  ; 
none  so  just  as  he,  none  so  wealthy  before  to-day  in 
Ausonian  land ; five  flocks  of  sheep  had  he,  five  herds 
of  oxen  went  to  and  fro  from  his  stalls,  and  his  land 
was  furrowed  by  a hundred  ploughs. 

^\^iile  thus  on  the  plains  the  impartial  war-god  deals 
out  fortune,  the  goddess,  having  achieved  her  promise, 
soon  as  slie  had  inauguratetl  the  war  with  blood,  and 
brought  the  battle  to  its  first  murderous  shock,  flies  from 
Hesperia,  and  rounding  the  cope  of  heaven,  addresses 
Juno  in  the  haughty  tones  of  triumph:  ‘See  here  the 
work  of  discord  complete  in  the  horroiw  of  war ! Now 
bid  them  come  together  in  friendsliip  and  strike  tnice. 
Thou  hast  seen  that  I can  sprinkle  the  Trojans  with 
Ausonian  blood ; let  me  but  be  assured  of  tliy  wish,  I 
will  give  thee  a further  boon  : I will  sow  rumoiu's  and 
bring  the  neighboiming  cities  into  the  war,  and  inflame 
their  souls  with  mad  martial  passion  to  crowd  from  all 
sides  with  succour ; I will  scatter  arms  broadcast.’  Juno 
returns  ; ‘ There  is  panic  and  treachery  enough ; the 
.set'ds  of  war  are  sown  deep ; men  are  fighting  hand  to 
hand ; the  weapons  wdiich  chance  first  supplied  are  being 
seasoned  with  new'-spilt  blood.  Such  be  the  alliance, 
such  the  nuptial  rites  solemnised  by  Venus’  virtuous  son 
and  good  king  Latinus.  For  thee  to  walk  the  upper 
air  Avith  larger  freedom  would  displease  the  great  Father, 
the  monarch  of  high  Olympus.  Give  place ; should  any 
chance  emerge  in  the  struggle,  my.self  will  deal  with  it.’ 
So  spoke  Saturn’s  daughter  : the  Fury  lifts  her  wings  that 
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liurtle  witli  serpent  plumage,  and  seeks  her  home  in  Cocytus,  j 
leaving  the  altitudes  above.  There  is  a place  in  the, 
bosom  of  Itjd}’’,  under  the  shadow  of  lofty  hills,  known^^ 
to  fame  and  celebrated  in  far-off  lands,  the  vale  of 
Am.sanctus ; pent  between  two  woody  sloi>es,  dark  with 
dense  foliage,  while  at  the  bottom  a broken  torrent 
makes  a roaring  among  the  rocks  along  its  winding  bed. 
Here  men  show  an  awful  cavern,  the  very  gorge  of  the 
fell  infernal  god,  and  a deep  gulf  through  which  Acheron; 
breaks  open  its  baleful  mouth  ; there  dived  the  Fury,  and'j 
relieved  of  her  loathed  ])resence  earth  and  heaven. 

Meanwhile,  for  her  part,  Saturn’s  royal  daughter  gives 
the  last  touch  that  brings  down  the  war.  From  the 
battle-field  there  pours  into  the  city  the  whole  company 
of  shepherds,  with  their  slain  in  their  arms,  young  Ahno 
and  Galajsus’  disfigured  countenance,  calling  on  the  gods 
and  adjuring  Latinus.  Tnrnns  is  on  the  spot,  and,  in  thei 
fury  and  fire  of  the  blood-cry,  sounds  again  and  again 
the  note  of  terror : ‘ The  Teucrians  are  invited  to  reign 
in  Latium  ; a Phrygian  shoot  is  to  be  grafted  on  the  royal 
tree  ; the  palace-gate  is  closed  on  himself.’  Moreover, 
the  kinsmen  of  the  matrons,  who  in  Bacchic  madness 
are  footing  the  pathle.ss  woods — for  Amata’s  name] 
weighs  not  lightly — muster  from  all  sides,  and  strain  the 
throat  of  Mars  to  hoarseness.  All  at  once,  defying 
omens  and  oracles,  under  the  spell  of  a cursed  deity,  they 
clamour  for  an  atrocious  war.  With  emulous  zeal  they 
swarm  round  Latinus’  palace  ; he,  like  a rock  in  the  sea, 
stands  unshaken  ; like  a rock  in  the  sea  before  the  rush  and 
cra.sh  of  waters,  which,  amid  thousands  of  barking  waves, 
is  fixed  by  its  own  weight ; the  crags  and  the  spray-foamed 
stones  roar  about  it  in  vain,  and  the  lashed  seaweed  falls 
idly  from  its  side.  But  when  he  finds  no  power  given 
him  to  counterwork  the  secret  agency,  and  all  is  moving 
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at  relentless  Juno’s  beck,  then  with  many  an  appeal  to 
the  gods  and  the  soulless  skies,  ‘ Alas  ! ’ exclaims  the  good 
sire,  ‘shattered  are  we  by  destiny  and  whirled  before  the 
storm  I On  you  will  come  the  reckoning,  and  your  im- 
pious blood  will  2)ay  it,  mj'  wretched  children ! You, 
Turnus,  you  will  be  met  by  your  crime  and  its  fearful 
vengeance,  in  a day  wlieu  it  will  be  too  late  to  pray  to 
Heaven.  For  me,  my  rest  is  a.ssured ; my  ship  is  just 
dropping  into  port ; it  is  but  of  a happy  departure  that 
I am  robbed.’  No  more  he  spoke,  but  shut  himself  in  an 
inner  chamber,  and  let  the  reins  of  empire  go. 

A custom  there  was  in  the  Ilesperian  days  of  Ijatium, 
observed  as  sacred  in  suc.ces.sion  by  the  Alban  cities,  and 
now  honoured  by  the  observance  of  Rome,  the  greatest 
power  on  earth,  when  men  first  stir  up  the  war-god  to 
battle,  whether  their  puipose  be  to  carrj"  piteous  war 
among  the  Getae,  the  Ilyrcanians,  or  the  Arabs,  or  to 
march  lus  far  as  India,  track  the  Morning-star  to  its  home, 
and  wrest  the  standards  from  the  grasp  of  Parthia. 
There  are  two  folding-gates  of  War — such  the  title  they 
bear — clothed  with  religious  awe  and  with  the  terrors  of 
Mars  the  cruel : they  are  closed  by  a hundred  brsizen  bai-s 
and  by  the  everlasting  strength  of  iron,  and  Janus  never 
quits  his  guard  on  the  threshold.  When  the  fathers 
finally  conclude  for  battle,  the  consul  himself,  in  the  pride 
of  Quirinus’  striped  robe  and  the  Gabine  cincture,  un- 
bam  the  grating  portals,  and  with  his  own  voice  invokes 
battle ; the  rest  of  the  warriors  take  up  the  cry,  and 
brazen  horns  blare  out  in  unison  their  hoarse  assent. 
Thus  it  was  that  then,  too,  Latinus  was  urged  to  declare 
war  against  the  family  of  .tEneas  and  to  unclose  the 
grim  gates.  The  good  old  king  recoiled  from  the  touch, 
turned  with  avei’ted  eyes  from  the  service  he  loathed, 
and  shrouded  himself  in  impenetrable  gloom.  Then 
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darted  down  from. the  ;?ky  the  queen  of  heaven,  smote 
with  her  own  royal  hand  the  unwilling  portals,  and  from 
their  bursten  fastenings,  as  Saturn’s  daughter  might,  flung 
back  the  valves  on  their  hinges.  All  Ausonia,  sluggish 
and  moveless  till  then,  blazes  into  fury ; some  commence 
their  footmarch  over  the  plain,  some  from  the  height  of 
their  steeds  storm  through  the  dust ; one  and  all  cry  out 
for  arms.  Some  are  rubbing  their  shields  smooth  and 
their  javelins  bright  with  unctuous  lard,  and  putting 
their  axes  under  the  grindstone  ; there  is  joy  in  the 
carrying  of  the  stondard,  joy  in  the  hearing  of  the 
trumpet’s  sound.  And  now  there  are  five  great  cities 
with  anvils  everywhere  set  up,  giving  a new  edge  to 
their  weapons:  Atina  the  mighty  and  Tiber  the  proud. 
Aide;!,  and  they  of  Crustumium,  and  tower-crowned 
Antemnm.  Helmets  are  hollowed  to  guard  the  head; 
willows  are  twisted  into  wicker  frames  for  shields ; others 
arc  beating  out  brass  into  breastplates,  or  stretching 
ductile  silver  into  polished  greaves.  All  the  pride  of 
sickle  and  share,  all  the  passion  for  the  plough  are  swtil- 
lowed  up  in  this ; they  bring  out  their  fathers’  swords, 
and  smelt  them  anew  in  the  furnace.  Here,  in  wiki 
haste,  is  one  snatching  his  helm  from  the  chamber-wall ; 
tliere  is  another  bringing  his  snorting  steeds  to  the  yoke, 
chjthing  himself  with  sliield  and  corselet  of  three-piled 
gold,  and  girding  to  his  side  his  trusty  sword.* 

' The  rctnaining  lines  of  this  Book  are  not  translated, — [Ed,] 
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Soos  as  Turmis  set  high  on  Laurentum’s  tower  the 
ensign  of  war,  and  the  horns  clanged  forth  tlieir  liarsh 
music,  soon  as  he  shook  the  reins  in  the  mouth  of  liis 
fiery  steeds,  and  clashed  his  armour,  at  once  came  a 
stirring  of  men’s  souls  : all  Latiuin  conspires  in  tumultuous 
rising,  and  the  warrior  bands  are  inflamed  to  madness. 
The  generals,  Messapus  and  Ufens  and  ^lezentius,  scorner 
of  the  gods,  assume  the  lead,  mustering  succour  from 
all  sides  and  unpeo|)ling  the  fields  of  their  tillers  far 
and  wide.  Vcnulus  too  is  sent  to  the  town  of  niiglity 
Diomede  to  entreat  help,  and  set  forth  that  the  Teucrians 
are  planting  foot  in  Latium  ; that  .^Eneas  is  arrived  by 
sea  and  intruding  his  vanquished  home-gods,  and  an- 
nouncing himself  as  theljatians’  destined  king;  that  many 
tribes  are  Hocking  to  the  standard  of  the  Dardan  chief, 
and  tlie  contagion  of  his  name  is  s])reading  over  liUtium’s 
length  and  breadth.  What  is  to  be  tlie  end  of  such  a 
beginning,  what,  should  fortune  favour  him,  he  promi.ses 
to  himself  as  the  iasuc  of  the  battle,  Diomede  will  know 
better  than  king  Turnus  or  king  Ditinus. 

So  go  things  in  Latium.  The  chief  of  Lixomedon’s 
line  sees  it  all,  and  is  tossed  on  a .sea  of  cxires ; now  on 
this  point,  now  on  that,  he  throws  in  a moment  the  forces 
of  his  mind,  hun-ying  it  into  all  quarters  and  sweeping 
the  whole  range  of  thought : as  in  water  a flickering  beam 
on  a brazen  vat,  darted  back  by  the  sun  or  the  bi'ight 
moon’s  image,  flits  far  and  wide  over  the  whole  place,  now 
at  last  mounting  to  the  sky  and  striking  the  coiling  of  the 
roof.  Night  came,  and  tired  life  the  earth  over,  bird 
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and  beast  alike,  were  lapped  deep  in  slumber,  when 
.cHiieas,  good  king,  troubled  at  heart  by  the  anxious  war, 
stretched  himself  on  the  bank  under  heaven’s  chilly  cope, 
and  let  repose  at  last  steal  over  his  frame.  Before  him 
appeared  in  person  the  god  of  the  place,  old  Tiber  of  the 
pleasant  stream,  rising  among  the  poplar  foliage  : a gray 
mantle  of  transparent  linen  floated  about  him,  and  his 
hair  was  shaded  with  bushy  reeds  : and  thus  he  began  to 
address  the  chief  and  relieve  his  care : ‘ 0 offspring  of 
heaven’s  stock,  who  are  bringing  back  to  us  safe  from  the 
foe  tlie  city  of  Troy,  and  preserving  Pergamus  in  enduring 
life,  yourself  looked  for  long  on  the  Laurentian  soil  and 
in  the  fields  of  Latium,  here  is  your  abiding  place  of  rest, 
here,  distrust  it  not,  permanence  for  your  home-gods  : 
let  not  war’s  threatenings  make  you  afraid,  the  swellings 
of  the  anger  of  heaven  have  all  given  way.  Even 
now,  that  you  may  not  think  this  the  idle  coinage  of 
sleep,  under  the  oaks  on  the  bank  you  shall  find  an 
enormous  swine  lying  with  a litter  of  thirty  head  just 
born,  white  hei'self  throughout  her  lazy  length,  her  children 
round  her  breasts  as  white  as  she  : a sign  that  when 
thirty  yeare  have  made  their  circuit,  Ascanius  shall  found 
that  city  known  by  the  illustrious  name  of  the  White.  Of 
no  doubtful  issue  are  these  words  of  mine.  Now  for  the 
way  in  which  you  may  triumphantly  unravel  the  present 
knot,  grant  me  your  attention,  and  I will  show  you  in 
brief.  On  this  my  coast,  Arcadians,  a race  sprung  from 
Pallas,  who  have  followed  king  Evander  and  his  banner, 
have  chosen  themselves  a site  and  built  a city  on  the  hills, 
called  from  the  name  of  their  ancestor  Pallas,  Pallanteum. 
These  are  for  ever  engaged  in  war  with  the  Ijatian 
nation : let  them  join  your  camp  as  allies,  and  make  league 
with  them.  I myself  will  lead  you  between  the  banks, 
straight  along  my  stream,  that  as  you  journey  up  your 
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oars  may  surmount  the  adverse  current.  Up  then, 
goddess-born,  and  ere  the  stars  have  well  set,  offer  prayer 
in  due  course  to  Juno,  and  overbear  with  suppliant  vows 
her  anger  and  her  menace.  Once  triumphant,  you  shall 
pay  your  worship  to  me.  I am  he  whom  you  see  here 
with  brimming  flood  grazing  the  banks  and  threading 
rich  cultured  lands,  sea-green  Tiber,  the  river  whom 
gods  love  best.  Here  rises  my  royal  pidace,  the  crown  of 
lofty  cities.’  The  river-^od  said,  and  plunged  into  his 
deep  pool,  down  to  the  bottom ; night  and  sleep  at  once 
fled  from  iEneas.  He  rises,  and  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  sun’s  mys  just  dawning  on  the  sky,  he  hfts  up  in  due 
form  water  from  the  river  in  the  hollow  of  his  hands,  and 
poui*s  forth  to  heaven  words  like  these ; ‘ Nymphs, 
Laurentian  nymplis,  whence  rivers  derive  their  birth,  and 
thou,  father  Tiber,  with  thy  hallowed  flood,  take  .^leas 
to  your  bosom,  and  at  last  relieve  him  from  perils. 
Whatever  the  spring  of  the  pool  where  thou  dwellest  in 
thy  pity  for  our  troubles,  whatever  the  soil  whence  thy 
goodly  stream  arises,  ever  shall  thou  bo  honoured  by  me 
with  sacrifice,  ever  with  offerings,  the  river  wth  the 
crescent  horn,  the  monarch  of  Hesperian  waters.  Be 
but  thou  present,  and  confirm  by  thy  deed  thy  heavenly 
tokens.’  So  saying,  he  chooses  two  biremes  from  the 
fleet  and  fits  them  with  rowers,  while  he  gives  his 
comrades  arms  to  wear. 

When  lo,  a sudden  portent  marvellous  to  view — 
stretched  in  milk-white  length  along  the  sward,  herself  of 
one  hue  with  her  white  litter,  conspicuous  on  the  verdant 
bank  is  seen  a sow,  whom  pious  Hineas  to  thee,  even  to 
thee,  mightiest  Juno,  immolates  in  sacrifice,  and  sets  her 
with  all  her  brood  before  the  altar.  That  whole  night 
long  Tiber  smoothed  his  brimming  stream,  and  so  stood 
with  hushed  waves,  half  recoiling,  as  to  lay  down  a 
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watery  flooi'  as  of  some  gentle  lake  or  peaceful  pool,  that 
the  oar  might  have  nought  to  struggle  with.  So  they 
begin  their  voyage  and  speed  with  auspicious  cheers. 
Smooth  along  the  surface  floats  the  anointed  pine : 
marvelhng  stand  the  waters,  marvelling  the  unwonted 
wood,  to  see  the  warriors’  shields  gleaming  far  along 
the  stream,  and  the  painted  vessels  gliding  between  the 
banks.  The  rowers  give  no  rest  to  night  or  day,  as  they 
surmount  the  long  meanders,  .sweep  under  the  fringe  of 
diverse  trees,  and  cut  through  the  woods  that  look  green 
in  the  still  expanse.  The  sun  had  climbed  in  full  blaze 
the  central  cope  of  heaven,  when  from  afar  they  see  walls, 
and  a citadel,  and  the  roofs  of  straggling  habitations — the 
place  which  the  power  of  Eonie  has  now  made  to  mate 
the  skies  : then  it  was  but  Evander’s  poor  domain.  At 
once  they  turn  their  prows  to  land  and  approach  the  town. 

It  happened  that  on  that  day  the  Arcadian  monarch 
was  performing  a yearly  sacrifice  to  Amphitryon’s  mighty 
child  and  the  heavenly  brotherhood  in  a grove  before  the 
city.  With  him  his  .son  Pallas,  with  him  all  the  prime 
of  his  warriors  and  his  unambitious  senate  were  offering 
incense,  and  the  new-shed  blood  was  steaming  warm  on 
the  altar.  Soon  as  they  saw  tall  ships  gliding  toward  them 
through  the  shadowy  trees,  and  plying  the  oar  in  silence, 
alarmed  by  the  sudden  apparition,  each  and  all  start  up 
from  the  sacrificial  board.  Pallas,  bolder  than  the  rest, 
bids  them  not  break  the  sacred  obscr\*ance,  and  snatching 
up  a weapon  flies  him.self  to  meet  the  strangers,  and  from  a 
height  at  distance,  ‘ Warriors,’  he  cries,  ‘ what  cause  has 
led  you  to  venture  on  a path  you  know  not  'i  whither  are 
you  bound?  what  is  your  nation,  your  family?  is  it  peace 
you  bring  us  or  war  ?’  Then  father  iEneas  bespeaks  him 
thus  from  the  lofty  stem,  stretching  forth  in  his  hand  a 
branch  of  peaceful  olive : ‘ These  are  Trojans  you  see. 
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The.se  weapons  mean  liostility  to  the  Latins,  who  have 
driven  us  from  tlieir  land  by  a tj-rannous  war.  Our 
errand  is  to  Evander.  Take  back  our  message,  and  say 
tliat  clio.sen  chiefs  of  Dardany  are  at  his  gate,  praying 
for  an  armed  alliance.’  That  mighty  name  struck  awe 
into  Palla.s.  ‘ Disembark,’  he  cries,  ‘ whoever  you  be, 
and  speak  to  my  sire  in  person,  and  come  beneath  our 
home-gods’  hospitable  shelter,’  and  gave  his  hand  in 
welcome,  and  clung  to  the  hand  he  clasped.  They 
advance  under  the  shade  of  the  grove,  and  leave  the 
river  behind. 

Tiien  .tEncas  addresses  the  king  with  friendly  courtesy: 

‘ Best  of  the  sons  of  Greece,  to  whom  it  has  pleased 
Fortune  that  I should  make  my  prayer  and  stretch  out 
boughs  wreathed  with  fdlets,  I felt  no  fear  for  that  you  were 
a Danaan  leader,  an  Arcadian,  allied  by  lineage  with  the 
two  sons  of  Atreus : I felt  that  my  own  worth,  and  the  gods’ 
hallowed  oracles,  and  the  old  connection  of  our  ancestry, 
and  your  world-wide  fame,  had  linked  me  to  you,  and 
brought  me  before  you  at  once  by  destiny  and  of  my  own 
w'ill.  Dardanus,  first  father  and  founder  of  the  town  of 
Ilion,  born,  as  Greeks  tell,  of  Electra,  daughter  of  Atlas, 
came  among  Teucer’s  people  : Electra’s  father  was  mighty 
Atlas,  he  that  bears  up  on  his  shoidders  the  spheres  of 
heaven.  Your  progenitor  is  Mercury,  whom  beauteous 
Maia  conceived  and  brought  forth  on  C3'llene’s  chill 
summit ; but  Maia,  if  tradition  be  credited,  is  the  child  of 
Atlas,  the  same  Atlas  who  lifts  up  the  stars  of  the  firma- 
ment. Thus  our  two  races  part  off  from  one  and  the 
same  stock.  Trusting  to  this,  I sent  no  embassy,  nor 
contrived  the  first  approaches  to  you  by  rule  and 
method : in  mj'sclf,  in  my  own  person,  I have  made  the 
experiment,  and  come  to  your  gate  as  a suppliant.  The 
same  tribe  which  persecutes  jmu,  the  Daunians,  is  now 
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persecuting  us  with  cniel  war : should  they  drive  us  away, 
they  foresee  nought  to  hinder  their  subduing  all  Hesperia 
utterly  to  their  yoke,  and  mastering  either  sea,  that 
washes  it  above  or  below.  Take  our  friendship  and  give 
us  yours.  On  our  side  are  hearts  valiant  in  war,  and  a 
gallant  youth  approved  by  adventure.’ 

.^neas  ended.  Long  ere  this  the  other’s  eye  was 
scanning  the  speaker’s  countenance  and  eyes,  and  survey- 
ing his  whole  frame.  Then  he  returns  in  brief : ‘ With 
what  joy,  bravest  of  the  Teucrians,  do  I welcome  and 
acknowledge  ye  ! how  well  I call  to  mind  the  words,  the 
voice,  tlie  look  of  your  sire,  the  great  Anchises ! For  I 
remember  how  Priam,  son  of  Lsiomedon,  journeying  to 
Salamis,  to  see  the  kingdom  of  his  sister  Hesione,  went 
on  to  visit  the  chill  frontier  of  Arcadia.  In  those  days  the 
first  bloom  of  youth  was  clothing  my  cheeks.  I admired  the 
Teucrian  leaders,  I admired  Laomedon’s  royal  son ; but 
Anchises’  port  was  nobler  than  all.  My  mind  kindled 
with  a youth’s  ardour  to  accost  one  so  great,  and  exchange 
the  grasp  of  the  hand.  I made  my  approach,  and  eagerly 
conducted  him  to  the  walls  of  Pheneus.  On  leaving  he 
gave  me  a beauteous  quiver  with  Lycian  arrow's,  and  a 
scarf  embroidered  with  gold,  and  two  bridles  which  my 
Pallas  has  now,  all  golden.  So  now  I both  phght  you 
herewith  the  hand  you  ask,  and  soon  as  to-morrow’s  light 
shall  restore  to  the  earth  its  blessing,  I will  send  you 
back  rejoicing  in  an  armed  succour,  and  reinforced  with 
stores.  Meanwhile,  since  you  are  arrived  here  as  my 
friends,  join  in  gladly  solemnising  with  us  this  our  yearly 
celebration,  which  it  were  sin  to  postpone,  and  accustom 
yourselves  thus  early  to  the  hospitalities  of  your  new 
allies.’ 

This  said,  he  bids  set  on  again  the  viands  and  the  cups, 
erewhile  removed,  and  himself  places  the  warriors  on  a seat 
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of  turf,  welcoming ^Eneas  in  especial  grace  with  the  heaped 
cushion  of  a shaggy  lion’s  hide,  and  bidding  him  occupy 
a throne  of  maple  wood.  Then  chosen  youths  and  the 
priest  of  the  altar  with  emulous  zeal  bring  in  the  roasted 
carcases  of  bulls,  pile  up  in  baskets  the  gifts  of  the  corn- 
goddess  prepared  by  art,  and  serve  the  wine-god  round. 
.lEiieas  and  the  warriors  of  Troy  with  him  regale  them- 
selves on  a bull’s  long  chine  and  on  sacrificial  entrails. 

When  hunger  had  been  quenched  and  ajipetite  allayed, 
king  Evander  begins  : ‘ Think  not  that  these  solemnities 
of  ours,  these  ritual  feastings,  this  altar  so  blest  in  divine 
presence,  have  been  riveted  on  us  by  idle  superstition, 
unknowing  of  the  gods  of  old ; no,  guest  of  Troy,  it  is 
deliverance  from  cruel  dangers  that  makes  us  sacrifice  and 
pay  again  and  again  worship  where  worship  is  due.  First 
of  all  cast  your  eyes  on  this  rock-hung  crag : observe 
how  the  masses  of  stone  are  flung  here  and  there,  how 
desolate  and  exposed  stands  the  mountain’s  recess,  and  how 
the  rocks  have  left  the  trail  of  a giant  downfall.  Here 
once  was  a cave,  retiring  in  enormous  depth,  tenanted  by 
a terrible  shape,  Cacus,  half  man,  h;df  brute : the  sun’s 
rays  could  never  pierce  it ; the  ground  was  always 
steaming  with  fresh  carnage ; fixed  to  its  imperious 
portals  were  hanging  human  countenances  ghastly  with 
hideous  gore.  This  monster’s  father  was  Vulcan  : Vulcan’s 
were  the  murky  fires  that  he  disgorged  from  his  mouth 
as  he  towered  along  in  enormous  bulk.  To  us  also  at 
length  in  our  yearning  need  time  brought  the  arrival  of  a 
divine  helper.  For  the  mightiest  of  avengers,  Alcides, 
triumphing  in  the  .slaughter  and  the  sjKtils  of  the  triple 
Gcryon,  was  in  our  land,  and  was  diiving  by  this  road 
as  a conqueror  those  giant  oxen,  and  the  cattle  were 
filling  valley  and  river-side.  But  Cacus,  infatuated  by 
fiendish  frenzy,  not  to  leave  aught  of  crime  or  craft  un- 
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dared  or  unessayed,  cairies  off  from  the  stalls  four  bulls 
of  goodly  form,  and  heifers  no  fewer  of  surpassing 
beauty.  And  these,  that  they  might  leave  no  traces  by 
their  forward  motion,  he  dragged  by  the  tail  to  his  cave, 
haled  them  with  revei-sed  footprints  to  tell  the  story, 
and  so  concealed  them  in  the  dark  rocky  den.  Thus  the 
seeker  found  no  traces  to  lead  him  to  the  cavern.  Mean- 
time, when  Amphitryon’s  son  was  at  last  removing  from 
their  stalls  his  feasted  herds  and  preparing  to  quit  the 
countr)^,  the  oxen  gave  a fiirewcll  low,  filling  the  whole 
wootlland  with  their  plainings,  and  taking  clamorous 
leave  of  the  hills.  One  of  the  heifers  returned  the  sound, 
towing  from  the  depth  of  the  vast  cavern,  and  thus 
baffled  the  hopes  of  her  jealous  guardian.  Now,  if  ever, 
Alcides’  wrath  blazed  up  from  the  black  choler  of  his 
heart : he  snatches  up  his  weapons  and  his  club  with  all 
its  weight  of  knots,  and  makes  at  full  speed  for  the  skiey 
mountain’s  height.  Then  fimt  the  men  of  our  country 
saw  Cacus’  limbs  tremble  and  his  eyes  quail : away  he 
Hies  swifter  than  the  wind,  and  seeks  his  den ; fear  has 
winged  his  feet.  Scarce  had  he  shut  himself  in,  and  let 
down  from  its  burst  fastenings  the  huge  stone,  suspended 
there  by  his  father’s  workmanship  in  iron,  and  with  that 
barrier  fortified  his  straining  doorway,  when  lo  ! the  hero 
of  Tiryns  was  there  in  the  fury  of  his  soul  : scanning 
every  inlet  he  turns  his  face  hither  and  thither,  gnashing 
with  his  teeth.  Thrice  in  white  heat  of  wrath  he  surveys 
the  whole  mass  of  Aveiiline  ; thrice  he  attempts  in  vain 
the  stony  portal ; thrice,  .staggering  from  the  effort,  he 
sits  down  in  the  hollow.  Before  him  stood  a pointed 
crag  with  abnipt  rocky  sides  rising  over  the  cave  behind, 
higli  as  the  eye  can  reach,  a fitting  home  for  the  nests  of 
unclean  and  hateful  birds.  This,  as  sloping  dowm  it 
inclined  towards  the  river  on  the  left,  pushing  it  full 
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on  the  right  he  iipheaved  and  tore  it  loose  fi'oni 
its  seat,  then  suddenly  sent  it  down,  with  a shock  at 
which  high  heaven  thunders,  the  banks  start  apart,  and 
the  river  runs  back  in  terror.  Then  the  cave  and  the 
vast  halls  of  Cacus  were  seen  unroofed,  and  the  dark 
recesses  lay  open  to  their  depths — even  as  if  earth,  by 
some  mighty  force  laid  open  to  her  depths,  should  burst 
the  doors  of  the  mansions  below,  and  expose  the  realms  of 
ghastly  gloom  which  the  gods  hate,  and  from  above  the 
vast  abyss  were  to  be  seen,  and  the  spectres  dazzled  by 
the  influx  of  day.  So  as  Cacus  stares  surprised  by  the 
sudden  burst  of  light,  pent  by  the  walls  of  his  cave,  and 
roars  in  strange  and  hideous  sort,  Alcides  from  above 
showers  down  his  darts,  and  calls  every  weajxjn  to  his 
aid,  and  rains  a tempest  of  boughs  and  huge  millstones. 
But  he,  seeing  that  no  hope  of  flight  remains,  vomits 
from  his  throat  huge  volumes  of  smoke,  marvellous  to 
tell,  and  wraps  the  whole  place  in  pitchy  darkness, 
blotting  out  all  prospect  from  the  eyes,  and  in  the  depth 
of  the  cave  ma.sses  a smothering  night  of  blended  black- 
ness and  fire.  The  rage  of  Alcides  brooked  not  this: 
headlong  he  dashed  through  the  flame,  where  the  smoke 
surges  thickest  and  the  vast  csivern  seethes  with  billows 
of  black  vapour.  Here  while  Cacus  in  the  heart  of  the 
gloom  is  vomiting  his  helpless  fires  he  seizes  him,  twines 
liis  limbs  w’ith  his  own,  and  in  fierce  embrace  compresses 
his  strangled  eyeballs  and  his  throat  now  bloodless  and 
dry.  At  once  the  doors  are  burst  and  the  black  den  laid 
bare,  and  the  plundered  oxen,  the  spoil  that  his  oath  had 
disclaimed,  are  exposed  to  light,  and  the  hideous  carcase 
is  dragged  out  by  the  heels.  The  gazers  look  unsatisfied 
on  those  dreadful  eyes,  those  grim  features,  the  shaggy 
breast  of  the  half  bestial  monster,  and  the  e.xtinguished 
furnace  of  his  throat.  Since  then  grateful  acknowledg- 
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meats  have  been  paid,  and  the  men  of  younger  time 
liave  joyfully  observed  the  day : foremost  among  them 
Potitius,  founder  of  the  ceremony,  and  the  Pinariau 
house,  custodian  of  the  worship  of  Ilercules.  He  him- 
self set  up  in  the  grove  this  altar,  which  shall  ever  be 
named  by  us  the  greatest,  and  shall  ever  be  the  greatest 
in  truth.  Come  then,  warriors,  and  in  honour  of  worth 
so  glorious  wreathe  your  locks  with  leaves  and  present 
in  your  hands  brimming  cups,  and  invoke  our  common 
deity,  and  pour  libations  with  gladness  of  heart.’  As  he 
ended,  the  white-green  poplar  cast  its  Herculean  shade 
over  his  locks  and  hung  down  witli  a festoon  of  leaves, 
and  the  sacred  goblet  charged  his  hand.  At  once  all 
with  glad  hearts  pour  libations  on  the  board  and  make 
prayers  to  heaven. 

Meantime  evening  is  approaching  nearer  the  slope  of 
heaven,  and  already  the  priests  and  their  chief  Potitius 
were  in  procession,  clad  in  skins  in  ritual  sort,  and  bearing 
fire  in  their  hands.  They  renew  the  solemn  feast,  and 
bring  delicious  offerings  for  a fresh  repast,  and  pile  the 
altars  with  loaded  chargers.  Then  come  the  Salii  to  sing 
round  about  the  blazing  altars,  their  temples  wreathed 
with  boughs  of  poplar,  a company  of  youths  and  another 
of  old  men  ; and  these  extol  in  song  the  glories  and  deeds 
of  Hercules:  how  in  his  cradle,  by  the  pressure  of  his 
young  hand  he  strangled  his  stepmother’s  monstrous 
messengers,  the  two  serpents ; how  in  war  that  same  hand 
da.shed  to  pieces  mighty  cities,  Troy  and  fflclialia ; how 
he  endured  those  thousand  heavy  labours,  a slave  to  king 
Euiystheus,  by  ungentle  Juno’s  fiiteful  will.  ‘ Yes,  thou, 
uncouquered  hero,  thou  slayest  the  two-formed  children 
of  the  cloud,  Hylmus  and  Pholus,  thou  slayest  the  portent 
of  Crete,  and  the  enormous  lion  that  dwelt  ’neath  Nemea’s 
rock.  Thou  never  quailedst  at  aught  in  bodily  shape, 
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no,  nor  at  Typlioeus  himself,  towering  high,  weapons  in 
hand ; tliy  reason  failed  thee  not  when  Lerna’s  serpent 
stood  round  thee  with  all  her  tlirong  of  heads.  Hail  to 
thee,  autlientic  ofTspring  of  Jove,  fresh  ornament  of  the 
sky ! come  to  us,  come  to  these  thine  own  rites  with 
favouring  smile  and  auspicious  gait.’  Such  things  their 
songs  commemorate ; and  they  crown  all  with  Cacus’  cave 
and  the  fiend  himself,  the  fire  panting  from  his  lungs.  The 
entire  grove  echoes  with  their  voices,  and  the  hills  rebound. 

Tlie  sacrifice  over,  the  whole  concourse  returns  to  the 
city.  Tliere  walked  the  king,  mossed  over  with  years,  keep- 
ing at  his  side  Jiueas  and  his  son  as  he  moved  along,  and 
lightening  the  way  with  various  speech.  .,3Eneas  admires, 
and  turns  his  quick  glance  from  sight  to  sight : each  scene 
enthralls  him  ; and  with  eager  zest  he  enquires  and  learns 
one  by  one  the  records  of  men  of  old.  Then  spoke  king 
Evander,  the  builder  of  Rome’s  tower-crowned  hill : 
‘ The.se  woodlands  were  fiisit  inhabited  by  native  Fauns 
and  Nym|jhs,  and  by  a race  of  men  that  sprung  from 
trunks  of  trees  and  hard  oaken  core ; no  rule  of  life,  no 
culture  had  they  : they  never  learnt  to  yoke  the  ox,  nor  to 
hive  their  stores,  nor  to  husband  what  they  got;  the 
boughs  and  the  chase  ■•supplied  their  savage  sustenance. 
The  first  change  came  from  Saturn,  who  arrived  from 
skiey  Olympus,  Hying  from  the  arms  of  Jove,  a realmloss 
exile.  He  brought  together  the  race,  untamed  as  they 
were  and  scattered  over  mountain  heights,  and  gave  them 
laws,  and  chose  for  the  conntiy  the  name  of  I.atium, 
becixuse  he  had  found  it  a safe  hiding-place.  The  golden 
age  of  story  was  when  he  was  king,  so  calm  and  jjeaceful 
his  rule  over  his  people  ; till  graduall}"  there  crept  in  a 
race  of  worse  grain  and  duller  hue,  and  the  frenzy  of 
w'ar,  and  the  greed  of  having.  Then  came  the  host  of 
Ausouia  and  the  Sicaniau  tribes,  and  again  and  again 
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Satuni’s  land  changed  its  name;  then  came  king  after 
king,  savage  Thj’bris  with  his  giant  bulk,  from  whom  in 
after  days  we  Italians  called  the  river  Tiber  : the  authentic 
name  of  ancient  Albula  was  lost.  Myself,  an  exile  from  my 
country,  while  voyaging  to  the  ends  of  the  sea,  aU-power- 
fid  Fortune  and  inevitable  Destiny  planted  here ; at  my 
back  were  the  awful  bests  of  my  mother,  the  nympli 
Carmentis,  and  the  divine  sanction  of  Apollo.’  Scarce  had 
he  finished,  when  moving  on  he  points  out  the  altar  and 
the  Carmental  gate,  as  the  Eomans  call  it,  their  ancient 
tribute  to  the  nymph  Carmentis,  the  soothsaying  seer,  who 
first  told  of  the  future  greatness  of  yEneas’  sons  and  of  the 
glories  of  Pallanteum.  Next  he  points  out  a mighty  gi’ove, 
which  fiery  Romulus  made  the  Asylum  of  a later  day,  and 
embowered  by  the  chill  dank  rock,  the  Lupercal,  bearing 
after  Arcadian  wont  the  name  of  Lycrean  Pan.  He  shows, 
moreover,  the  forest  of  hallowed  Argiletum,  and  appeals  to 
the  spot,  and  recounts  the  death  of  Argus,  once  his  guest. 
Thence  he  leads  the  way  to  the  Tarpcian  temple,  even  the 
Capitol,  now  gay  with  gold,  then  rough  with  untrimmed 
brushwood.  Even  in  that  day  the  sacred  terrors  of  the 
spot  awed  the  trembling  rustics ; even  then  they  shud- 
dered at  the  fore.st  and  the  rock.  ‘ This  wood,’  he  says, 
‘ this  hill  witli  the  shaggy  brow,  is  the  home  of  a god  of 
whom  we  know  not ; my  Arcadians  believe  that  they 
have  seen  there  great  Jove  himself,  oft  and  oft,  shaking 
with  his  right  hand  the  shadowy  .,Eigis  and  calling  up  the 
storm.  Here,  too,  in  these  two  towns,  with  their  ramparts 
overthrown,  you  see  the  relics  and  the  chronicles  of  by- 
gone ages.  This  tower  was  built  by  father  Janus,  that 
by  Saturn;  the  one’s  name  Janiculum,  the  other’s  Sa- 
turnia.’  So  talking  together  they  came  nigh  the  palace 
where  Evander  dwells  in  poverty,  and  saw  cattle  all  about 
lowing  in  the  Roman  forum  and  Carinm’s  luxurious  pre- 
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cinct.  Wlieii  they  reached  the  gate,  ‘This  door,’  said  tlie 
host,  ‘ Alcides  in  his  triumph  stooped  to  enter ; tliis 
mansion  contained  his  presence.  Xerve  yourself,  my 
guest,  to  look  down  on  riches,  and  make  your  own  soul, 
like  his,  such  as  a god  would  not  disdain,  and  take  in  no 
churlish  sort  the  welcome  of  poverty.’  lie  said,  aud 
beneath  the  slope  of  his  narrow  roof  ushered  in  the 
great  .dineas,  and  laid  him  to  rest  on  a couch  of  leaves 
and  the  skin  of  a Libyan  bear. 

Down  comes  the  night,  and  flaps  her  sable  wings  over 
the  earth.  But  Venus,  distracted,  and  not  idly,  with  a 
mother’s  cares,  disturbed  by  the  menaces  of  the  Lauren- 
tiues  and  the  violence  of  the  gathering  storm,  addresses 
Vulcan,  and  in  the  nuptial  privacy  of  their  golden 
chamber  begins  her  speech,  breathing  in  every  tone  the 
love  that  gods  feel : ‘ In  old  days  of  war,  while  the  Argive 
kings  were  desolating  Pergamus,  their  destined  prey,  and 
ravaging  the  towers  which  were  doomed  to  hostile  fire,  no 
help  for  the  sufferers,  no  arms  of  thy  resourceful  work- 
manship did  I ask ; no,  my  dearest  lord,  I chose  not  to 
task  thee  and  thy  efforts  to  no  end,  large  as  was  my  debt 
to  the  sons  of  Priam,  and  many  the  tears  that  I shed  for 
.tineas’  cruel  agony.  Now,  by  Jove’s  commands,  he  has 
set  his  foot  on  Eutulian  soil ; so,  with  the  past  in  my  mind,  I 
appear  as  a suppliant,  to  ask  of  his  power  whom  I honour 
most,  as  a mother  may,  armour  for  my  son.  Thee  the 
daughter  of  Nereus,  thee  the  spouse  of  Tithonus,  found 
accessible  to  tears.  See  but  what  nations  are  mustering, 
what  cities  are  closing  the  gate  and  pointing  the  steel 
against  me  and  the  lives  I love.’  The  speech  was  ended, 
and  the  goddess  is  fondling  her  undecided  lord  on  all 
sides  in  the  soft  embrace  of  her  snowy  arms.  Suddenly 
he  caught  the  wonted  fire,  the  well-known  heat  shot  to 
his  vitals  and  threaded  his  melting  frame,  even  as  on  a 
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day  whon  the  fiery  rent  burst  by  the  thunderclap  runs 
witli  gleaming  fiash  along  the  veil  of  cloud.  His  spouse 
saw  the  triumph  of  her  art  and  felt  what  beauty  can  do. 
Then  spoke  the  stern  old  god,  subdued  by  everlasting 
love  : ‘ Why  fetch  your  excuses  from  so  far  ? whither,  my 
queen,  has  fled  your  old  affiance  in  me  ? had  you  then 
been  as  anxious,  even  in  those  old  days  it  had  been  allowed 
to  give  arms  to  the  Trojans  ; nor  Avas  the  almighty  sire  nor 
the  destinies  unwilling  that  Troy  should  stand  and  Priam 
remain  in  life  for  ten  years  more.  And  now,  if  war  is 
your  object  and  so  your  purpose  holds,  all  the  care  that 
it  lies  Avithin  my  art  to  promise,  what  can  be  wrought  out 
of  iron  and  molten  electrum,  as  far  as  fire  can  burn  and 
Avind  bloAv — cease  to  show  by  entreaty  that  you  mistrust 
your  poAver.’  This  said,  he  gave  the  embrace  she  longed 
for,  and  falling  on  the  bosom  of  his  spouse  Avooed  the 
calm  of  slumber  in  every  limb. 

Then,  soon  as  rest,  first  indulged,  had  driven  sleep 
aAvay,  Avhen  flying  night  had  run  half  her  course  ; just 
when  a Avoman,  compelled  to  support  hfe  by  spinning, 
even  by  Pallas’  slender  craft,  Avakes  to  light  the  fire  that 
slumbered  in  the  embers,  adding  night  to  her  day’s  work, 
and  keeps  her  handmaids  labouring  long  by  the  blaze, 
all  that  she  may  preserve  her  husband’s  bed  unsullied, 
and  bring  up  his  infant  sons ; even  so  the  lord  of  fire, 
at  an  hour  not  less  slothful,  rises  from  his  couch  of 
doAvn  to  the  toils  of  the  artisan.  There  rises  an  island 
hard  by  the  Sicanian  coast  and  H5olian  Lipari,  towering 
Avith  fiery  mountains ; beneath  it  thunders  a cavern,  the 
den  of  Aiitna,  blasted  out  by  Cyclop  forges ; the  sound 
of  mighty  bloAvs  echoes  on  anvils  : the  smeltings  of  the 
Ciialybes  hiss  through  its  depths,  and  the  fire  pants  from 
the  jaws  of  the  furnace ; it  is  the  abode  of  Vulcan,  and 
the  laud  bears  Vulcan’s  name.  Hither,  then,  the  lord  of 
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fire  descends  from  heaven’s  lieight.  There,  in  the  enor- 
mous den,  tlie  Cyclops  were  forging  the  iron,  Brontes, 
and  Steropes,  and  Pyracnion,  tlie  naked  giant.  In  tlieir 
hands  wa.s  the  rougli  ea.st  of  the  thunder-bolt,  one  of 
those  many  which  the  great  Father  showers  down  on 
earth  from  all  quarters  of  heaven — part  was  polished  for 
use,  part  still  incomplete.  Three  spokes  of  frozen  rain, 
three  of  watery  cloud  had  they  put  together,  three  of 
ruddy  flame  and  winged  southern  wind  ; and  now  they 
were  blending  with  what  they  had  done  the  fearful 
flash,  and  the  noise,  and  the  terror,  and  the  fury  of 
untiring  fire.  In  another  part  they  were  hurrying  on  for 
Mai'S  the  car  and  the  flying  wheels,  w'ith  which  he  rouses 
warriors  to  madness,  ay,  and  whole  cities ; and  with 
emulous  zeal  were  making  bright  with  golden  serpent 
scales  the  terrible  .iEgis,  the  armour  of  angry  I’allas, 
snakes  wreathed  together,  and  full  on  the  breast  of  the 
goddess  the  Gorgon  herself,  her  neck  severed  and  her 
eyes  rolling.  ‘ Away  with  all  this,’  cries  the  god  ; ‘ take 
your  unfinished  tasks  elsewhere,  you  Cyclops  of  .iFitna, 
and  give  your  attention  here.  Arms  are  wanted  for  a 
fiery  warrior.  Nmv  is  the  call  for  power,  now  for  swift- 
ness of  hand,  now  for  all  that  art  can  teach.  Turn  delay 
into  despatch.’  No  more  he  said ; but  they  with  speed 
put  their  shoulder  to  the  work,  sharing  it  in  equal  parts. 
Copper  flows  in  streams  and  golden  ore,  and  steel,  that 
knows  how  to  wound,  is  molten  in  the  huge  furnace. 
They  set  up  in  outline  a mighty  shield,  itself  singly 
matched  against  all  the  Latian  weajjons,  and  tangle  to- 
gether seven  plates,  circle  and  circle.  Some  with  their 
gasping  bellows  ai’e  Uiking  in  and  giving  out  the  wind  ; 
others  are  dipping  the  hissing  copper  in  the  lake.  The 
cave  groans  under  the  anvil’s  weight.  They,  one  with 
another,  with  all  a giant’s  strength,  are  lifting  their  arms 
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ill  measured  cadence,  and  turning  with  their  griping  tongs 
tlie  ore  on  this  side  and  on  tliat. 

While  the  father  of  Lemnos  makes  this  despatch  on 
the  .diolian  shores,  Evander  is  roused  from  liis  lowly 
dwelling  by  the  genial  light  and  the  morning  songs  of 
birds  under  the  eaves.  Up  rises  the  old  man,  and  draws 
a tunic  over  his  frame,  and  puts  Tyrrhenian  sandals 
round  his  feet ; next  he  fastens  from  below  to  side  and 
shoulder  a sword  from  Tegea,  flinging  back  over  him  a 
pantlier’s  hide  that  drooped  from  the  left.  Moreover, 
two  guardian  dogs  go  before  him  from  his  palace  door, 
and  attend  their  master’s  steps.  So  he  made  his  way  to 
the  lodging  of  his  guest,  and  sought  iEneas’  privacy, 
their  discourse  of  yesterday  and  the  gift  then  promised 
fresh  in  his  heroic  soul.  iEncas  likewise  was  astir  not 
less  early.  This  had  his  son  Pallas,  that  had  Achates 
walking  by  his  side.  Tliey  meet,  and  join  hand  in  hand, 
and  sit  tliem  down  in  the  midst  of  the  mansion,  and  at 
last  enjoy  the  privilege  of  mutual  talk.  The  king  begins 
as  follows : — 

‘ Mightiest  leader  of  the  Teucrians,  whom  while  heaven 
preserves  I shall  never  own  that  Troy’s  powers  are  van- 
(piished  or  her  realm  overturned,  we  ourselves  have  but 
small  means  of  martial  aid  to  back  our  great  name  ; on 
this  side  we  are  bounded  by  the  Tuscan  river : on  that 
our  llutulian  foe  beleaguers  us,  and  thundem  in  arms 
around  our  walls.  But  I have  a mighty  nation,  a host 
with  an  imperial  heritage,  which  I am  ready  to  unite 
with  you — a gleam  of  safety  revealed  by  unexpected 
chance.  It  is  at  the  summons  of  destiny  that  you  bend 
your  stc])s  thither.  Not  far  hence,  built  of  ancient  stone, 
is  the  inhabited  city  of  Agylla,  where  of  old  the  Lydian 
nation,  renowned  in  war,  took  its  seat  on  Etru.scan  moun- 
tains. This  city,  after  long  and  prosperous  years,  was 
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held  by  king  Mezentiim,  by  stress  of  tyrant  rule  and  the 
terror  of  the  sword.  Why  should  I recount  the  despot’s 
dreadful  murders  and  all  his  savage  crimes?  may  the 
gods  preserve  them  in  mind,  and  bring  them  on  his  own 
head  and  his  family’s  ! Nay,  he  would  even  link  together 
the  dead  and  the  living,  coupling  hand  with  hand  and 
face  with  face — so  inventive  is  the  lust  of  torture — and 
in  the  slime  and  poison  of  that  sickening  embrace  would 
destroy  them  thus  by  a lingering  dissolution.  At  last, 
Avearied  by  oppression,  his  subjects  in  arms  besiege  the 
frantic  monster  himself  and  his  palace,  slay  his  retainei's, 
shower  firebrands  on  his  roof.  He,  mid  the  carnage, 
escapes  to  Eutulian  territorj'^,  and  shelters  himself  under 
Turnus’  friendly  power.  So  all  Etruria  has  risen  in 
righteous  wrath  ; at  once,  at  the  sword’s  point,  they 
demand  that  the  king  be  surrendered  to  their  vengeance. 
Of  these  thousands,  H^neas,  I will  make  you  general. 
For  along  the  seaboard’s  length  their  ships  are  swarming 
and  panting  for  the  fray,  and  calhng  on  the  trumpet  to 
sound,  while  an  aged  soothsayer  is  holding  them  back 
by  his  fateful  utterance  : “ Chosen  warriors  of  Mseonian 
land,  the  jxjwer  and  soul  of  an  ancient  nation,  whom  just 
resentment  launches  against  the  foe  and  Mezentius  in- 
flames Avith  righteous  fury,  no  Italian  may  take  the  reins 
of  a race  so  proud : choose  foreigners  to  lead  you.”  At 
this  the  Etruscan  army  settled  down  on  yonder  plain, 
aAved  by  the  heavenly  warning.  Tarchon  himself  has 
sent  me  ambassadors  Avith  the  royal  croAvn  and  sceptre, 
and  given  to  my  hands  the  ensigns  of  poAver,  bidding  me 
join  the  camp,  and  assume  the  Tyrrhene  throne.  But 
age,  Avith  its  enfeebling  chill  and  the  exhaustion  of  its 
long  tenn  of  years,  grudges  me  the  honour  of  command  ; 
my  day  of  martial  proAvess  is  past.  Fain  Avould  I en- 
courage my  son  to  the  task,  but  that  the  blood  of  a 
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Sul)ine  mother  bleiuling  with  mine  makes  liis  race  half 
Italian.  You,  in  years  and  in  race  alike  the  object  of 
Fate’s  indulgence — you,  the  chosen  one  of  Ileaveti — 
assume  the  place  that  waits  you,  gallant  general  of 
Teucrians  and  Italians  both.  Nay,  I will  give  you,  too, 
Pallas  here,  the  hope  and  solace  of  my  age ; under  your 
tutelage  let  him  learn  to  endure  mihtary  service  and  the 
war-god’s  strenuous  labours;  let  your  actions  be  his 
pattern,  and  his  young  admiration  be  centred  on  you. 
To  him  I will  give  two  hundred  Arcadian  horsemen,  the 
flower  of  my  chivalry,  and  Pallas  in  his  own  name  shall 
give  you  as  many  more.’ 

Scarce  had  his  words  been  uttered — and  the  twain  were 
holding  their  eyes  in  downcast  thought,  Aeneas  Anchises’ 
son  and  true  Achates,  brooding  each  with  his  own  sad 
heart  on  many  a peril,  had  not  Cythera’s  goddess  sent  a 
sign  from  the  clear  sky.  For  unforeseen,  flashed  from 
the  heaven,  comes  a glare  and  a peal,  and  all  around 
seemed  crashing  down  at  once,  and  the  clang  of  the 
Tyrrhene  trumpet  appeared  to  blare  through  ether.  They 
look  up  : a second  and  a thir  time  cracks  the  enormous 
sound.  Armour  enveloped  in  a cloud  in  a clear  quarter  of 
the  firmament  is  seen  to  flash  redly  in  the  sunlight  and  to 
ring  as  clashed  together.  The  rest  were  all  amazement ; 
but  the  Trojan  hero  recognised  the  sound  and  in  it  the 
promise  of  his  goddi  ss  mother.  Then  he  cries  : ‘ Nay, 
my  host,  nay,  ask  not  in  sooth  what  chance  these  wonders 
portend  ; it  is  I that  have  a call  from  on  high.  This  was 
the  sign  that  the  goddess  who  gave  me  birth  foreshowed 
me  that  she  would  send,  should  the  atUick  of  war  come, 
while  she  would  bring  through  the  air  armour  from 
Vulcan  for  my  help.  Alas!  how  vast  the  carnage  ready 
to  burst  on  Laurentum’s  wretched  sons ! what  vengeance, 
Turnus,  shall  be  mine  from  thee ! how  many  a warrior’s 
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sliield  and  helm  and  stalwart  frame  shalt  thou  tossbonoalh 
thy  waters,  firther  Tiber ! Ay,  clamour  for  battle,  and 
break  your  plighted  word  !’ 

Tims  having  said,  he  rises  from  his  lofty  seat,  and  first 
of  all  quickens  the  altare  where  the  Herculean  fires  were 
smouldering,  and  with  glad  heart  approaches  tlie  hearth- 
god  of  yesterday,  and  the  small  household  powers ; duly 
they  sacrifice  chosen  sheep,  Evander  for  his  part  and  the 
Trojan  youth  for  theira.  Next  he  moves  on  to  the  ships 
and  revisits  his  crew : from  whose  number  he  chooses 
men  to  follow  him  to  the  war,  eminent  in  valour  : the 
rest  are  wafted  down  the  sti-eam  and  iloat  lazily  along 
with  the  current  at  their  back,  to  bring  Ascanius  news  of 
his  father  and  his  fortunes,  llorses  are  given  to  tlie 
Teucrians  who  are  seeking  the  Tyrrhene  territory,  and 
one  is  led  along,  reserved  for  ^Eneas ; a tawny  lion’s  hide 
covers  it  wholly,  gleaming  forth  with  talons  of  gold. 

At  once  flies  rumour,  blazed  through  the  little  city, 
that  the  horsemen  are  inarching  with  speed  to  the  gates 
of  the  Tyrrhene  king.  In  alarm  the  matrons  redouble 
their  vows ; fear  treads  on  the  heels  of  danger,  and 
the  features  of  the  war-god  loom  larger  on  the  view. 
Then  Evander,  clasping  the  hand  of  his  departing  son, 
hangs  about  him  with  tears  that  never  liave  their  fill, 
and  speaks  like  this  : ‘ Ah  ! would  but  Jupiter  bring  back 
my  bygone  years,  and  make  me  what  I was  when  under 
Prameste’s  very  walls  I struck  down  the  first  rank  and  set 
a conqueror’s  torch  to  jiiles  of  shields,  and  with  this  mj^ 
hand  sent  down  to  Tartarus  king  Erulus,  whom  at  his 
liirth  his  mother  Feronia  endowed  with  three  lives — 
fearful  to  tell — and  a frame  that  could  thrice  bear  arms  : 
thrice  had  he  to  be  sti’uck  down  in  death  : yet  from  him 
on  tliat  day  this  hand  took  all  those  three  lives,  and  thrice 
stripped  that  armour — never  should  I,  as  now,  be  torn,  my 
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son,  from  your  loved  embrace.  Never  would  Mezentius 
have  laid  dishonour  on  a neighbour’s  crest,  dealt  with  his 
sword  that  repeated  havoc,  and  bereaved  my  city  of  .so 
many  of  her  sons.  But  you,  great  powers  above,  and 
thou,  Jupiter,  mightiest  ruler  of  the  gods,  have  pity,  I 
implore  you,  on  an  Arcadian  monarch,  and  give  ear  to  a 
father’s  prayer  ; if  your  august  will,  if  destiny  has  in  store 
for  me  the  safe  return  of  my  Pallas,  if  life  will  make  me 
see  him  and  meet  him  once  more,  then  I pray  that  I may 
live  ; there  is  no  trial  I cannot  bear  to  outlast.  But  if  thou, 
dark  Fortune,  threatenest  any  unnamed  calamity,  now, 
oh,  now,  be  it  granted  me  to  snap  life’s  ruthless  thread, 
while  care  wears  a double  face,  while  hope  cannot  spell 
the  ftiture,  while  you,  darling  boy,  my  love  and  late 
delight,  are  still  in  my  arms  : nor  let  my  ears  be  pierced 
by  tidings  more  terrible.’  So  was  the  father  heard  to 
speak  at  their  last  parting  ; his  servants  were  seen  carrj^- 
ing  within  doors  their  fallen  lord. 

And  now  the  cavalry  had  passed  the  city’s  open  gates, 
jEneas  among  the  first  and  true  Achates,  and  after  them 
the  other  Trojan  nobles  ; Pallas  himself  the  centre  of  the 
column,  conspicuous  with  gay  scarf  and  figured  armour  ; 
even  as  the  moming-star  just  bathed  in  the  waves  of  the 
ocean,  Venus’  favourite  above  all  the  stellar  fires,  sets  in 
a moment  on  the  sky  his  heavenly  countenance,  and  melts 
the  darkness.  There  are  the  trembling  matrons  standing 
on  the  walls,  following  with  their  eyes  the  cloud  of  dust 
and  the  gleam  of  the  brass-clad  companies.  They  in 
their  armour  are  moving  through  the  underwood,  their 
eye  on  the  nearest  path : hark ! a shout  mounts  up,  a 
column  is  formed,  and  the  four-foot  beat  of  the  hoof  shakos 
the  crumbling  plain.  Near  the  cool  stream  of  Caere 
stands  a vast  grove,  clothed  by  herediUiry  reverence  with 
wide-spread  sanctity ; on  all  sides  it  is  shut  in  by  the 
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hollows  of  hills,  which  encompass  its  dark  pine-wood 
shades.  Rinnonr  sa}'s  that  the  old  Pelasgians  dedicated  it 
to  Silvanus,  god  of  the  country  and  the  cattle,  a grove  with 
a holiday — the  people  who  once  in  early  times  dwelt  on 
the  Latiaii  frontier.  Not  far  from  this  Tarchon  and  the 
Tyrrhenians  were  encamped  in  a sheltered  place,  and  from 
the  height  of  the  hill  their  whole  army  spread  already  to 
the  view,  as  they  pitched  at  largo  over  the  plain.  Hither 
come  father  ^Hnea.s  and  the  chosen  company  of  warriors, 
and  refre.sh  the  weariness  of  themselves  and  their  steeds. 

But  Venus  had  come  in  her  divine  beauty  through  the 
dark  clouds  of  heaven  with  the  gifts  in  her  hand,  and 
soon  as  she  saw  her  son  far  retired  in  the  vale  in  the 
privacy  of  the  cool  stream,  she  thus  accosted  him,  appear- 
ing suddenly  before  him  : ‘ See,  here  is  the  present  com- 
pleted by  my  lord’s  promised  skill : now  you  will  not 
need  to  hesitate  to-morrow  about  daring  to  the  combat 
the  haughty  Laurentians  or  fiery  Turuus’  self.’  So  said 
the  latly  of  Cythera,  and  sought  her  sou’s  embrace : the 
arms  she  set  up  to  glitter  under  an  oak  that  faced 
his  view.  He,  exulting  in  the  goddess’  gifts,  and  charmed 
with  their  dazzling  beauty,  cannot  feast  his  eyes  enough 
tis  he  rolls  them  from  point  to  point,  admiring  and  turn- 
ing over  in  his  hands  and  arms  the  helmet  with  its  dread 
crest,  vomiting  flame,  the  fateful  sword,  the  stiff  brazen 
corselet,  blood-red  and  huge,  in  hue  as  when  a dark  cloud 
kindles  with  sunlight  and  gleams  afar ; the  polished 
cuishes,  too,  of  electrum  and  gold  smelted  oft  and  oft, 
and  the  spear,  and  the  .shield’s  ineffable  frame-work.  On 
this  was  the  story  of  Italy  and  the  triumphs  of  the  Romans 
wrought  by  the  Lord  of  the  lire  ; no  stranger  he  to 
pro[)hecy  nor  ignorant  of  the  time  to  come : on  it  was 
the  whole  royal  line  of  the  future  from  Ascauius  onward, 
and  their  foughten  fields  in  long  succession.  There,  too. 
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he  had  portrayed  the  mother-wolf  stretclied  in  Mars’ 
green  cavern  ; around  lier  teats  were  the  twin  boys  in 
play  climbing  and  clinging,  and  licking  their  dam  without 
dread  ; while  she,  her  lithe  neck  bent  back,  was  caressing 
them  by  turns  and  with  her  tongue  shaping  their  young 
limbs.  Near  this  he  had  inserted  Eome  and  the  lawless 
rape  of  the  Sabine  maidens  amid  the  crowded  circus, 
while  the  great  games  were  in  course,  and  the  sudden 
rise  of  a new  war  between  the  sons  of  Romulus  and 
ancient  Tatius  with  his  austere  Cures.  Afterwards  were 
seen  the  two  kings,  the  conllict  set  at  rest,  standing  in 
arms  before  the  altar  of  Jove  with  goblets  in  their  hands 
and  cementing  a treaty  with  swine’s  blood.  Not  far  off 
^lettiis  had  already  been  torn  asunder  by  the  chariots 
driven  apart — rah  !, false  Alban,  were  you  but  a keeper  of 
your  word  !— and  Tullus  was  dragging  the  traitor’s  ilesh 
through  the  woodland,  while  the  bushes  were  sprinkled 
with  the  bloody  rain.  There,  too,  was  Porsenna  insisting 
that  exiled  Tarquin  should  be  Uiken  back  and  leaguering 
the  city  with  a mighty  siege  : ..^Eneas’  sons  were  tlinging 
themselves  on  the  sword  in  freedom's  cause.  In  his  face 
might  be  seen  the  likeness  of  wrath,  and  the  likeness  of 
menace,  that  Codes  should  have  the  courage  to  tear  down 
the  bridge,  that  Cloelia  should  break  her  prison  and 
swim  the  river.  There  was  Manlius  standing  sentinel  on 
the  summit  of  the  Tarpeian  fortress  in  the  temple’s  front, 
holding  the  height  of  the  Capitol,  while  the  Romulean 
thatch  looked  fresh  and  sharp  on  the  palace-roof.  And 
there  was  the  silver  goose  fluttering  its  wings  in  the  gilded 
cloister  and  shrieking  that  the  Gauls  were  at  the  door. 
The  Gauls  were  at  hand  marching  among  the  brushwood, 
and  had  gained  the  summit  sheltered  by  the  darkness 
and  the  kindly  grace  of  dusky  night.  Golden  is  their 
hair  and  golden  their  raiment;  striped  cloaks  gleam  on 
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their  shoulders  ; their  milk-white  necks  are  twined  with 
gold ; each  brandishes  two  Alpine  javelins,  his  body 
guarded  by  the  long  oval  of  his  shield.  There  he  had 
shown  in  relief  the  Salii  in  their  dances  and  the  naked 
Luperci,  and  the  woolly  peaks  of  their  caps,  and  the 
sacred  shields  which  fell  from  heaven : chaste  matrons 
were  making  solemn  progress  through  the  city  in  their 
soft-cushioned  cars.  At  distance  from  these  he  introduces 
too  the  mansions  of  Tartarus,  Pluto’s  yawning  portiils, 
and  the  torments  of  crime,  and  thee,  Catiline,  poised  on 
tlie  beetling  rock  and  quailing  at  grim  Fury-faces  ; and 
the  good  in  their  privacy,  with  Cato  as  their  lawgiver. 
Stretching  in  its  breadth  among  these  swept  the  semblance 
of  the  swelling  sea,  all  of  gold,  but  the  blue  was  made 
to  foam  with  whitening  billows  ; and  all  about  it  dolphins 
of  bright  silver  in  joyous  circles  were  lashing  the  surface 
witli  tlieir  tails  and  cutting  the  tide.  In  the  midst 
might  be  seen  fleets  of  brazen  ships,  the  naval  war  of 
Actium  ; you  might  remark  the  whole  of  Leucate  aglow 
with  the  war-god’s  array,  and  the  waves  one  blaze  of 
gold.  On  this  side  is  Augustus  CoBsar  leading  the  Italians 
to  conflict,  with  the  senate  and  the  people,  the  home-gods 
and  their  mighty  brethren,  standing  aloft  on  the  stern  : his 
auspicious  brows  emit  twin-born  flames,  and  his  ancestral 
star  dawns  over  his  head.  Elsewhere  is  Agrippa  with  the 
winds  and  the  gods  at  his  back,  towering  high  as  he  leads 
his  column  ; his  brows  gleam  with  the  beaked  circle  of  a 
naval  crown,  the  glorious  ornament  of  war.  On  that  side 
is  Antonius  with  his  barbaric  powers  and  the  arms  of 
divers  lands,  triumphant  from  the  nations  of  the  dawn- 
goddess  and  the  red  ocean’s  coast,  carrying  wdth  him 
Egypt  and  the  strength  of  the  East  and  the  utmost  parts 
of  Bactria,  and  at  his  side — shame  on  the  profanation ! 
— his  Egyptian  spouse.  All  are  seen  at  once  in  fierce 
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onward  motion : the  whole  sea-floor  foams  up,  torn  by 
tlie  backward  pull  of  the  oars  and  by  the  three-fanged 
beaks.  On  to  the  deep ! you  would  deem  that  uprooted 
Cyclades  were  swimming  tlie  sea,  or  that  tall  hills  were 
meeting  hills  in  battle ; such  the  giant  effort  with  which 
the  warriors  urge  on  their  tower-crowned  ships.  From 
the  hand  is  scattered  a shower  of  flaming  tow  and  flying 
steel : the  plains  of  Neptune  redden  with  unwonted 
carnage.  In  the  midst  of  them  the  queen  is  cheering  on 
her  forces  with  the  timbrel  of  her  native  land ; casting  as 
yet  no  glance  on  the  twin-born  snakes  that  threaten  her 
rear.  There  are  the  portentous  gods  of  all  tlie  nations, 
and  Anubis  the  barking  monster,  brandishing  their 
w'eapons  in  the  face  of  Neptune  and  Venus  and  in  tlie 
fiicc  of  Pallas.  Midmost  in  the  fray  storms  Mavors, 
relieved  in  iron,  and  fell  Fury-fiends  swooping  from  the 
sky ; and  Discord  sweeps  along  in  the  glory  of  her  rent 
mantle,  and  at  her  back  Belloua  with  blood-dropping 
scourge.  There  was  Actium’s  Apollo,  with  his  eye  on  the 
fray,  bending  his  bow  from  above  ; at  whose  terror  all 
Egypt  and  Ind,  all  Arabia,  all  the  sons  of  Saba  were 
turning  the  back  in  flight.  The  queen  herself  was  shown 
spretiding  her  sails  to  friendly  breezes,  and  just  just  loosing 
the  sheets.  On  her  face  the  Lord  of  the  Fire  had  written 
the  paleness  of  foreshadowed  death,  as  she  drove  on 
among  corpses  before  tlie  tide  and  the  zephyr ; over 
against  her  was  Nile,  his  vast  body  writhing  in  woe, 
throwing  open  his  bosom,  and  with  his  whole  flowing 
raiment  inviting  the  vanquished  to  his  green  lap  and  his 
sheltering  flood.  But  Ciesar,  entering  the  walls  of  Home 
in  threefold  triumph,  was  consecrating  to  the  gods  of 
Italy  a votive  tribute  of  deathless  gratitude,  three  hundred 
mighty  fanes  the  whole  city  througli.  The  ways  were 
ringing  witli  gladness  and  with  games  and  with  plausive 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  .ENEII). 


T]- 

' S20 

peal ; in  every  temple  thronged  a matron  comj^any, 
in  every  temple  an  altar  blazed  ; in  front  of  the  altai-s 
slaughtered  bullocks  strewed  the  floor.  The  hero  himself, 
throned  on  dazzling  Phoebus’ snow-white  threshold,  is  tell- 
ing over  the  offerings  of  all  the  nations  and  hanging  them 
up  on  the  proud  temple  gates ; there  in  long  procession 
move  the  conquered  peoples,  diverse  in  tongue,  diverse 
no  less  in  garb  and  in  armour.  Here  had  Mulciber  por- 
trayed the  Nomad  race  and  the  zoneless  sons  of  Afric : 
here,  too,  Ijcleges  and  Cnrians  and  quivered  Gelonians : 
Euphrates  was  flowing  with  waves  subdued  already ; 
and  the  Morini,  furthest  of  mankind,  and  Ehine  with  his 
crescent  horn,  and  tameless  Dahae,  and  Araxes  chafing 
to  be  bridged.  Such  sights  AHneas  scans  with  wonder  on 
Vulcan’s  shield,  his  mother’s  gift,  and  joys  in  the  por- 
traiture of  things  he  knows  not,  as  he  heaves  on  his 
shoulder  the  fame  and  the  fate  of  grandsons  yet  to  be. 
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While  tliose  things  arc  in  progress  far  away,  Juno, 
Saturn’s  dauglitcr,  has  sent  down  Iris  from  above  on  an 
ciTand  to  Turnus  the  bold.  It  chanced  tliat  then  Turnus 
was  sitting  in  the  grove  of  his  sire  rilunmus,  deep  in  the 
hallowed  dell.  Him  then  the  child  of  Thaumas  besjxike 
thus  from  her  rosy  lips : ‘ Turnus,  what  no  god  would 
have  dared  to  promise  to  your  prayers,  lo ! the  mere  lajise 
of  time  has  brought  to  you  unasked.  .,Hueas,  leaving 
behind  town,  comrades,  and  fleet,  is  gone  to  seek  the 
realm  of  the  Palatine,  the  settlement  of  Evander.  Nor  is 
that  all  : he  has  won  his  way  to  Corj’thus’  farthest  towns, 
and  is  arming  the  Lydian  bands,  the  crowds  of  country 
folk.  Why  hesitate  ? now,  now  is  the  moment  to  call  for 
horse  and  car ; fling  delay  to  the  winds,  and  come  down 
on  the  bewildered  camp.’  So  saying,  she  raised  herself 
aloft  on  the  poise  of  her  wings,  and  drew  as  she  fled 
along  the  clouds  her  mighty  bow.  The  warrior  knew  his 
visitant,  lifted  his  two  hands  to  heaven,  and  pursued  her 
flight  with  words  like  these  : ‘ Iris,  fair  glor)’  of  the  sky, 
who  has  sent  thee  down  from  heaven  to  earth  on  an  ciTand 
to  me?  I sec  the  firmament  parting  asunder,  and  the 
stai-s  reeling  about  the  poles.  Yes!  I follow  thy  mighty 
jiresage,  whoe’er  thou  art  thus  calling  me  to  arms.’  With 
these  words  he  went  to  the  river-side,  and  took  up  water 
from  the  brimming  flood,  calling  oft  on  the  gods  and 
burdening  heaven  Avith  a multitude  of  vows. 

And  noAV  his  whole  armyA\-as  iti  motion  along  the  open 
jilain,  richly  doAvered  Avith  horses,  richly  doAvered  Avith 
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gold  and  broidered  raiment.  Messapus  marshals  the  van, 
Tyrrheus’  warrior-sons  the  rear : Turnus  himself,  the 
general,  is  in  the  centre — like  Ganges  with  his  seven  calm 
streams  proudly  rising  through  the  silence,  or  Nile  when  he 
withdi*aws  from  the  plain  his  fertilising  waters  and  has  at 
last  subsided  into  his  bed.  Suddenly  the  Teucrians  look 
forth  on  a cloud  massed  with  murky  dust,  and  see  dark- 
ness gathering  over  the  plain.  First  cries  Caicus  from  the 
rampart’s  front : ‘ What  mass  have  we  here,  my  country- 
men, rolling  towards  us,  black  as  night  ? Quick  with  the 
steel,  bring  weapons,  man  the  walls,  the  enemy  is  upon 
us,  ho !’  With  loud  shouts  the  Teucrians  pour  themselves 
through  all  the  gates  and  through  the  bulwarks.  For 
such  had  been  the  charge  of  ^Flneas,  that  best  of  soldiers, 
wlien  going  on  his  way ; should  aught  fall  out  meiintime, 
let  tliem  not  venture  to  draw  out  their  lines  or  try  the 
fortune  of  the  field  : enough  for  them  to  guard  camp  and 
wall  safe  behind  their  earthworks.  So  now,  though  shame 
and  anger  prompt  to  an  engagement,  they  shield  themselves 
nevertheless  with  closed  gates  in  pursuance  of  his  bidding, 
and  armed,  within  the  covert  of  their  towers,  await  the 
foe.  Turnus,  just  as  he  had  galloped  on  in  advance  of 
his  tardy  column,  appears  unforeseen  before  the  gate  "witli 
a chosen  following  of  twenty  horse  : with  a Thracian 
steed  to  carry  him,  spotted  with  white,  and  a golden  helm 
with  scarlet  crest  to  guard  his  liead.  ‘Now,  gallants, 
which  of  you  will  venture  with  me  first  against  the  foe  ? 
Look  there!’  he  cries,  and  with  a whirl  sends  his  javelin 
into  the  air,  the  overture  of  battle,  and  proudly  prances 
over  the  plain.  His  friends  second  him  with  a shout  and 
follow  with  dreadful  cries ; tliey  wonder  at  the  Teucrians’ 
sluggish  hearts — men-at-arms,  not  to  trust  themselves  to 
a fair  field  or  fight  face  to  face,  but  keep  nursing  their 
camp.  Enraged,  he  rides  round  and  round  the  walls,  and 
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looks  out  for  an  opening  where  way  is  none.  Even  as  a 
wolf,  lying  in  wait  to  surprise  a crowded  fold,  whines 
about  the  enclosure,  exposed  to  wind  and  rain,  at  mid  of 
night ; the  lambs,  nestling  safe  under  their  mothers,  keep 
bleating  loudly ; lie  maddened  and  reckless,  gnashes  his 
teeth  at  tlie  prey  beyond  his  reach,  tormented  by  the  long 
gathered  rage  of  hunger  and  his  dry  bloodless  jaws  : just 
so  tlie  Eutulian  scans  wall  and  camp  with  kindling  wrath  ; 
grief  fires  the  marrow  of  his  iron  bones — how  to  essay  an 
entrance  ? what  way  to  dash  the  prisoned  Trojans  from  the 
rampart  and  fling  them  forth  on  level  ground  ? Close  to 
the  camp’s  side  was  lying  the  fleet,  shored  round  by 
earthworks  and  by  the  river ; this  he  assiiils,  calling  for 
fire  to  his  exulting  mates,  and  filling  his  hand  with  a 
blazing  pine,  himself  all  aglow.  Driven  on  by  Turnus’ 
presence,  they  double  their  efforts : each  soldier  of  the 
band  equips  himself  with  his  murky  torch.  See,  they 
have  stripped  the  hearths ; the  smoking  brand  sends  up  a 
pitchy  glare,  and  the  Fire-god  wafts  clouds  of  soot  and 
flame  heaven-high. 

What  god,  ye  Muses,  shielded  the  Teucrians  from  a fire 
so  terrible?  who  warded  off  from  the  ships  so  vast  a 
conflagration  ? Tell  me,  the  faith  in  the  tale  is  old,  but 
its  fame  is  evergreen. 

In  early  days,  when  iEiieas  in  Phrygian  Ida  was  first 
fiishioning  his  fleet  and  making  ready  for  the  high  seas, 
the  great  mother  of  the  gods,  they  say,  the  Berecyntian 
queen,  thus  addressed  almighty  Jove  : ‘ Grant,  my  son,  to 
thy  mother’s  prayer  the  boon  she  asks  thee  on  thy  con- 
quest of  Olympus.  A pine-forest  is  mine,  endeared  by 
the  love  of  many  years,  a sacred  grove  on  the  mountain’s 
height,  whither  worshippers  brought  their  offerings,  be- 
darkened  with  black  pitch-trees  and  trunks  of  maple  : 
these  I was  fain  to  give  to  the  youth  of  Dardany  when  he 
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needed  a fleet ; now  niy  anxious  lieart  is  wrung  l)y 
disturbing  fears.  Release  me  from  my  dread,  and  let  a 
mother's  prayer  avail  thus  much  : let  them  be  overcome 
by  no  strain  of  voyage,  no  violence  of  wind ; give  them 
good  of  their  birth  on  my  sacred  hill.’  To  her  rejdied 
her  son,  who  wields  the  starrj*  sphere  : ‘ 0 mother,  wdiithcr 
w’ouldst  thou  wrest  the  course  of  fate  r*  wdiat  askest  thou 
for  these  thy  favourites  ? should  ve.ssels  framed  by  mortal 
hand  have  charter  of  immortality?  should  .tRneas,  himself 
assured,  meet  perils  all  unsure  ? What  god  had  ever 
l)rivilege  so  great?  Nay,  rather,  when  their  service  is 
over  and  they  gain  one  day  the  haven  of  Ausonia,  from 
all  such  as  escape  the  w'aves  and  convoy  the  Dardan  chief 
safe  to  Ijaurentian  soil,  I will  take  away  their  perishable 
shape,  and  summon  them  to  the  state  of  goddesses  of  the 
mighty  ocean,  in  form  like  Xcrcus’  children,  Doto  and 
Galatea,  when  they  breast  the  foaming  deep.’  He  said ; 
and  by  the  river  of  his  Stygian  brother,  by  the  banks 
that  seethe  with  pitch  and  are  washed  by  the  murky 
torrent,  he  nodded  confirmation,  and  with  his  nod  made 
all  Olympus  tremble. 

So  now  the  promised  day  w^as  come,  and  the  Destinies 
had  fulfilled  the  time  appointed,  when  Turnus’  lawless 
violence  gave  warning  to  the  mighty  mother  to  -ward  olT 
the  firebrand  from  her  consecrated  ships.  Now  in  a 
moment  a strange  light  fla-shed  on  the  eyes  of  all,  and  a 
great  cloud  was  seen  from  the  quarter  of  the  dawn-goddess 
running  athwart  the  sky,  with  the  choirs  of  Ida  in  its 
train  ; then  came  darting  through_theair  a voice  of  terror, 
thrilling  the  ranks  of  Trojan  and  Eutulian  from  end  to 
end  : ‘ Busy  not  yourselves,  ye  Teucrians,  to  defend  my 
ships,  nor  take  weapons  into  your  hands:  Turnus  shall  have 
leave  to  burn  up  the  ocean  sooner  than  to  consume  my 
sacred  pines.  Go  free,  my  favourites : go  and  be  goddesses 
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of  tlie  sea : it  is  the  niotlier’s  voice  tliat  bids  you.’  And 
at  once  each  .ship  snaps  lier  cable  from  tlie  bank,  and  like 
a dolphin  dips  her  beak  and  makes  for  the  bottom.  Then 
all  emerge  in  maiden  forms,  a marvel  to  behold,  and 
brea.st  the  main,  as  many  as  stood  a moment  ago  with 
their  brazen  j)rows  to  the  shore. 

Amazement  seized  the  Entulians;  terror  came  on  Mes 
sapus  himself,  confusion  on  his  steeds ; even  Tiber,  the 
river,  pauses,  murmuring  hoarsely,  and  retraces  his  sea- 
ward course.  But  bold  Turnus’  confidence  felt  no  check ; 
no,  his  words  are  readj’  to  encourage  and  upbraid  : ‘ It  is 
at  the  Trojans  that  these  portents  point : Jove  himself  has 
robbed  them  of  their  wonted  resource;  they  wait  not  for 
Eutulian  fire  and  sword  to  do  the  work.  Yes,  the  sea  is 
impassable  to  the  Teucrians ; hope  of  flight  have  they 
none ; one  half  of  nature  is  taken  from  them  ; as  for  earth, 
it  is  in  our  hands,  thanks  to  tlie  thousands  here  .standing  in 
arms,  the  tribes  of  Italy.  I care  not  for  the  fateful  utter- 
ances of  heaven  that  these  riiiygians  vaunt,  be  they  what 
they  may : fate  and  Venus  have  had  license  enough,  in 
that  the  Trojans  have  .set  foot  on  the  soil  of  our  rich 
Ausonia.  I,  too,  have  a fate  of  my  own,  to  mow  down 
with  the  sword  the  guilty  nation  that  has  stolen  my  bride ; 
that  wrong  of  theirs  comes  not  home  to  the  Atrid®  alone, 
nor  has  Mycen®  alone  the  privilege  of  going  to  war.  But 
one  destruction  is  enough  for  them — ay,  had  one  trans- 
gression been  enough,  so  that  they  had  henceforth 
loathed  the  sex  well-nigh  to  a woman.  Men  who  trust 
in  their  intervening  rampart,  whom  the  pause  at  the 
trench,  those  few  feet  of  distance  from  death,  inspires  with 
courage.  Wliy,  did  they  not  see  their  city  of  Troy  sink 
into  the  fire,  though  built  by  the  hand  of  Neptune?  But 
you,  my  chosen  mates,  who  is  there  ready  to  hew  down 
the  rampart  and  rush  with  me  on  their  bewildered  camp  ? 


Digitized  by  Google 


S32 


THE  /ENEID. 


I need  not  the  arms  of  Vulcan  nor  a thousand  sail  for  my 
Trojan  war.  Let  all  Etruria  join  them  in  a body.  Night 
alarms,  cowardly  thefts  of  their  guardian  image,  slaughter- 
ings of  the  sentry  on  the  height,  they  need  fear  none  of 
these ; we  will  not  skulk  in  a horse’s  murky  womb  : in 
broad  day,  in  the  sight  of  all,  I stand  pledged  to  put  a 
ring  of  fire  round  their  walls.  I will  not  let  them  fancy 
they  are  dealing  with  the  Danaans  and  the  Pelasgiau 
chivalry,  whom  Hector  kept  ten  years  waiting  for  their 
due.  Now,  since  the  better  part  of  the  day  is  spent,  for 
what  remains,  gallants,  refresh  yourselves  after  your  g(X)d 
service,  and  be  itssured  that  battle  is  getting  ready.’ 

Meantime  the  charge  is  given  to  Mes.sapus  to  leaguer 
the  gates  with  relays  of  watchmen,  and  throw  a girdle  of 
fire  round  the  ramparts.  Twice  seven  Eutulian  chiefs  are 
chosen  to  keep  armed  observation  of  the  walls  : a hundred 
warriors  attend  on  each,  red  with  scarlet  crests  and  gleam- 
ing with  gold.  They  move  from  place  to  place  and  relieve 
one  another,  and  stretched  on  the  grass  give  wine  its  fling 
and  tilt  the  brazen  bowl.  Bright  shine  the  fires : the 
warders  speed  the  wakeful  night  with  sport  and  game. 

The  Trojans  look  forth  on  the  scene  from  their  eai  th- 
works,  as  in  arms  they  man  tlie  summit;  with  anxious 
fear  they  test  the  gates,  and  link  bridge  and  bulwark,  their 
weapons  in  their  hands.  First  in  the  work  are  Mnestheus 
and  keen  Serestus,  whom  father  yEneas,  should  adverse 
crisis  call  for  action,  left  to  command  the  warriors  and 
govern  affairs  at  home.  The  whole  army  along  the  wall, 
dividing  the  danger,  keeps  guard,  each  relieving  each  at 
the  post  assigned. 

The  warder  of  the  gate  was  Nisus,  a soldier  of  keenest 
mettle,  Hyrtacus’  son,  whom  Ida  the  huntress  sent  to 
attend  .^neas,  quick  with  the  dart  and  the  Hying  arrow  : 
and  at  his  side  Euryalus,  than  who  was  none  fairer  among 
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^Eneas’  children,  none  that  ever  donned  the  arms  of 
Troy,  a stripling  whose  unrazored  cheeks  just  showed 
the  first  bloom  of  youth.  Theirs  was  a common  love  : 
side  by  side  they  wont  to  ru.sh  into  the  battle : and  even 
then  they  were  keeping  watch  at  the  gate  in  joint  duty. 
Nisus  exclaims  ; ‘ Is  it  the  gods,  Eurj’alus,  that  make  men’s 
hearts  glow  thus  ? or  does  each  one’s  ungoverned  yearning 
become  his  god  ? My  heart  has  long  been  astir  to  rush 
on  war  or  other  mighty  deed,  nor  will  peaceful  quiet  con- 
tent it.  You  see  the  Eutulians  there,  delivered  up  to 
cxinfidence  in  the  future : their  line  of  lights  gleams 
brokenly : unnerved  with  sleep  and  wine,  yonder  they  lie  : 
all  around  is  still.  Li.sten  on,  and  learn  on  what  I am 
brooding,  and  what  thought  is  this  moment  uppermost. 
“ J5neas  should  be  recalled  ” — so  cry  people  and  leaders 
as  one  man  ; “ messengers  should  be  sent  to  tell  him  the 
truth.”  If  they  pledge  themselves  to  what  I ask  for  you 
— for  me  the  fame  of  the  deed  is  sufficient — methinks 
under  the  mound  yonder  I could  find  a way  to  the  city 
walls  of  Pallanteum.’  A thrill  of  generous  ambition 
struck  wonder  into  Euryalus,  as  thus  he  addressed  his 
glowing  friend : ‘ And  would  you  shrink  from  taking  me 
with  you,  Nisus,  on  this  high  occasion  ? Am  I to  send 
you  out  alone  on  such  perilous  errand  ? It  was  not  thus 
that  my  father,  the  veteran  Opheltes,  reared  and  bred 
me  among  Argive  terrors  and  Trojan  agonies,  nor  have 
such  been  my  doings  at  your  side,  since  I followed  our 
hero  .Eneas  and  his  desperate  fate.  Here,  here,  within 
me  is  a soul  that  thinks  scorn  of  happy  sunshine,  and 
deems  that  the  glory  at  which  you  aint  were  cheaply 
bought  with  life  ’ ‘ Nay,’  returns  Nisus,  ‘ trust  me,  I had  no 
such  fear  of  you — none  such  had  been  just : so  may  I return 
to  you  in  triumph,  by  grace  of  mighty  Jove,  or  whosoever 
now  looks  down  on  us  with  righteous  eyes.  But  should 
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aught — and  a venture  like  this,  3'ou  see,  has  a thousand 
such — sliould  aught  sway  tilings  amiss,  be  it  chance  or 
heaven’s  will,  I would  lain  have  3'ou  sparcnl  : yours  is  the 
meeter  age  for  life.  Let  me  have  one  to  rescue  me  in  light, 
or  redeem  me  by  ransom  paid,  and  so  consign  me  to  the 
burial  all  receive : or  should  Fortune  grudge  even  tliat,  to 
pay  me  the  rites  of  the  absent,  and  give  me  the  adorn- 
ment of  a tomb.  Nor  let  me  be  the  cause  of  grief  so 
terrible  to  that  unhapp3'  parent,  who  alone  of  many 
matrons  lias  had  a heart  to  follow  you,  dear  bo3’,  nor 
cares  for  the  city  of  great  Accstes.’  He  replied  : ‘ Spinning 
empt3'  pretexts  is  idle  work : there  is  no  change  or 
faltering  in  my  resolve.  Ui)  and  despatch  ! ’ At  once 
he  rouses  the  guard,  who  take  his  place  and  fulfil  their 
time,  while  he,  departing  from  the  post,  walks  side  b3’  side 
with  Nisus,  and  they  seek  the  prince  together. 

All  else  that  breathed  on  earth  were  asleep,  their  load 
of  care  unbound,  their  hearts  oblivious  of  toil ; the  chief 
leaders  of  the  Teucrians,  the  flower  of  the  host,  were 
holding  council  on  the  crisis  in  their  realm’s  fortune,  what 
the3'  should  do,  or  who  should  at  length  be  sent  with  the 
news  to  .^Eneas.  There  the3'  stand  pro[>])ed  ou  their  long 
spears,  their  shields  still  in  their  liands,  in  the  midst  of 
camp  and  plain.  At  this  moment  Nisus  and  Euiyalus 
eagerly  crave  instant  admission — the  affair  is  great,  say 
they,  and  well  worth  the  pause  it  claims.  lulus  was  the 
limt  to  welcome  and  reassure  tliem,  and  bid  Nisus  speak. 
'I'hen  began  the  son  of  Hyrtacus  : ‘ Listen,  ye  sons  of 
Tro3%  w'ith  kindly  heed,  nor  let  these  our  proffers  be 
judged  by  our  years.  The  Rutuliaus,  unnerved  by  slee[> 
and  wine,  are  hushed  in  silence : we  have  ourselves 
observed  a place  for  a stealthy  move,  open  through  the 
passage  of  the  gate  wliich  abuts  on  the  sea.  The  line  of 
fires  is  broken,  and  onl3’  dusk3’  smoke  rises  to  the  sk3’ : 
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give  us  but  leave  to  make  vuse  of  fortune,  and  go  in  quest 
of  ^Eneas  and  the  walls  of  I’allanteuu],  soon  shall  you  see^ 
us  here  again  after  a mighty  carnage,  laden  with  spoils. 
Nor  can  the  way  mislead  us  as  we  go : we  have  seen  in 
the  dimness  of  the  vale  the  outskirts  of  the  city  while 
persevering  in  our  hunting,  and  have  made  acquaintance 
with  the  whole  river’s  course.’  Then  spoke  Aletes, 
weighty  with  years  and  ripe  of  understanding;  ‘ Gods  of 
our  fathers,  whose  constant  presence  watches  over  Troy, 
not  yet  in  spite  of  all  do  ye  purpose  to  make  an  utter  end  of 
us  Teucrians,  when  such  are  the  spirits  and  so  steadfast 
tlie  hearts  ye  breed  in  our  youth.’  As  he  said  this,  be 
kept  embracing  the  necks  and  hands  of  both,  and  bathing 
his  cheeks  in  Hoods  of  tears.  ‘ What  guerdons,  gallant 
men,  what  can  I fancy  of  worth  enough  to  pay  you  for 
glories  like  these  ? First  and  richest  of  all  will  be  the 
praise  of  heaven  and  your  own  hearts  : next  to  these 
you  will  receive  the  rest  without  foil  from  good  iEneas 
and  young  Ascanius,  who  will  never  forget  a service  so 
great.’  ‘ Nay,’  cries  Ascanius,  ‘ let  me  speak,  me,  whose 
safety  is  bound  up  with  my  sire’s  return : b)^  our  great 
household  gods  I adjure  you,  Nisus,  by  the  deity  of 
jVss;rracus’  house  and  the  shrine  of  reverend  Vesta — all 
my  fortune,  all  my  trust,  I place  in  your  hands  : bring 
back  my  father,  let  me  see  him  again  ; he  once  restored, 
all  grief  is  over.  I will  give  you  a pair  of  goblets  wrought 
with  silver  and  rough  from  the  chasing-tool,  which  my 
father  took  when  he  conquered  Arisba,  a couple  of 
tripods,  two  great  tidents  of  gold,  and  an  ancient  bowl, 
ISidonian  Dido  its  donor.  But  if  it  be  our  victorious 
fortune  to  conquer  Italy  and  attain  the  crown,  and 
appoint  the  lot  for  the  booty — you  saw  the  horse 
which  Turnus  rode,  the  arms  in  which  he  moved  all 
golden— that  horse,  that  shield,  and  the  sairlet  crest 
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I will  set  apart  from  the  lot,  and  count  it,  Nisus,  yours 
already.  Moreover,  my  sire  shidl  give  you  twelve 
matron  captives  of  choicest  beauty,  male  prisoners  too, 
each  with  his  armour,  and,  to  crown  all,  the  portion  of 
domain  held  by  king  Latinus  himself.  But  you,  whose 
years  are  followed  at  nearer  distance  by  my  own,  revered 
youth,  I take  at  once  to  my  heart,  and  fold  you  there, 
my  comrade  for  whatever  betides.  Never  will  I seek 
glory  for  my  own  estate  apart  from  you  : whether  I have 
peace  or  war  on  hand,  yours  shall  be  my  utmost  con- 
fidence in  deed  and  in  word.’  To  him  spoke  Euryalus  in 
reply  : ‘ No  length  of  time  shall  find  me  false  to  the  pro- 
mise of  my  bold  essay : let  but  fortune  speed  and  not 
thwart  us.  But  one  boon  I would  ask  of  j’ou  beyond 
all  others : I have  a mother  of  Priam’s  ancient  house, 
whom  not  the  land  of  Dium,  not  the  city  of  king  Acestes, 
could  keep,  poor  soul,  from  going  with  me.  Her  I am 
now’  leaving,  ignorant  of  this  peril,  be  it  what  it  may,  w’ith 
no  word  of  greeting — Night  and  your  right  hand  are  my 
witnesses — because  I could  not  bear  a parent’s  tears.  But 
you,  I pray,  comfort  her  need  and  support  her  lonely  age. 
With  this  trust  in  you  to  bear  along  w’ith  me,  I shall 
meet  all  that  happens  with  a bolder  spirit.’  Touched  to 
the  heart,  the  children  of  Dardanus  broke  into  tears — 
chief  of  all  the  fair  lulus,  as  the  picture  of  his  own  filial 
love  flashed  upon  his  soul.  Thus  he  speaks  : ‘ Assure 
yourself  that  all  shall  be  done  that  your  mighty  deeds 
deserve.  Yes,  she  shall  be  my  own  mother,  nought 
wanting  but  the  name  to  make  her  Creusa’s  self;  to  have 
borne  you  lays  up  no  mean  store  of  gratitude.  Whatever 
the  fortune  that  attends  your  endeavour,  I sw'ear  by  this 
my  head,  by  which  my  father  has  been  w'ont  to  sw'ear, 
all  that  I promise  to  you  in  the  event  of  your  prosjierous 
return,  shall  remain  in  its  fullness  assured  to  your  mother 
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and  your  house.’  This  he  says  weeping,  and  unbelts 
from  his  shoulder  a gilded  sword  wrought  with  rare  art 
by  Lycaon  of  Crete,  and  fitted  for  use  with  a scabbard  of 
ivory.  To  Nisus  Mnestheus  gives  a skin,  a lion’s  shaggy 
spoils : Aletes,  true  of  heart,  makes  an  exchange  of 
helmets.  Their  anning  done  they  march  along  ; and  as 
they  go,  the  whole  band  of  nobles,  young  and  old,  escorts 
them  to  the  gate  with  prayers  for  their  safety.  There 
too  was  fair  lulus,  in  heart  and  forethought  manlier  than 
his  years,  giving  them  many  a charge  to  cariy  to  his 
father.  But  the  winds  scatter  all  alike,  and  deliver  them 
cancelled  to  the  clouds. 

Passing  thi’ough  the  gate,  they  cross  the  trenches,  and 
through  the  midnight  shade  make  for  the  hostile  camp — 
destined,  though,  fii-st  to  be  the  death  of  many.  All 
about  the  grass  they  see  bodies  stretclied  at  length  by 
sleep  and  wine,  cars  tilted  up  on  the  shore,  men  lying 
among  wheels  and  harness,  with  armour  and  pools  of 
wine  about  them.  First  spoke  the  son  of  HyrUrcus : 
‘ Euryalus,  daring  hands  are  wanted ; the  occasion  now 
calls  for  action ; here  lies  our  way.  Do  you  keep  watch 
and  wide  look-out,  lest  any  hand  be  lifted  against  us  from 
behind ; I will  lay  these  ranks  waste,  and  give  you  a 
broad  path  to  walk  in.’  So  saying,  he  checks  his  voice, 
and  at  once  with  his  tyrannous  sword  assails  lihamnes, 
who,  pillowed  on  a vast  pile  of  rugs,  was  breathing  from 
all  his  breast  the  breath  of  sleep — a king  himself,  and 
king  Turnu.s’  favourite  augur ; but  his  augury  availed 
him  not  to  ward  oil’  death.  Close  by  he  surprises  three 
attendants,  stretched  carelessly  among  their  weapons,  and 
Eemus’  armour-bearer  and  charioteer,  catching  him  as  he 
laj’  at  the  horses’  side : the  steel  shears  through  their 
drooping  necks ; then  he  lops  the  head  of  their  lord,  and 
leaves  the  trunk  gurgling  and  siwuting  blood,  while 
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ground  and  couch  are  recking  with  black  streams  of  gore. 
Lainyrus  too,  and  Lainus,  and  young  Serranus,  wlio  had 
|)layed  long  that  night  in  the  pride  of  his  beauty,  and 
was  lying  with  the  dream-god’s  hand  heavy  upon  him ; 
happy,  had  he  made  his  play  as  long  as  the  night,  and 
pushed  it  into  morning.  Like  a hungry  lion  making 
havoc  throimh  a teeming  fold — for  the  madness  of 
famine  constrains  him — he  goes  mangling  and  dragging 
along  the  feeble  cattle,  dumb  with  ten-or,  and  gnashing 
his  bloody  teeth.  Nor  less  the  carnage  of  Euryalus  : he, 
too,  all  on  fire,  storms  along,  and  sla}'s  on  his  road  a vast 
and  nameless  crowd,  Fadus  and  Herbesus,  and  Ehoetus 
and  Abaris — unconscious  these : Ehoetus  was  awake  and 
saw  it  all,  but  in  his  fear  he  crouched  behind  a massive 
bowl ; whence,  as  he  rose,  the  conqueror  plunged  into  his 
fronting  lireast  the  length  of  his  sword,  and  drew  it  back 
with  a torrent  of  death.  The  d)*ing  man  vomits  forth  his 
cnnison  life,  and  disgorges  mingled  wine  and  blood : the 
foe  pursues  his  stealthy  work.  And  now  he  was  making 
for  ^Messapus’  followers,  for  there  he  saw  the  flicker  of 
dying  fires,  and  horses  tied  and  browsing  at  their  ea.se ; 
when  thus  spoke  Nisus  in  brief,  seeing  him  hurried  on  by 
passion  and  exce.ss  of  slaughter  : ‘ Forbear  we  now  ; the 
daylight,  our  enemy,  is  at  hand ; we  have  supped  on 
vengeance  to  the  full ; a highway  is  open  through  the  foe.’ 
Many  warriors’  arms  they  leave,  wrought  of  solid  silver, 
many  bowls  and  gorgeous  coverlets.  Euryalus  lays  hand 
on  Ehamnes’  trappings  and  his  belt  with  golden  studs, 
sent  by  wealthy  Cmdicus  of  old  as  a present  to  Eemulus 
of  Tibur,  when  he  fain  would  make  him  his  friend  from  a 
distance ; he,  dying,  leaves  them  to  his  grandson,  after 
whose  death  the  Eutulians  won  them  in  battle;  these 
he  strips  off,  and  fits  them  to  his  valiant  breast,  all  for 
nought.  Then  he  puts  on  Messapus’  shapely  helm,  with 
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its  graceful  crest.  They  leave  the  camp,  and  pass  into 
sjifety. 

Meanwhile  a troop  of  horse,  sent  on  from  the  town  of 
Latium,  while  the  rest  of  the  force  abides  drawn  up  on 
the  field,  was  on  its  way  with  a message  to  king  Turuus, 
three  hundred,  shield-bearers  all,  with  Volscens,  their 
chief.  They  were  just  nearing  the  camp,  and  passing 
under  the  wall,  when  at  distance  they  spy  the  two 
bending  to  the  left,  and  the  helmet,  seen  in  the  glimmering 
twilight,  betrayed  the  heedless  Euryalus,  as  the  moon- 
beam flashed  full  upon  it.  The  sight  fell  not  on  idle  eyes. 
Volscens  shouts  from  his  band : ‘ Halt,  gallants ; tell 
your  errand,  who  you  are  thus  armed,  and  whither  you 
are  going.’  They  venture  no  reply,  but  hasten  the  faster 
to  the  woods,  and  make  the  night  their  friend.  The 
honsemen  bar  each  well-known  passage  right  and  left  and 
set  a guard  on  every  outlet.  The  woo<.l  was  slugged  with 
thickets  and  dark  ilex  boughs ; impenetrable  briars  filled 
it  on  every  side ; through  the  concealed  tracks  just  gleamed 
a narrow  path.  Euryalus  is  hampered  by  the  darkness  of 
the  branches,  and  the  encumbrance  of  his  booty,  and  fear 
makes  him  miss  the  right  line  of  road.  Xisus  shoots 
away : and  now  in  his  forgetfulness  he  had  escaped  the 
foe,  and  gained  the  region  afterwards  called  Alban  from 
Alba’s  name;  in  that  day  king  Latinus  had  there  his 
stately  stalls ; when  he  halted,  and  looked  back  in  vain 
for  the  friend  he  could  not  see.  ‘ My  poor  Euryalus  ! 
where  have  I left  you?  what  way  shall  I trace  you, 
unthreading  all  the  tangled  path  of  that  treacherous 
wix)d  ? ’ As  he  speaks,  he  scans  and  retraces  each  step, 
and  wanders  through  the  stillness  of  the  brakes.  He 
hears  the  horses,  hears  the  noise  and  the  tokens  of 
pursuit.  Pass  a few  moments,  and  a shout  strikes  on  his 
ear,  and  he  sees  Euryalus,  who  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
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whole  crew,  the  victim  of  the  ground  and  tlie  night, 
bewildered  by  the  sudden  onslaught,  hurried  along,  and 
making  a thousand  fruitless  efforts.  What  should  he  do  ? 
with  what  force,  what  arms  can  he  attempt  a rescue? 
should  he  dash  through  the  thick  of  their  swords  with 
death  before  his  eyes,  and  hurry  to  a glorious  end  in  a 
shower  of  wounds  ? Soon,  with  his  arm  drawn  back,  he 
poises  his  spear-shaft,  looking  up  to  the  moon  in  the  sky, 
and  thus  prays  aloud  : ‘ Thou,  goddess,  be  thou  present, 
and  befriend  my  endeavour,  Latona’s  daughter,  glory  of 
the  heavens  and  guardian  of  the  woods : if  ever  my 
father  Hyrtacus  brought  gift  for  me  to  thine  altar,  if  ever 
my  own  hunting  .swelled  the  tribute,  if  ever  I hung  an 
offering  from  thy  dome  or  fiistened  it  on  thy  hallowed 
summit,  suffer  me  to  confound  this  mass,  and  guide  my 
weapons  through  the  air.’  This  said,  with  an  effort  of  his 
whole  frame  he  hurled  the  steel.  The  flying  spear  strikes 
through  the  shades  of  night,  reaches  the  turned  back  of 
Sulino,  (liere  snaps  short,  and  pierces  the  midriff'  with  the 
broken  wood.  Down  he  tumbles,  disgorging  from  his 
breast  the  warm  life- torrent  that  leaves  him  cold,  and  Iona 
choking  gasps  smite  on  his  sides.  They  look  round  this 
way  and  that : while  the  same  fell  arm,  netwed  by  success, 
is  levelling,  see!  another  weapon  from  the  ear-tip.  While 
all  is  confusion,  the  spear  has  pa.ssed  through  Tagus’  two 
temples  with  whizzing  sound,  and  lies  warmly  lodged  in 
his  cloven  brain.  Volscens  storms  with  fury,  yet  sees 
nowhere  the  author  of  the  wound,  nor  on  Avhom  to  vent 
his  rage  ; ‘ You,  however,  shall  pay  both  debts  meanwhile 
with  your  heart’s  blood,’  cries  he ; and  speaking,  rushes 
with  ilrawn  sword  on  Euryalus.  Then,  indeed,  in  frantic 
agony,  Nisus  shouts  aloud ; no  more  care  had  he  to  hide 
himself  in  darkness,  no  more  strength  to  bear  go’ief  so 
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terrible  : ‘ Me,  me ! behold  the  doer ! make  me  your 
mark,  0 Eutulians ! mine  is  all  the  blame ; he  had  no 
heart,  no  hand  for  such  deeds ; this  heaven,  these  stars 
know  that  it  is  true ; it  was  but  that  he  loved  his  unhappy 
friend  too  well.’  Thus  he  was  pleading ; but  the  sword, 
tlriven  with  the  arm’s  full  force,  has  pierced  the  ribs  and 
is  rending  the  snowy  breast.  Down  falls  Euryalus  in 
death  ; over  his  beauteous  limbs  gushes  the  blood,  and  his 
powcrle.ss  neck  .sinks  on  his  shoulders ; as  when  a purple 
flower,  severed  by  the  plough,  pines  in  death,  or  poppies 
with  faint  necks  droop  the  head,  when  rain  has  chanced  to 
weigh  them  down.  But  Nisus  rushes  full  on  the  foe, 
Volscens  his  one  object  among  them  all ; he  cares  for 
none  but  Volscens  : the  enemy  cluster  round,  and  assail 
him  on  all  sides;  none  the  less  he  holds  on  his  way, 
whirling  his  lightning  blade,  till  at  last  he  lodges  it  full  in 
the  Rutulian’s  flice,  as  he  shrieks  for  aid,  and  dying  robs 
his  foe  of  life.  Tlien  he  iking  him.self  on  his  breathless 
friend,  pierced  through  and  through,  and  there  at  length 
slept  away  in  peaceful  death. 

Happy  pair ! if  this  my  song  has  aught  of  potency,  no 
lapse  of  days  shall  efface  your  names  from  the  memory 
of  time,  so  long  as  the  hou.se  of  ..Eneas  shall  dwell  on 
the  Capitol’s  moveless  rock,  and  a Roman  fother  shall  be 
the  world’s  lord. 

The  Rutulian  conquerors,  enriched  with  spoil  and 
booty,  were  bearing  Volscens’  body  to  the  camp  with  team  in 
their  eyes.  Nor  less  loud  is  the  wailing  in  the  camp,  when 
they  find  Rhamnes  drained  of  life,  and  those  many  chiefs 
slain  by  a single  carnage — Serranus,  Numa,  and  the  rest. 
They  flock  in  crowds  to  the  bodies,  the  warriors  yet 
breathing,  the  place  fresh  and  reeking  with  slaughter, 
and  the  streams  of  gore  full  and  foaming.  They  pass  the 
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gleaming  helm,  and  the  trappings  wliich  it  cost  such 
8W{>at  to  recover. 

Now  at  last  tlie  goddess  of  the  dawn  was  sprinkling 
tlio  world  with  new-born  light,  as  she  rose  from  Tithonus’ 
saffron  couch  : the  sun  had  streamed  in  and  all  was 
revealed  Iw  daybreak,  when  Turnus  summons  his  men 
to  arms,  himself  sheathed  in  armour;  each  general 
musters  in  battle  array  his  brass-mailed  bands,  and, 
scattering  divers  speeches,  stings  them  to  fury.  Nay, 
more,  on  uplifted  spcai-s,  most  piteous  sight,  they  set  up 
the  heads,  and  follow  them  with  deafening  shouts — the 
heads  of  Euryalus  and  Nisus.  .dilneas’  sturdy  family,  on 
the  rami)art’s  left  side,  set  the  fight  in  array — for  the 
right  is  flanketl  by  the  river — guard  the  broad  trenches 
and  stand  on  the  lofty  toAvers,  deej)  in  sorroAV — touched 
to  see  those  lifted  human  countenances,  Avhich  to  their 
grief  they  knew  so  well,  dripping  Avith  black  cornipted 
gore. 

Meantime,  Fame  spreads  her  Avings  and  flies  with  the 
iieAvs  through  the  Avildered  settlement,  and  reaches  the 
ears  of  Euryalus’  mother.  At  once  the  vital  heat  left  her 
Avretched  frame ; the  shuttle  Avas  dashed  from  her  hands, 
and  the  thread  ran  back.  Forth  flies  the  unhappy  dame, 
and  Avith  a Avoman’s  piercing  shriek,  her  tresses  rent,  makes 
madly  for  the  Avails  and  the  van  of  battle,  heeding  not 
the  eyes  of  men,  heeding  not  the  jieril  and  the  shoAver 
of  javelins,  Avhile  she  fills  the  heaven  Avith  lier  plaints  : 
‘ Is  it  thus,  Euryalus,  that  I see  you  again  ? have  you,  the 
late  solace  of  my  Availing  yearn,  had  the  heart  to  leave 
me  alone,  unpitying  ? nor,  Avhen  you  ventured  on  such 
dangerous  errand,  might  your  Avretched  mothei’  sjieak 
her  farcAvell  ? Alas ! on  an  unknoAvn  land  you  are 
lying,  exposed  to  the  ravin  of  Latium’s  dogs  and  birds ; 
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nor  liave  I,  your  motlier,  followed  your  corpse  to  the 
tomb,  or  closed  your  eyes,  or  bathed  your  wounds, 
shrouding  you  witli  the  robe  which  I worked  so  liard  to 
finish  day  and  night,  and  made  the  loom  the  medicine  of 
an  old  wife’s  sorrow ! Where  shall  I seek  you  ? what 
land  now  contains  those  severed  limbs,  that  mutilated 
corpse  ? is  this  the  sole  relic  of  yourself  that  j'ou  bring 
back  to  me,  my  son  ? is  this  what  I followed  over  land 
and  sea  ? Pierce  me,  if  you  have  aught  of  human  feeling 
— shower  on  mo  all  your  darts,  ye  Eutulians,  let  the 
sword  make  me  its  first  meal ; or  do  thou,  great  sire  of 
the  gods,  have  mercy,  and  wdth  thy  lightning-bolt  strike 
down  to  Tartarus  this  hated  life,  since  I cannot  otherwise 
end  the  cruel  pain  of  being.’  Her  wail  shook  every  heart 
to  its  centre  ; a groan  of  sorrow  passed  through  the  ranks  ; 
their  martial  prowess  flags  and  faints.  At  last,  as  her 
agony  Haines  higher,  Idteus  and  Actor,  bidden  by 
Ilioneus  and  the  teaiful  lulus,  lay  hold  of  her,  and  carry 
in  their  arms  within. 

But  the  trumpet  from  its  brazen  throat  uttered  afar  a 
tremendous  blare  ; a shout  ensues,  and  heaven  returns 
the  roar.  Quick  speed  the  Volscians,  carrying  in  level 
line  their  penthouse  of  shields,  and  strive  to  fill  the  moat 
and  pluck  down  the  palisade.  Some  look  about  for  an 
access,  and  fain  would  scale  the  walls  with  ladders,  where 
the  line  of  defence  is  thin,  and  the  ring  of  men,  not  too 
closely  set,  shows  a gleaming  interval.  The  Teucrians, 
on  their  part,  shower  missiles  of  every  sort,  and  repulse 
the  assailants  with  strong  poles,  taught  by  a long  war’s 
experience  how  to  guai’d  their  walls.  Stones,  too,  they 
kept  rolling  of  fatal  bulk,  in  hope  to  break  through  the 
foe’s  sheltered  ranks,  though  beneath  so  firm  a penthouse 
a soldier  may  well  smile  at  all  that  can  betide.  Ay, 
and  it  ceases  to  avail  them  : for  where  a mighty  mass 
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threatens  the  rampart,  the  Teucrians  push  forward  and 
roll  down  an  enonnous  weight,  which  made  wide  havoc 
among  the  Eutulians,  and  burst  the  joints  of  their 
harness.  And  now  the  bold  Eutulians  care  no  longer  to 
wage  war  in  the  dark,  but  aim  at  driving  them  from  the 
ramparts  with  a storm  of  missiles.  In  another  quarter, 
terrible  to  look  upon,  Mezentius  waves  an  Etruscan  pine 
and  hurls  fire  and  smoke,  while  Messapus,  tamer  of  the 
steed,  of  the  race  of  Neptune,  plucks  down  the  palisade, 
and  calls  for  ladders  to  the  battlement. 

Vouchsafe,  Calliope  and  thy  heavenly  sisterhood,  to  aid 
me  while  I sing,  what  slaughter,  what  deaths  were  dealt 
that  day  in  that  place  by  Turnus’  sword,  Avhat  foes  each 
warrior  sent  down  to  the  grave,  and  help  me  to  unfold 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  mighty  war. 

A tower  there  was,  vast  to  look  on  from  below,  Avith 
lofty  bridges,  placed  on  a vantage-ground,  Avhich  all  the 
Italians,  with  utmost  force  and  utmost  strain  of  might, 
were  essaying  to  storm,  Avhile  the  Trojans,  on  their  side, 
were  defending  it  with  stones,  and  hurling  showers  of 
darts  through  its  narroAv  eyelets.  Turnus  the  first  flung 
a blitzing  torch  and  fastened  fire  on  its  side ; fanned  by 
the  wind,  the  flame  seized  the  planks  and  lodged  in  the 
consuming  doors.  The  inmates  are  all  in  confusion,  and 
in  vain  seek  to  escape  the  mischief.  While  they  huddle 
together  and  retire  upon  the  part  which  the  plague  has 
spared,  in  an  instant  the  tower  falls  heavily  down,  and 
the  firmament  thunders  with  the  crash.  Half  dead  they 
come  to  the  ground,  the  huge  fabric  folloAving  on  their 
backs,  pierced  by  their  own  weapons,  their  breasts 
impaled  by  the  cruel  wood.  Barely  tAvo  escajAed,  Hclenor 
and  Lyons — Helenor  in  prime  of  youth,  Avhom  Licymnia 
the  .slave  had  borne  secretly  to  the  Masonian  king,  and  had 
sent  to  Troy  in  forbidden  arms,  Avith  the  light  accoutre- 
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rneiit  of  a naked  sAvord,  and  a .sliield  uncharged  by  an 
escutcheon.  Soon  as  he  saw  liimself  with  Turnus’  tliousands 
round  him,  tlie  armies  of  Latium  standing  on  this  side 
and  on  that,  like  a beast  tliat,  hemmed  in  by  the  liunters’ 
close-set  ring,  vents  her  rage  on  the  darts  and  flings  her- 
self deliberately  on  death,  and  springs  from  high  on  the 
lino  of  spears,  even  thus  the  doomed  j'outh  rushes  ou  the 
midst  of  the  foe,  making  for  where  he  sees  the  darts  are 
thickest.  But  Lycus,  far  swifter  of  foot,  winds  among 
ranks  of  foes  and  showers  of  steel  and  gains  the  wall,  and 
strives  to  clutch  tlie  febric’s  summit  and  reach  the  hands 
of  his  friend.s.  Whom  Turnus,  following  him  at  once 
with  foot  and  javelin,  taunts  in  victorious  tone;  ‘Dreamed 
you,  poor  fool,  that  you  could  escape  my  hands?’  and 
with  that  he  seizes  him  as  he  hangs  in  air,  and  pulls  him 
down  with  a great  fragment  of  the  wall ; just  as  the 
bearer  of  Jove’s  thunder  trusses  in  his  hooked  talons  a 
hare  or  a snow-white  swan  and  soars  into  the  .skj%  or  one 
of  Mars’  wolves  snatches  from  the  fold  a lamb  which  its 
mother’s  bleatings  reclaim  in  vain.  On  all  sides  rises  the 
war-shout.  They  rush  on  the  trendies  and  fill  them 
with  shattered  earthworks,  while  others  fling  blazing 
firebrands  to  the  roofs.  Ilioneus  with  a rock,  broken 
from  a mighty  mountain,  brings  down  Lucctius  as  he 
assails  the  gates  and  waves  his  torch.  Ligcr  kills 
Emathion,  Asilas  Coiynajus,  one  skilled  with  the  javelin, 
one  with  the  arrow  that  surprises  from  a distance. 
Cameus  slays  Ortygiu.s,  Turnus  the  conqueror  Casneus, 
Turnus  Tt3’s  .and  Clonius,  Dioxippus  and  Promolu.s,  and 
Sagaris,  and  Idas,  who  was  standing  on  the  tun'ct’s  top. 
Capys  kills  Brivernus : Themilla’s  flying  spear  had  grazed 
him  first ; he,  p<wr  fool,  dropped  his  buckler  and  clapped 
his  hand  to  the  wound,  so  the  arrow  came  on  stealthy 
wing,  and  the  hand  was  pinned  to  the  left  side,  and  the 
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inmost  seat  of  breath  is  rent  asunder  by  the  deadly 
wound.  There  stood  the  son  of  Arcens  in  conspicuous 
armour,  his  scarf  embroidered  with  needlework,  in  the 
gloiy  of  Iliberiaii  purple,  fair  of  form,  sent  to  war  by 
his  father  Arcens,  who  had  reared  him  in  his  mother’s 
grove  by  the  streams  of  Symaethus,  where  stands  Palicus’ 
rich  and  gracious  altar : flinging  his  spears  aside,  Mezen- 
tius  whirled  the  strained  thong  of  the  whizzing  sling  thrice 
round  his  head,  and  with  the  molten  bullet  burst  in 
twain  the  forehead  of  the  fronting  foe,  and  stretched  him 
at  full  length  on  the  expanse  of  sand. 

Then  first,  they  say,  Ascanius  levelled  in  war  his 
winged  arrow,  used  till  then  to  terrify  the  beasts  of  chase, 
and  laid  low  by  strength  of  hand  the  brave  Numanus, 
Remulus  by  surname,  who  had  lately  won  and  wedded 
Turnus’  younger  sister.  He  was  stalking  in  front  of  the 
host,  vaunting  aloud  things  meet  and  unmeet  to  tell,  in 
the  insolence  of  new-blown  royalty,  and  venting  his  pride 
in  clamorous  tones : ‘ Are  ye  not  ashamed  to  be  im- 
ju’isoned  yet  again  in  leaguer  and  rampart,  twice-captured 
rhr}’gians,  and  to  put  your  walls  between  you  and  death? 
Lo,  these  are  the  men  who  demand  our  wives  at  the 
sword’s  edge ! What  god,  what  madness,  has  driven  you 
to  Italy?  You  will  not  find  the  Atridic  here,  nor  Ulysses 
the  forger  of  speech.  A hardy  race  even  from  the  stock, 
we  bring  our  sons  soon  as  born  to  the  river’s  side,  and 
harden  tliem  with  the  water’s  cruel  cold.  Our  boys 
s[)cnd  long  days  in  the  chase,  and  weary  out  the  forest ; 
their  sport  is  to  rein  the  steed,  and  level  shafts  from  the 
bow.  Our  youth,  strong  to  labour  and  schooled  by 
want,  subdues  the  earth  witli  the  rake,  or  shakes  the 
city’s  -walls  with  battle.  All  our  life  we  ply  the  steel  ; 
with  the  butt  of  our  s])ears  we  belabour  our  cattle ; old 
iige,  which  dulls  all  else,  impairs  not  the  force  of  our 
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lieartfi  or  clianges  our  fresh  vigour ; the  hoary  liead  is 
chisped  liy  the  lielmet ; our  consUmt  joy  i.s  to  bring  liome 
new  booty  and  live  by  rapine.  Yours  are  embroidered 
garments  of  saffron  and  gleaming  purple  ; sauntering  and 
sloth  are  your  delight ; j’our  pleasure  is  to  indulge  the 
dance ; j’Our  tunics  have  sleeves  and  your  turbans  strings. 
Phrygian  dames  in  sooth — for  Phrj'gian  men  ye  are  not — 
get  you  to  the  heights  of  Dind}’mus,  where  the  pipe 
utteis  its  two-doored  note  to  your  accustomed  ears.  The 
Idrean  mother’s  cymbals,  the  Berecyntian  flute  arc  csdling 
you  to  the  revel ; leave  anus  to  men,  and  meddle  no 
more  with  steel.’ 

Such  boasting  and  such  ill-omened  talk  Ascanius  could 
bear  no  longer ; setting  his  breast  to  the  bow-string  of 
horsehair  he  levelled  his  dart,  and  drawing  his  arms  wide 
apart  he  stood,  having  first  invoketl  Jove  thus  in  suppliant 
prayer:  ‘Jove  Almighty,  smile  on  my  bold  e.ssay ; with 
my  own  hand  I will  bring  to  thy  temple  yearly  offerings, 
and  will  set  before  thine  altar  a bullock  with  gilded  brow, 
snowy  white,  rearing  his  head  to  the  height  of  his 
mother’s,  fit  to  butt  with  the  horn  and  spurn  up  sand 
with  the  hoof.’  The  father  heard  and  from  a cloudless 
quarter  of  the  sky  thundered  on  the  left ; at  the  same 
instant  twanged  the  deadl)’  bow.  Forth  flies  the  arrow 
from  the  string,  whizzing  fearf'ullj',  passes  through  the 
head  of  llemulus,  and  cleaves  with  its  jxnnt  his  hollow 
temples.  ‘Go,  make  valour  the  sport  of  your  boa.sting ; 
the  twice-captured  Phrj'gians  answer  the  liutulians  thus.’ 
So  far  Ascanius  : the  Teucrians  second  him  with  a ciy, 
shont  for  jo}*,  and  mount  heavenward  in  their  e.xultation. 
It  chanced  that  then  in  the  realm  of  sky  long-haired 
Apollo  was  surveying  the  armies  of  Ausonia  and  the  city, 
seated  on  a cloud ; and  thus  addre.s.sed  lulus  in  the 
moment  of  tiiumph  : ‘ Ilejoice,  brave  youth,  in  your  new- 
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won  laurels  ; ’tis  thus  men  climb  the  stars ; son  of  gods 
that  are,  sire  of  gods  that  shall  be ! Well  has  Fate 
ordered  that  beneath  the  house  of  Assaracus  the  wars  of 
the  future  shall  find  their  end ; nor  can  Troy  contain 
your  prowess.’  So  saying  he  shoots  down  from  heaven, 
parts  before  him  the  breathing  gales,  and  makes  for 
Ascanius.  He  changes  his  features  to  those  of  ancient 
Butes,  who  had  once  been  armour-bearer  to  Dardanian 
Anchises  and  trusty  watcher  at  the  gate  ; thence  Ascanius’ 
sire  made  him  his  son’s  guardian.  Apollo  moved  along, 
in  all  things  like  the  aged  veteran,  the  voice,  the  colour, 
the  white  locks,  the  fiercely  clanking  armour  ; and  thus  he 
spoke  to  lulus’  glowing  heart : ‘ Suffice  it,  child  of  iEncas, 
that  Numanus  has  met  from  your  darts  an  unrequited 
death : this  your  maiden  glory  gi’eat  Apollo  vouchsafes 
you  freely,  nor  looks  with  jcalou.sy  on  weapons  like  his 
own ; for  the  rest  abstain  from  war,  as  stripling  should.’ 
So  Apollo  began,  and  ere  his  speech  Avas  well  done  parted 
from  mortal  eyes,  and  vanished  from  sight  into  unsub- 
stantial air.  TheDardan  chiefs  kncAv  the  god  and  his  divine 
artillery,  and  heard  his  quiver  hurtle  as  he  fled.  So  iiow 
at  Phoebus’  present  instance  they  check  Ascanius’  ardour 
for  battle ; themselves  take  their  place  in  the  combat 
once  more,  and  fling  their  lives  into  the  jaAvs  of  danger. 
All  over  the  Avails  passes  the  shout  from  rampart  to 
rampart ; they  bend  their  sharp-springing  boAA's  and  hurl 
their  lashed  javelins — the  ground  is  all  strewn  with  darts  ; 
shields  and  holloAv  helms  ring  Avith  blow  on  blow  ; a 
savage  combat  is  aroused  ; fierce  as  the  rain  coining 
from  the  Avest  at  the  setting  of  the  shoAvery  kid-stars 
scourges  the  earth,  plenteous  as  the  hail  Avhich  the  storm- 
clouds  discharge  into  the  sea,  when  Jove  in  the  sullenness 
of  southern  bla.sts  Avhirls  the  AA^atcry  tempest  and  bursts 
the  misty  chambci's  of  the  sky. 
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Pandarus  and  Bitias,  sons  of  Ida^in  Alcanor,  brouglit 
up  by  Io3ra  the  wood-nymph  in  the  grove  of  Jupiter, 
youths  taJl  as  the  pines  and  peaks  of  their  birthplace, 
throw  open  the  gate,  which  the  general’s  order  placed  in 
their  charge,  relying  on  their  good  steel,  and  invite  the  foe 
to  enter  the  town.  Themselves  within  right  and  left  sUmd 
before  the  bulwarks,  sheathed  in  iron,  the  crest  waving  on 
their  lofty  heads : even  as  high  in  air  beside  the  flowing 
streams,  on  Padus’  banks  it  may  be  or  by  pleasant  Athe- 
sis,  uptower  two  oaks,  raising  to  heaven  their  unshorn 
summits  and  nodding  their  lofty  crowns.  In  rush  the 
Eutulians  when  they  see  the  entry  clear.  In  a moment 
Quercens  and  Aquicolus  in  his  brilliant  armour  and  head- 
long Tmarus  and  Hajmon,  scion  of  Mais,  with  all  their 
followers  are  routed  and  turned  to  flight,  or  on  the 
threshold  of  the  gate  have  resigned  their  lives.  At  this 
the  wrath  of  the  combatants  flames  yet  higher,  and  the 
Trojans  rally  and  muster  in  one  spot  and  venture  to 
engage  hand  to  hand  and  to  advance  farther  into  tlie 
plain. 

Tumus,  the  chief,  while  venting  his  rage  elsewhere  and 
scattering  ranks  of  warriors,  hears  tidings  that  the  foe, 
fevered  by  the  taste  of  blood,  has  thrown  the  gates  open. 
He  leaves  the  work  he  had  begun,  and  stirred  with  giant 
fuiy  hastens  to  the  Hardan  gate  and  the  two  haughty 
brethren.  Hurling  his  dart,  he  first  slays  Antiphates, 
who  happened  first  to  meet  him,  bastard  son  of  great 
Sarpedon  by  a Theban  mother  ; the  shaft  of  Italian  cornel 
flies  through  the  yielding  air,  and  lodging  in  the  throat  goes 
deep  down  into  the  chest ; the  wound’s  dark  jiit  spouts 
forth  a foaming  torrent,  and  the  cold  steel  grows  warm  in 
the  lungs  it  pierces.  Then  with  strong  hand  he  slays 
Mero[)s  and  Erymas  and  then  Aphidnus,  then  Bitias  with 
his  blazing  eyes  and  his  boiling  valour — not  with  a dart. 
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for  to  a dart  he  would  not  have  surrendered  his  life — no ; it 
was  a whirled  phalaric  lance  that  came  hurtling  fiercely, 
shot  like  a thunderbolt,  which  neither  two  bulls’  hides  nor 
a triLsty  corselet  with  double  golden  plait  could  withstand  : 
the  massive  limbs  sink  and  fall : earth  groans,  and  the 
vast  buckler  thunders  on  the  bodj\  Even  thus  some- 
times on  Bairn’s  Euboean  coast  falls  a pile  of  stone, 
which  men  compact  with  mighty  blocks  and  then  fling 
into  the  sea  ; thus  it  comes  down  with  protracted  headlong 
ruin,  and  dashing  on  the  shallows  settles  into  its  place ; 
the  sea  is  all  disturbed,  and  the  murky  sand  rises  to  the 
surface  ; the  crash  shakes  Prochyta  to  her  depths,  and 
Inarime’s  rugged  bed,  laid  by  Jove’s  command  upon 
Typlimus. 

Now  Mars,  the  lord  of  arms,  inspires  the  L;Uians  with 
strength  and  courage,  and  plants  his  stings  deep  in  their 
bosoms,  while  among  the  Teucrians  he  sends  Flight  and 
grisly  Terror.  They  flock  from  this  side  and  from  that, 
now  that  scope  for  battle  is  given,  and  the  warrior  god 
comes  down  on  their  souls.  When  Pandarus  saw  his 
brother’s  corj)se  laid  low,  and  knew  the  posture  of  fortune 
and  the  chance  that  was  swaying  the  day,  with  a mighty 
effort  he  turns  the  gate  on  its  hinge,  pushing  with  his 
broad  shoulders,  and  leaves  outside  many  of  his  comrades 
shut  out  from  the  camp  all  in  the  cruel  battle,  while 
others  he  shuts  in  with  himself,  admitting  them  as  they 
stream  onward — madman,  to  have  failed  to  see  the  king 
of  the  Eutulians  in  the  middle  of  the  company  storming 
in,  and  to  have  shut  him  wantonly  Avithin  the  walls,  like 
a monstrous  tiger  among  a herd  of  helpless  cattle ! On 
the  instant  a strange  light  flashed  fiom  the  eyes  of  the 
foe,  and  his  arms  gave  a fearful  clang ; on  his  helm 
quivers  his  crest,  red  as  blood,  and  from  his  shield  he 
darts  gleaming  lightnings.  With  sudden  confusion  the 


Digitized  by  Google 


C(X)K  JX. 


361 


7?i- 


children  of  ^Eiieas  recognise  that  hated  form  and  tliose 
giant  limbs.  Then  forth  springs  mighty  Pandarus,  and  with 
all  the  glow  of  wrath  for  his  brother’s  death  bespeaks  him 
thus : ‘ This  is  not  the  bridal  palace  of  Amata,  nor  is  it 
Ardea  that  embraces  Turnus  in  the  w'alls  of  his  fathers  ; 
the  enemy’s  camp  is  before  you ; all  escape  is  barred.’ 
To  him  Turnus,  smiling  in  quiet  mood  : ‘ Begin,  if  you 
have  courage,  and  engage  in  combat.  Priam  shall  learn 
from  you  that  here  too  you  have  found  an  Achilles.’  Thus 
he  : Pandarus,  with  the  full  strain  of  his  power,  hurls 
his  spear,  rugged  with  knots  and  unpeeled  bark.  It 
was  launched  on  the  air ; but  Saturnian  Juno  turned 
aside  the  coming  wound,  and  the  spear  lodged  in  the 
gate.  ‘ But  this  my  weapon  you  shall  not  escape,  swayed 
as  it  is  by  my  hand’s  full  force  ; he  from  whom  wound 
and  weapon  come  is  too  strong  for  that.’  So  cries  Turnus, 
and  rises  high  upon  his  lifted  ."^word,  and  cleaves  with  the 
steel  the  forehead  in  twain  full  between  the  temples, 
parting  be.ardless  cheek  from  cheek  with  a ghastly  wound. 
A crash  is  heard  : earth  is  shaken  by  the  enormous 
weight : the  unnerved  limbs,  the  arms  splashed  with  gore 
and  brain  are  stretched  in  death  on  the  ground;  and 
the  head,  shared  in  equal  parts,  hangs  right  and  left  from 
either  shoulder.  The  routed  Trojans  fly  here  and  there  in 
wildering  terror ; and  had  the  thought  at  once  seized  the 
conqueror,  to  burst  the  gates  by  main  force  and  give 
entrance  to  his  friends,  that  day  would  have  ended  a war 
and  a nation  both.  But  rage  and  mad  thirst  for  blood 
drove  him  in  fuiy  on  the  foe  before  him.  First  he  sur- 
prises Phalaris  and  hamstrings  Gyges ; plucks  forth  spears 
and  hurls  them  on  the  backs  of  the  fliers ; Juno  gives 
supplies  of  strength  and  courage.  He  sends  Halys  to 
join  them  and  Phegeus,  pierced  through  the  shield,  and 
cuts  down  others  as  they  sUind  unconscious  on  the  walls 
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and  stir  up  the  battle,  Alciinder  and  llalius,  and  Noeinon 
and  Prytanis.  As  I.ynceus  moved  to  meet  liim  and  calls 
on  his  comrades,  witli  a sweep  of  his  arm  from  tlie  ram- 
part on  his  right  he  catches  him  with  his  whirling  sword ; 
swept  off  by  a single  blow  hand  to  hand,  the  head 
with  the  helmet  on  it  lay  yards  away.  Next  falls  Amycus, 
the  ravager  of  the  forest  brood,  than  who  was  never  man 
more  skilled  to  anoint  the  dart  and  arm  the  steel  with 
venom,  and  Clytius,  son  of  Aeolus,  and  Cretheus,  darling 
of  the  Muses,  Cretheus  the  Muses’  playmate,  whose 
delight  was  ever  in  minstrelsy  and  harp,  and  in  stringing 
notes  on  the  chord  ; songs  of  chargera  and  warrior  arms 
and  battles  were  ever  on  his  lips. 

At  last  the  Teucrian  leadera,  hearing  of  the  slaughter 
of  their  men,  come  together  to  the  spot,  Miiestheus  and 
keen  Serestus,  when  they  see  their  comrades  flying  in 
confusion,  and  the  foe  lodged  in  the  camp.  Out  cries 
Mnestheus  : ‘ Whither  now,  whither  are  ye  making  in 
flight  ? what  further  city  have  ye,  what  walls  beyond  ? 
Shall  it  be  said  that  a single  man,  and  he  too,  my 
countrymen,  hemmed  in  on  all  hands  by  your  ramparts, hiis 
spread  unavenged  such  havoc  through  your  streets,  has 
sent  down  to  death  so  many  of  your  bravest?  As  ye 
think  of  your  unhappy  country,  your  ancient  gods,  your 
great  Aineas,  is  there  no  j)ity,  no  shame  in  your  .sluggish 
hearts?’  Housed  by  these  words  they  rally  and  halt  in 
close  array.  Turnus  step  by  step  withdraws  from  the 
fight,  making  for  the  river  and  the  i)art  round  which  the 
water  runs.  All  the  more  keenlj'  the  Teucrians  press  on 
him  with  loud  shouts  and  close  their  ranks : as  when  a 
cx)mpany  of  hunters  bears  down  on  a saviige  lion  javelin 
in  hand  : he,  .struck  with  fear,  yet  fierce  and  glaring 
angrily,  gives  ground  ; wrath  and  courage  suffer  him  not 
to  turn  his  back,  nor  yet  may  lie  charge,  though  he  fain 
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would  do  so,  through  the  huntsmen  and  the  spears.  Not 
unhke  to  him  Turnus  in  doubt  retraces  his  lingering  foot- 
steps, while  his  heart  boils  with  rage.  Even  then  Uvice 
had  he  dashed  on  the  thick  of  the  foe,  twice  he  drives 
their  ranks  in  huddled  flight  round  the  walls  ; but  the 
w’hole  army  musters  in  a body  from  the  camp,  nor  dares 
Satiuniian  Juno  supply  him  with  strength  to  oppose  them  ; 
for  Jove  sent  down  from  the  sky  celestial  Iris,  with  no 
gentle  message  for  his  sister’s  ear,  if  Turnus  retire  not 
from  the  Teucriaus’  lofty  ram{)arts.  So  now  the  warrior 
cannot  hold  his  own  with  shield  or  sword  ; such  a deluge 
of  darts  overwhelms  him.  Bound  his  hollow  temples  the 
helmet  echoes  with  ceaseless  ringing ; the  solid  plates  of 
brass  give  way  beneath  the  stones  ; the  horsehair  crest  is 
struck  from  his  head ; his  shield’s  boss  cannot  stand  the 
blows  ; faster  and  faster  they  hail  their  spears,  the  Trojans 
and  fiery  Mncstheus.  Over  all  his  frame  flows  the  sweat 
and  trickles  in  a murky  stream,  while  breathe  he  cannot; 
his  sinking  limbs  are  shaken  with  feeble  panting.  At  last 
with  headlong  leap  he  plunged  arms  and  all  into  the 
river.  Tiber  with  his  yellow  gulf  received  the  guest, 
upbore  him  on  his  buoyant  waves,  and  washing  oil'  the 
stains  of  carnage,  restored  him  in  joy  to  his  friends. 
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Meantime  the  palace  of  strong  Olympus  is  thrown  open, 
and  the  sire  of  gods  and  monarch  of  men  summons  a 
council  to  the  starry  chamber,  whence,  throned  on  high, 
he  looks  down  on  the  length  and  breadth  of  earth,  the 
camp  of  the  Dardans  and  the  people  of  Latium.  They 
take  their  seats  in  the  double-gated  mansion  ; he  himself 
opens  the  court : ‘ Mighty  denizens  of  heaven,  wherefore 
is  your  judgment  turned  backward,  and  whence  such  dis- 
cord in  your  unkindly  souls  ‘f  I had  forbidden  that  Italy 
should  meet  the  Teucrians  in  the  shock  of  war.  What 
strife  is  this  in  defiance  of  my  law  ? What  terror  has 
prompted  these  or  those  to  draw  the  sword  and  provoke 
the  fight  ? There  shall  come  a rightful  time  for  combat 
— no  need  for  you  to  hasten  it — when  fierce  Carthage  one 
day  shall  launch  on  the  hills  of  Rome,  mighty  ruin  and 
the  opening  of  Alpine  barriers.  Then  will  your  rancours 
be  free  to  contend,  your  hands  to  plunder  and  ravage ; for 
the  present  let  be,  and  cheerfully  ratify  the  peace  that  I 
have  willed.’ 

Thus  Jupiter  in  brief ; but  not  brief  was  the  answer  of 
golden  Venus  : ‘ 0 Father  ! 0 eternal  sovereignty  of  man 
and  nature  ! for  what  else  can  there  be  which  is  left  us  to 
implore  ? Seest  thou  how  the  Eutulians  insult  ? how 
Turnus  is  whirled  through  the  battle  by  his  haughty 
coursers,  borne  on  the  flood-tide  of  war  ? No  longer  are 
the  Teucrians  safe  even  in  the  shelter  of  their  walls  ; 
within  the  gates,  amidst  the  very  mounds  of  the  ramparts 
combat  is  waged,  and  the  ti'enches  overflow  with  carnage. 
..'Eneas  is  away  in  his  ignorance.  Wilt  thou  never  let  us 
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liave  respite  from  siege  ? Once  more  the  enemy  is  stoop- 
ing over  the  walls  of  our  infant  Troy,  with  a second  army; 
once  more  Tydeus’  son  from  his  -lEtolian  Arpi  is  rising 
against  th^^eucrians.  Ay,  my  wounds,  I ween,  are  yet 
in  the  future,  and  I,  thine  own  offspring,  am  delaying  the 
destined  course  of  a mortal  spear.  If  it  is  without  your 
leave  and  despite  your  will  that  the  Trojans  have  won 
their  way  to  Italy,  let  them  expiate  the  crime  and  with- 
draw from  them  thine  aid  : but  if  they  have  but  followed 
those  many  oracles  given  by  powers  above  and  powers 
underground,  how  can  any  now  be  able  to  reverse  thine 
onlinance  and  write  anew  the  page  of  fate  ? Why  should 
I remind  thee  of  our  fleet  consumed  on  Eryx’  shore  ? why 
of  the  monarch  of  the  stonns  and  his  raving  winds  stirred 
up  from  .diolia,  or  of  Iris  sent  down  from  the  clouds  ? 
Now  she  is  even  rousing  the  ghosts  below  — that 
portion  of  the  world  till  then  was  untried — and  on  a 
sudden  Alecto  is  launched  on  upper  air,  and  rages  through 
the  Italian  cities.  It  is  not  for  empire  that  I am  dis- 
quieted ; for  that  we  hoped  in  the  past,  while  our  star  yet 
shone  : let  them  conquer  whom  thou  wouldst  have  conquer. 
If  there  is  no  country  on  earth  which  thy  relentless  spouse 
will  allow  the  Teucrians,  I adjure  thee,  father,  by  the 
smoking  ruins  of  Troy  overthrown,  let  me  .send  away 
Ascanius  safe  from  the  war — let  my  grandson  survive  in 
life.  .iEncas,  indeed,  may  be  tossed  on  unknown  waters, 
and  follow  such  course  as  chauce  may  give  him  : him  let 
me  have  the  power  to  .screen  and  withdraw  from  the 
horrors  of  battle.  Amathus  is  mine,  and  lofty  Eaphos, 
and  high  Cythera,  and  the  mansion  of  Idalia : there  let 
him  pass  his  days  unwarlike  and  inglorious.  Let  it  be 
thy  will  that  Carthage  shall  bow  Avrsonia  beneath  her 
tyrannous  sway ; the  TjTian  cities  need  fear  no  resistance 
from  him.  What  has  it  advanUiged  him  to  have  e.scaped 
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the  plague  of  war  and  fled  through  the  hottest  of  the 
Argive  fires,  to  have  drained  to  the  dregs  all  those  dangers 
by  sea  and  on  broad  earth,  while  the  Teucrians  are  in 
quest  of  Latium  and  a restored  Perganius  ?y»€Kve  back, 
great  sire,  to  our  wretched  nation  their  Xanthus  and  their 
Simois,  and  let  the  Teucrians  enact  once  more  the  old 
tragedy  of  Eium.’  Then  outspoke  queenly  Juno,  goaded 
by  fierce  passion  : ‘ Why  force  you  me  to  break  my  deep 
silence,  and  give  forth  in  words  my  buried  grief?  Your 
iEneas — was  it  any  man  or  god  that  compelled  him  to 
draw  the  sword,  and  come  down  as  a foe  on  the  Latian 
king?  Grant  that  he  went  to  Italy  at  the  instance  of  fate, 
at  the  impulse,  in  truth,  of  mad  Cassandra;  was  it  our 
counsel  that  he  should  leave  his  camp  and  place  his  life 
at  the  mercy  of  the  winds?  that  he  should  trust  the 
control  of  battle  and  his  city  to  a boy — should  tamper 
with  T\Trhenian  loyalty  and  stir  up  a quiet  nation?  What 
god,  what  cruel  tyranny  of  ours  drove  him  thither  to  his 
hurt?  is  there  a trace  of  Juno  here,  or  of  Iris  sent  down 
from  the  clouds  ? Ay,  it  is  foul  shame  that  the  Italians 
should  throw  a belt  of  flame  round  the  infant  Troy — that 
Turnus  should  plant  a foot  on  the  soil  of  his  fathers, 
Turnus,  whose  grandsire  was  Pilumnus,  whose  mother 
the  goddess  Venilia.  How  call  you  it  for  the  Trojans  to 
invade  Latium  with  their  smoking  torches,  to  put  their 
yoke  on  a country  that  is  none  of  theirs,  and  harry  away 
its  plunder — to  choose  at  will  those  whose  daughters  they 
would  wed,  and  drag  the  plighted  bride  from  the  bosom 
— to  bear  suppliant  tokens  in  the  hand  and  arm  their 
vessels  to  the  teeth  ? You  have  power  to  withdraw  yEneas 
from  the  hands  of  the  Greeks,  and  olTcr  them  clouds 
and  thin  winds  for  the  man  they  seek — power  to  turn  a 
fleet  of  ships  into  a bevy  of  Nymphs;  and  is  it  utterly 
monstrous  for  us  to  give  the  Rutulians  a measure  of  aid 
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in  return  ? ^neas  is  away  in  ignorance,  and  in  ignorance 
let  him  bide  away.  You  have  your  Paphos,  your  Idalium, 
your  lofty  Cythera : why  meddle  with  a city  brimming 
with  war  and  with  ungentle  hearts  ? Is  it  we  that  are 
labouring  to  overturn  from  the  foundation  your  feeble 
Phrygian  fortunes?  We?  or  the  gallant  who  brought 
Greece  down  on  the  wretched  Trojans?  What  reason 
was  there  that  Europe  and  Asia  should  stand  up  to  fight, 
and  a league  be  broken  by  treacherj’  ? Did  I lead  your 
Dardau  leman  to  take  Sparta  by  storm  ? did  I put  weapons 
in  his  hand,  or  fan  the  flame  of  war  with  the  gales  of 
love?  Then  had  there  been  decency  in  your  fears  for 
your  friends  ; now  you  are  rising  too  late  with  unjust 
complaints,  and  Oinging  idly  the  language  of  quarrel.’ 

Such  Wiis  the  appeal  of  Juno : and  the  whole  body  of 
immortals  murmured  assent  on  this  side  or  on  that,  like 
new-born  gsiles  when  they  murmur,  caught  in  the  forest, 
and  roll  about  mysterious  sounds,  disclosing  to  the  sailor 
a coming  storm.  Then  begins  the  almiglity  sire,  whose  is 
the  chief  sovereignty  of  the  universe : at  opening  of  his 
mouth  the  lofty  palace  of  the  gods  grows  still,  and  earth 
shakes  to  her  foundations ; silent  is  the  height  of  ether ; 
the  Zephyrs  are  sunk  to  rest,  and  Ocean  subdues  its  waves 
to  repose.  ‘ Take  then  to  your  hearts  and  engrave  there 
the.se  my  words ; since  it  may  not  be  that  Ausonian  and 
Teucrian  should  be  united  by  treaty,  and  your  wranglings 
brook  no  conclusion,  be  each  man’s  fortune  to-day  what 
it  may,  be  the  span  of  each  man’s  hope  long  or  short, 
Trojan  or  Eutuliau,  I will  .show  favour  to  neither,  whether 
it  be  by  destiny  that  the  Italian  leaguer  encompasses  the 
camp,  or  by  Troy’s  baneful  error  and  the  warnings  of 
hostile  intelligence.  Nor  leave  I the  Eutulians  free.  Each 
man’s  own  endeavours  shall  yield  him  the  harvest  of  labour 
or  fortune.  Jove,  as  king,  is  alike  to  aU.  Destiny  shall 
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find  lier  own  wa)'.’  By  the  river  of  his  Stygian  brother, 
by  the  banks  that  seethe  with  pitch  and  are  washed  l>y 
tlie  murky  torrent,  lie  nodded  confirmation,  and  witli  his 
nod  made  all  Olympus  tremble.  So  ended  their  debate. 
Then  from  his  golden  throne  rises  Jove,  and  the  immortals 
gathering  round  him  usher  him  to  his  chamber. 

Meantime  the  Butulians  press  round  each  and  all  of  the 
gates,  eager  to  slaughter  the  soldiery  and  belt  the  ramparts 
wdth  flame.  But  .dEueas’  anny  is  hemmed  within  the 
leaguered  encampment,  without  hope  of  escape.  In  un 
availing  wretchedness  they  stand  guarding  the  turrets’ 
height,  and  form  a thin  circle  round  the  walls.  Asius  son 
of  Imbrasus,  and  Hicetaon’s  child  ThymoDtes,  and  the 
two  As.saraci,  and  Castor  and  aged  Thymbris  are  their 
front  rank ; by  their  side  the  two  brethren  of  Sarpedon, 
Claims  and  Themon  both,  come  from  noble  Lycia.  There 
is  one  carrying  with  the  whole  strain  of  his  body  a mighty 
rock,  no  small  portion  of  a mountain,  Acmon  of  Lyrnessus, 
a worthy  peer  of  his  father  Clytius  and  his  brother 
Menestheus.  Some  repel  the  foe  wdth  javelins,  some  with 
stones : the}'  launch  the  firebrand,  they  fit  the  arrow  to 
the  string.  In  the  midst  is  he,  Venus’  most  rightful  care, 
the  royal  boy  of  Dardany,  his  beauteous  head  uncovered  : 
see  him  shine  like  a jewel  islanded  in  yellow  gold,  an 
ornament  for  neck  or  head,  or  as  gleams  ivory  set  by 
artist  skill  in  box-wood  or  Orician  terebinth  : his  flowing 
hair  streams  over  a neck  of  milky  white  and  is  gathercnl 
up  by  a ring  of  ductile  gold.  Thou,  too,  Ismarus,  wast 
seen  by  tribes  of  warriors  dealing  wounds  abi'oad  and 
arming  thy  arrows  with  venom,  gallant  branch  of  a Lydian 
house,  from  the  land  whose  rich  soil  is  broken  up  by 
the  husbandmen  and  washed  by  Pactolu.s’  golden  stream. 
j\Inestheus,  too,  was  there,  whom  yesterday’s  triumph  over 
Turnus  repidsed  from  the  rampart  exalts  to  the  stars. 
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and  Capys,  who  gives  his  name  to  Campania’s  mother 
city. 

So  they  on  this  side  and  on  that  had  waged  all  day  the 
conflict  of  stubborn  war ; and  now  at  midnight  ^Eneas 
was  ploughing  the  main.  For  soon  as,  leaving  Evander, 
he  entered  the  Eti’uscan  camp,  accosted  the  king,  and  told 
him  of  his  name  and  his  race,  for  what  he  sues  and  what 
he  offers,  explains  what  arms  Mezentius  musters  on  his 
side,  and  what  the  excess  of  Turnus’  violence,  warns  him 
how  little  faith  man  can  place  in  fortune,  and  seconds 
reasoning  by  entreaty,  without  a moment’s  pause,  Tarchon 
combines  his  forces  and  strikes  a truce  ; and  at  once,  freed 
from  the  spell  of  destiny,  the  Lydian  race  embarks  accord- 
ing to  heaven’s  ordinance,  under  the  charge  of  a foreign 
leader.  First  sails  the  vessel  of  ^neas,  Phrygian  lions 
harnessed  on  the  prow ; above  them  Ida  spreads  her  shade, 
of  happiest  augury  to  exiled  Troy.  There  sits  great  .dineas, 
brooding  over  the  doubtful  future  of  the  war  : and  Pallas, 
close  cleaving  to  his  left  side,  keeps  questioning  him,  now 
of  the  stars,  the  road-marks  of  the  shadowy  night,  and 
now  all  that  he  has  borne  by  land  and  by  sea. 

Now,  ye  goddesses,  open  wide  your  Helicon,  and  stir 
up  the  powers  of  song,  to  tell  us  what  the  army  now 
following  Hineas  from  the  Tuscan  shores,  equipping  its 
ships  for  adventure,  and  sailing  over  the  sea. 

First  comes  Massicus,  cleaving  the  waters  in  his  brass- 
sheathed  Tiger  : in  his  train  a band  of  a thousand  warriors, 
who  have  left  the  walls  of  Clusium  and  the  city  Cosae ; 
their  weapons  a sheaf  of  arrows,  light  quivers  for  the 
shoulder,  and  a bow  of  deadly  aim.  With  him  grim 
Abas : his  whole  band  ablaze  with  gleaming  armour,  his 
vessel  shining  with  a gilded  Apollo.  Populonia  had  sent 
* him  six  hundred  of  her  sons,  all  versed  in  war  : Uva  three 
hundred,  an  island  rich  in  the  Chalybes’ unexhausted  mines. 
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Third  comes  Asilas,  the  great  iiiter{ireter  ’tween  gods  and 
men,  at  whose  bidding  are  tlie  victims’  entrails,  the  stars 
of  the  sky,  the  tongues  of  augurial  birds,  and  the  flame 
of  tlie  proplietic  lightning.  With  him  hurry  a thousand 
in  close  army,  bristling  with  spears — subjected  to  his  com- 
mand by  the  town  of  Pisa,  which,  sprung  from  Alpheus, 
took  root  on  Etruscan  soil.  After  these  is  Astur,  fiiirest 
of  form,  Astur,  proud  of  his  steetl  and  his  glancing  armour. 
Three  hundred  follow  him,  all  with  one  loyal  soul,  from 
those  who  dwell  in  Ctere  and  in  the  plains  of  Minio,  in 
ancient  Pyrgi,  and  Gravisca’s  tainted  air. 

I would  not  leave  thee  unsung,  bravest  chief  of  the 
Ligurians,  Cinyras,  or  Cupavo  with  scanty  retinue,  whose 
helmet  is  surmounted  by  plumage  of  the  swan  : love  was 
your  joint  crime ; for  love  you  wear  the  cognizauce  of  your 
father’s  fonn.  For  legend  tells  that  Cycnus,  all  for  grief 
over  his  darling  Phajthon,  while  in  the  poplar  .shade  and 
the  leafage  of  the  brotherless  sisters  he  keeps  singing  and 
consoling  his  sad  passion  by  the  Muses’  aid,  drew  over  his 
form  the  soft  plumage  of  downy  eld,  mounting  up 
from  earth  and  sending  his  voice  before  him  to  the  stfirs. 
His  son,  with  a band  of  martial  peers  sailing  at  his  side, 
propels  witli  his  oars  the  enormous  Centaur : the  monster 
stands  lowering  over  the  water,  and  threatens  the  billows 
with  a huge  rock  from  his  towering  eminence,  as  he 
ploughs  the  deep  sea  with  the  length  of  his  keel. 

Great  Genus  too  is  leading  an  army  from  the  coasts  of 
his  fathers,  Genus,  son  of  Manto  the  prophetess  and  the 
Etruscan  river,  who  bestotved  on  thee,  Mantua,  thy  city 
walls  and  the  name  of  his  mother,  Mantua  rich  in 
ancestral  glories : but  not  all  her  sons  of  the  same  blood  ; 
three  races  are  there,  and  under  each  race  range  four 
nations : herself  the  queen  of  the  nations,  her  strength 
from  Etruscan  blood.  Hence,  too,  Mezeutius  draws 
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against  his  life  five  hundred  unfriendly  swords — Mincius, 
child  of  Benacus,  with  his  gray  covering  of  reeds,  ushers 
into  the  deep  their  hostile  bark. 

On  moves  strong  Aulestes,  lashing  the  water  as  he  rises 
with  the  stroke  of  a hundred  oars : the  sea  spouts  foam 
from  its  upturned  surface.  His  bearer  is  a huge  Triton, 
whose  shell  strikes  terror  into  the  green  billows : his 
shaggy  ft’ont,  breasting  the  water,  down  to  the  side  be- 
speaks the  man  ; the  belly  ends  in  a sea  monster  : under 
the  half  bestial  bosom  the  wave  froths  and  roars. 

So  many  chosen  chiefs  were  journeying  in  thirty 
ves.sels  to  the  succour  of  Troy,  and  ploughing  with  brazen 
beak  the  expanse  of  brine. 

And  now  the  day  had  withdrawn  from  the  sky,  and 
gracious  Dian  was  trampling  over  the  cope  of  heaven 
with  her  night-flying  steeds  : ^neas  the  while,  for  care  re- 
fuses slumber  to  his  frame,  is  seated  at  his  post,  himself 
guiding  tlie  rudder  and  trimming  the  sail — when  lo  ! in 
the  middle  of  his  voyage  he  is  met  by  a fiiir  be\^y  of 
comrades  of  his  own  : the  Nymphs  whom  gracious  Cybele 
had  invested  with  the  deity  of  the  sea,  and  changed  from 
ships  to  godde,sses,  were  swimming  abreast  and  cleaving 
the  billow,  a Nymph  for  each  of  the  brazen  prows  that 
erst  had  lined  the  shore.  Far  off  they  recognise  tlieir 
king,  and  come  dancing  round  him  in  state : Cymo- 
doce,  their  skilfullest  in  speech,  swimming  up  beliind, 
lays  her  right  hand  on  the  stern,  herself  lifted  breast  high 
above  the  water,  while  with  her  left  she  j)addlo8  in  the 
noisele.ss  wave.  Tlicn  thus  she  breaks  on  his  wondering 
ear  : ‘ Wake  you,  ^Eneas,  seed  of  tiie  gods  ? be  wakeful 
still,  and  let  the  sail-ropes  go.  We  it  is  you  sec,  pines 
of  Ida  from  the  sacred  summit.  Sea-nymphs  now,  your 
sometime  fleet.  When  the  false  Rutnliau  was  hot  at  our 
backs  with  fire  and  sword,  reluctantly  we  burst  your 
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bond'^,  and  are  now  in  full  quest  of  you  over  the  sea. 
This  new  shape  tlie  great  mother  gave  us  in  her  pity,  and 
granted  us  the  state  of  goddesses  and  lives  to  lead  beneath 
tlie  water.  Meantime  young  Aseanius  is  hemmed  in  by 
rampart  and  trench,  with  serried  weapons  all  around  him, 
and  Latians  bristling  witli  battle.  Already  the  Arcadian 
horse  mixed  with  the  brave  Etruscan  has  gained  the 
appointed  spot : to  bar  their  way  with  an  intervening  host 
and  cut  them  off  from  the  camp  is  Turnus’  fixed  intent. 
Else,  and  with  the  earhest  approach  of  dawn  bid  your 
allies  be  summoned  to  arms,  and  take  in  hand  that  shield 
which  the  Fire-god  himself  made  to  be  invincible  and 
bordered  with  a marge  of  gold.  The  morrow’s  sun,  if 
you  will  but  give  credence  to  my  words,  shall  survey 
mighty  heaps  of  Eutulian  carnage.’  Her  speech  was  done : 
and  as  she  parted  she  gave  with  her  hand  an  impulse  to 
the  lofty  stem,  well  knowing  the  due  measure  of  force ; on 
it  speeds  over  the  wave,  fleeter  than  dart  and  wind-swift 
arrow  lioth.  The  rest  in  order  mend  their  speed. 
Wondering  he  pauses,  the  great  Trojan  of  Anchises’  line, 
yet  cheer’s  his  soul  with  the  omen.  Then,  looking  to  the 
vault  above,  he  prays  in  brief : ‘ Gracious  mother  of  the 
gods,  lady  of  Ida,  whose  joy  is  in  Dindymus,  and  in  tur- 
rcted  cities  and  harne.ssed  lions  at  thy  bridle-rein,  be  thou 
now  to  me  the  controller  of  the  fight,  do  thou  bring  the 
presage  nigh,  and  walk  b&side  the  Phrygians,  mighty 
goddess,  with  favouring  step.’  Thus  much  he  said : and 
meanwhile  day  was  returning  at  .speed,  with  its  light 
grown  to  full  strength,  and  night  had  vanished  before  it. 

Fii-st  he  gives  orders  to  his  comrades  to  obey  the 
heavenly  token,  and  nerve  their  souls  for  combat,  and 
make  ready  for  the  fight.  And  now  at  last  from  his 
station  on  the  tall  stern  he  has  the  Teucrians  and  his 
camp  in  \new,  w’heu  on  the  instant  his  blazing  shield  is 
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raised  liigh  on  his  left  arm.  Up  goes  a shout  to  heaven 
from  the  Dardans  on  their  ramparts  ; the  gleam  of  hope 
rpiickens  wrath  to  fury  ; they  hurl  a shower  of  javelins  : 
even  as  amid  dark  clouds  cranes  from  Strjmion  give 
token,  sweeping  sonorously  over  the  sky,  and  flying  from 
the  southern  gale  with  sequacious  clamour.  But  the 
llutulian  king  and  the  Ausonian  generals  wonder  at  the 
sight,  till,  looking  back,  they  behold  the  stems  bearing  to 
the  shore,  and  the  whole  water  floating  on  with  vessels. 
There  is  a blaze  on  that  helmet’s  summit,  and  fi-om  the 
crc*st  on  high  streams  the  dame,  and  the  shield’s  golden 
boss  disgorges  mighty  fires,  even  as  when  on  a clear 
night  blood-hued  comets  glare  with  gloomy  red,  or  as 
the  Sii-ian  blaze,  that  harbinger  of  drought  and  sickness 
to  weak  mortality,  breaks  into  birth  and  saddens  heaven 
with  its  ill-boding  rays. 

Yet  pause  was  none  in  bold  Turnus’  c-onfidence  to  fore- 
stall the  landing-place,  and  beat  off  the  comers  from  the 
shore.  His  words  are  ready  at  the  moment  to  encourage 
and  upbraid  : ‘ See  here  the  occasion  you  longed  for,  to 
breiik  through  them  at  the  sword’s  point.  A brave  man’s 
hand  is  the  War-god’s  chosen  seat.  Now  let  each  re- 
member wife  and  home,  recall  the  mighty  deeds  that 
made  your  fothers  great.  Let  us  meet  them  at  once  at 
the  water’s  edge,  while  they  are  in  the  hurry  of  landing, 
and  the  foot  fidters  in  its  first  tread  on  shore.  Valour 
has  Fortune  for  its  friend.’  So  saying,  he  ponders  with 
him.self  whom  to  lead  to  the  attack,  and  to  whom  he  may 
trust  the  leaguer  of  the  walls. 

Meanwhile  iEneas  is  landing  his  comrades  from  the 
tall  ship-sides  by  help  of  bridges.  Many  of  them  watch 
for  the  ebb  of  the  failing  sea,  and  venture  a leap  among 
the  sludlows ; others  resort  to  the  oai’s.  Tarchon,  spying 
out  a place  on  the  beach  where  the  waters  seethe  not 
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nor  the  broken  billows  roar,  but  ocean  without  let  glides 
gently  up  the  shore  as  the  tide  advances,  suddenly  turns 
his  prows  thither,  and  exhorts  his  crew  : ‘ Now,  ye  chosen 
band,  ply  your  stout  oars,  lift  the  vessels  and  carry  them 
home  : cleave  with  your  beaks  this  land  that  liates  you  ; let 
the  keel  plough  its  own  furrow.  Even  from  shipwreck 
in  a roadstead  like  this  I would  not  shrink,  could  I once 
get  hold  of  the  soil.’  Tarchon  having  thus  said,  his  crew 
rise  on  their  oars  and  bear  down  on  the  Latian  plains 
with  vessels  all  foam,  till  the  beaks  have  gained  the  dry 
land,  and  every  keel  has  come  scatheless  to  its  rest. 
Not  so  thy  ship,  Tarchon  : for  while  dashed  on  a sand- 
bank it  totters  on  the  unequal  ridge,  poised  in  suspense 
awhile,  and  buffeting  the  waves,  its  sides  give  way,  and  its 
men  are  set  down  in  the  midst  of  the  water : broken 
oars  and  floating  benches  entangle  them,  and  their  feet 
are  carried  back  by  the  ebb  of  the  w^ave. 

No  sluggish  delay  holds  Tumus  from  his  work  : with 
fiery  speed  he  sweeps  his  whole  army  against  the  Teucrians, 
and  plants  them  in  the  foe’s  face  on  the  shore.  The 
clarions  sound  : first  dashed  jEneas  on  the  rustic  ranks, 
a presage  of  the  fight’s  fortune,  and  disarrayed  the  Latians, 
slaying  Theron,  who  in  his  giant  strength  is  assailing 
^neas:  piercing  through  quilted  brass  and  tunic  stiff 
'with  gold  the  sword  devoum  his  unguarded  side.  Next  he 
strikes  Lycus,  who  was  cut  from  the  womb  of  his  dead 
mother  and  consecrated  to  thee,  Apollo,  because  his  baby 
life  had  been  suffered  to  scape  the  peril  of  the  steel. 
Hard  by,  as  iron  Cisseus  and  gigantic  Gyas  were  laying 
low  his  host  wdth  tlieir  clubs,  he  casts  them  down  in 
death  : nought  availed  them ; the  'vs^eapons  of  Hercules  or 
strong  hands  to  wield  them,  or  Melampus  their  sire, 
AJcides’  constant  follow^er,  long  as  earth  found  for  him 
those  grievous  tasks.  See  there,  as  Pharus  is  hurling 
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forth  words  without  deeds,  he  flings  at  him  liis  javelin 
and  plants  it  in  the  bawler’s  mouth.  Thou,  too,  Cydon, 
while  following  with  ill-starred  quest  the  blooming  Clytius, 
thy  latest  joy,  hadst  lain  stretched  on  the  ground  by  the 
Dardan  hand,  a piteous  spectacle,  at  rest  from  the  passions 
that  were  ever  in  thy  heart ; but  thy  brethren  met  the 
foe  in  close  band,  the  progeny  of  Phorcus : seven  their 
number,  seven  the  darts  they  throw ; some  rebound  idly 
from  shield  and  helm,  some  as  they  grazed  the  frame 
were  turned  aside  by  Venus’  gentle  power.  Quick  spoke 
.lEneas  to  true  Achates : ‘ Give  me  store  of  weapons ; 
not  one  shall  my  hand  hurl  in  vain  against  the  Eutulians, 
of  all  that  have  quivered  in  Grecian  flesh  on  the  plains  of 
Troy.’  With  that  he  seizes  his  mighty  spear  and  launches 
it : flying  on  it  crashes  through  the  brass  of  Majon’s 
shield  and  rends  breastplate  and  breast  at  once.  Swift 
comes  his  brother  Alcanor  and  props  with  his  hand  the 
falling  man : piercing  the  arm  the  spear  flies  onward 
and  holds  its  bloody  course,  and  the  dying  hand  dangles 
by  the  sinews  from  the  shoulder-blade.  Then  Numitor, 
snatching  the  javelin  from  his  brother’s  body,  assails 
yEneas ; yet  it  might  not  lodge  in  the  enemy’s  front,  but 
just  grazed  the  thigh  of  mighty  Achates. 

Now  comes  Clausus  of  Cures  in  the  pride  of  his  youth- 
ful frame,  and  strikes  Dryops  from  a distance  under  the 
chin  with  the  strong  impact  of  his  stark  spear,  and 
j)iercing  his  throat,  robs  him  even  as  he  speaks  of  life  and 
breath  alike : the  wounded  man  strikes  the  earth  with  his 
forehead  and  vomits  from  his  lips  clotted  blood.  Three, 
too,  from  Thrace,  of  Boreas’  noblest  lineage,  and  three 
sent  to  battle  by  Idas  their  sire  and  Ismarus  their 
country,  he  lays  low  by  this  chance  or  that.  To  his  side 
runs  Ilalesus  and  the  Auruncan  bands ; comes  to  his  aid, 
too,  the  seed  of  Neptune,  steetl-famed  Messapus.  Now 
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these,  now  those,  strain  to  win  the  ground : the  struggle 
is  on  Ausonia’s  very  threshold.  As  in  the  spacious  lieaveu 
jarring  winds  meet  in  battle,  alike  in  spirit  and  in  strength, 
winds,  storm-clouds,  and  ocean,  neither  yields  to  the 
other : long  doubtful  hangs  the  fight ; all  stand  in  death- 
grips,  fi-ont  to  front : even  such  the  meeting  of  the  army 
of  Troy  and  the  army  of  Latium  : foot  is  set  close  to  foot, 
and  man  massed  with  man. 

But  in  another  part  of  the  field,  where  a torrent  had 
scattered  wide  whirling  stones  and  trees  uprooted  from 
its  banks,  soon  as  Pallas  saw  his  Arcadians,  unused  to 
wage  war  on  foot,  fiying  before  the  chase  of  Latium,  in 
that  the  cragginess  of  the  soil  had  driven  them  to  discard 
their  steeds,  he  tries  the  one  remedy  in  sore  distress,  and 
now  with  prayers,  now  with  bitter  speeches,  inflames  their 
valour  : ‘ Wliither  fly  ye,  mates  ? By  your  gallant  deeds 
I conjure  you — by  your  chief  Evander’s  name  and  vic- 
tories won  at  his  bidding — by  my  own  promise,  now 
shooting  up  in  rivalry  with  my  father’s  glory — trust  not 
to  your  feet.  It  is  the  sword  that  must  hew  us  a way 
through  the  foe.  Where  yonder  liost  of  men  presses  in 
thickest  mass  is  the  path  by  which  our  noble  country  is 
calling  you  and  your  general  Pallas  back  to  her  arms. 
No  deities  sit  heavy  on  us:  by  a mortal  foe  we  are  pressed, 
mortals  ourselves : we  have  as  many  lives,  as  many  hands 
as  they.  Lo  there ! the  sea  hems  us  in  with  mighty  ocean- 
baixier ; earth  is  closed  to  our  flight : shall  the  sea  or  Troy 
be  our  goal?’  This  said, he  dashes  at  the  midst  of  the  hostile 
throng.  The  first  that  meets  him  is  Lagus,  brought  to 
the  spot  by  fates  unkind ; him,  while  tugging  a stone  of 
enormous  weight,  he  pierces  witli  liis  wliirled  javelin,  just 
where  the  spine  running  down  the  back  was  parting  the 
ribs,  and  recovers  the  weapon  from  its  lodgment  among 
the  bones.  Nor  can  Hisbo  surprise  him  in  the  fact,  spite 
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of  his  hopes ; for  Pallas  catches  him  rushing  on  in  blind 
fury  for  the  pain  of  his  comrade’s  death,  and  buries  the 
sword  in  his  distended  lungs.  Next  his  blow  lights  on 
Sthenelus,  and  Anchemolus  of  Ehcntus’  ancient  line,  who 
dared  pollute  his  stepdaine’s  couch.  You,  too,  twin 
brethren,  fell  on  those  Eutulian  plains,  Larides  and 
Thyinber,  Daucus’  resemblant  offspring,  undistinguished 
even  by  your  kin,  a sweet  perplexity  to  those  wdio  bore 
you : but  now  Pallas  has  marked  you  with  a cruel  dif- 
ference ; for  you,  poor  Thymber,  have  your  head  shorn 
off  by  the  Evandrian  sword ; your  hand,  Larides,  severed 
from  the  arm,  is  looking  in  vain  for  you  its  master ; the 
fingers,  half  alive,  are  quivering  yet  and  closing  again  on 
the  steel. 

Arcadia’s  sons,  stung  by  their  chief’s  rebuke  and 
gazing  on  his  glorious  deeds,  rush  on  the  foe,  strong 
in  the  annour  of  mingled  rage  and  shame.  Then  Pallas 
strikes  through  Ehcetus  as  he  flies  past  him  on  his  car. 
So  much  space  and  respite  from  his  end  did  Hits  gain ; for 
’twas  at  Ilus  he  had  launched  from  the  distance  his  stal- 
wart spear : Ehcetus  comes  between  and  catches  it,  Hying 
from  thee,  noble  Teuthras,  and  Tyres  thy  brother ; and 
tumbled  from  his  car  he  beats  with  his  dying  heel  the 
Eutulian  plains.  Even  as  when  the  winds  have  risen  at 
his  wisli  on  a summer’s  day,  a sheplierd  lets  loose  his 
scattered  flames  among  the  woods,  in  a moment  catching 
all  that  comes  between,  the  Fire-god’s  army  in  one  bristling 
line  stretches  over  the  broad  plains  : he  from  his  seat 
beholds  the  triumphant  blaze  with  a conqueror’s  pride : 
even  so  the  valour  of  thy  friends  musters  from  all  sides 
on  one  point  to  aid  thee,  Pallas.  But  Ilalesus,  that  fiery 
warrior,  moves  against  their  opposing  ranks,  gathering 
himself  up  into  his  arm.s.  Ladon  he  massacres,  and 
Pheres,  and  Demodocus : Stryraonius’  right  hand,  raised 
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against  his  throat,  lie  lops  away  with  his  gleaming  sword  ; 
with  a stone  he  strikes  the  front  of  Thoas,  and  has  crushed 
the  bones  mixed  with  gory  brain.  Ilalesus  had  been 
hidden  in  the  woods  by  his  prophetic  sire ; when  the  old 
man  closed  his  whitening  eyes  in  death,  the  Fates  claimed 
their  victim,  and  devoted  him  to  Evander’s  darts.  And 
now  Pallas  aims  at  him,  after  these  words  of  prayer : 
‘ Grant,  Father  Tiber,  to  the  flying  steel  poised  in  my  hand 
a prosperous  passage  through  Ilalesus’  hardy  breast; 
thine  oak  shall  have  his  arms  and  his  warrior  spoils.’  The 
god  gave  ear : while  Ilalesus  shielded  Imaon,  he  gives  his 
own  breast  in  evil  hour  unarmed  to  the  Arcadian  lance. 

But  Lausus,  himself  a mighty  portion  of  the  war,  suflera 
not  his  troops  to  be  dismayed  by  the  hero’s  dreadful 
carnage : first  he  slays  Abas,  who  had  met  him  fiont  to 
front,  the  breakwater  and  barrier  of  fight.  Down  go  the 
sons  of  Arcadia,  down  go  the  Etruscans,  and  ye,  too, 
Teucrians,  whose  frames  Greece  could  not  destroy.  The 
armies  clash,  their  leaders  and  their  powers  the  same. 
The  rear  ranks  close  up  the  battle  ; nor  weapon  nor  hand 
can  be  moved  for  the  crowd.  Here  is  Pallas  pushing  and 
pressing,  there  Lausus  over  against  him : their  years 
scarcely  difler ; each  has  a comely  form  ; but  Fortune  had 
already  written  that  neither  should  return  to  his  home. 
Yet  were  they  not  suffered  to  meet  man  to  man  by  great 
Olympus’  lord  : each  has  his  fate  assigned  him  ere  long  at 
the  hand  of  a mightier  enemy. 

Turnus  meanwhile  is  warned  by  his  gracious  sister  to 
come  to  Lausus’  aid ; and  with  his  flying  car  he  cleaves 
the  intervening  ranks.  Soon  as  he  met  his  comrades’ 
eye : ‘ You  may  rest  from  battle  now ; I alone  am 
coming  iigainst  Pallas.  Pallas  is  my  due,  and  mine  alone ; 
would  that  his  sire  were  here  to  see  us  fight.’  He  said ; 
and  his  friends  retired  from  the  interdicted  space.  But 
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as  the  Rutiilians  withdraw,  the  young  wanior,  marvelling 
at  the  haughty  command,  gazes  astonished  on  Turnus, 
rolls  liis  eyes  over  that  giant  frame,  and  sweeps  the  whole 
* man  from  afar  with  fiery  glance,  and  with  words  like  these 
meets  the  words  of  the  monarch  : ‘ I shall  soon  be  famous 
either  for  kingly  trophies  won  or  for  an  illustrious  death  ; 
my  sire  is  equal  to  either  event : a truce  to  menace.’  This 
said,  he  marches  into  the  middle  space ; while  the  Arca- 
dians’ blood  chills  and  curdles  about  their  hearts.  Down 
from  his  car  leaps  Turnus,  and  addresses  himself  to  fight 
on  foot.  And  as  when  a lion  has  seen  from  a high  watch- 
tower  a bull  standing  at  distance  in  the  field  and  medi- 
tating fight,  he  flies  to  the  spot,  even  thus  looks  Turnus 
as  he  bounds  along. 

Soon  as  he  judged  his  foe  would  be  within  reach  of  his 
spear-throw,  Pallas  begins  the  combat,  in  hope  that 
Fortune  may  help  the  venture  of  unequal  powers,  and 
utters  these  words  to  the  mighty  heaven  : ‘ By  my  sire’s 
hospitality  and  the  board  where  thou  satest  as  a stranger, 
I pray  thee,  Alcides,  stand  by  me  in  my  great  endeavour. 
Let  Turnus  see  me  strip  the  bloody  arms  from  his  dying 
frame,  and  may  his  glazing  eyes  endure  the  sight  of  a 
conqueror.’  Alcides  heard  the  youth,  and  stifled  a heavy 
groan  deep  down  in  his  breast,  and  shed  forth  unavailing 
tears.  Then  the  Almighty  Father  bespeaks  his  son  with 
kindly  words : ‘ Each  has  his  fixed  day ; short  and  irre- 
trievable is  the  span  of  all  men ; but  to  propagate  glory 
by  great  deeds,  this  is  what  worth  can  do.  Think  of  those 
many  sons  of  gods  who  fell  beneath  Troy’s  lofty  walls : 
among  whom  died  even  Sarpedon,  my  own  offspring.  For 
Turnus,  too,  the  call  of  his  destiny  has  gone  forth,  and  he 
has  reached  the  term  of  his  allotted  days.’  So  he  speaks, 
and  turns  away  his  eyes  from  the  Rutulian  plain. 

But  Pallas  with  a mighty  effort  sends  forth  his  spear, 
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and  plucks  from  the  hollow  scabbard  his  flashing  sword. 
On  flies  the  weapon,  strikes  where  the  margin  of  the 
harness  rises  toward  the  shoulder,  and  forcing  its  way 
through  the  buckler’s  edge,  at  last  even  grazed  the  mighty 
frame  of  Turnus.  Then  Turnus,  long  poising  his  beam 
with  its  point  of  sharp  steel,  hurls  it  at  Pallas,  with  these 
words : ‘ See  whether  our  weapon  be  not  the  keener.’ 
So  he  : while  cleaving  those  many  plates  of  iron  and  bra.ss, 
spite  of  the  bull-hides  wound  oft  and  oft  about,  the  point 
strikes  through  the  shield’s  midst  with  quivering  impact, 
and  pierces  the  corselet’s  barrier  and  the  mighty  breast 
beyond.  In  vain  the  youth  tears  the  reeking  dart  from 
the  wound : as  it  parts,  blood  and  hfe  follow  on  its  track. 
He  falls  forward  on  his  wound : his  arms  resound  upon 
him,  and  with  his  bloody  jaws  in  death  he  bites  the  hostile 
earth.  Standing  over  him,  Turnus  began : ‘ Men  of 

Arcady,  take  heed  and  carry  my  words  to  Evauder : I 
send  back  Pallas  handled  as  his  sire  deserves.  If  there  be 
any  honour  in  a tomb,  any  solace  in  burial,  let  him  take 
it  freely ; his  welcome  of  .^neas  will  be  costly  notwith- 
standing.’ Then  with  his  left  foot  as  he  sjx)ke,  he  trod 
on  the  dead,  tearing  away  the  belt’s  huge  weight  and  the 
crime  thereon  engraved  : that  band  of  youths  slain  foully 
all  on  one  wedding  night,  and  the  chambers  dabbled  with 
blood : Clonus  Eurytides  had  chased  it  on  the  broad  field 
of  gold : and  now  Turnus  triumphs  in  the  prize,  and 
exults  in  his  winning.  Blind  are  the  eyes  of  man’s  soul  to 
destiny  and  doom  to  be,  nor  knows  it  to  respect  the  limit, 
when  upborne  by  prosperous  fortune ! Turnus  shall  see 
the  day  when  he  will  fain  have  paid  a high  price  for 
Pallas  unharmed,  when  he  will  hate  the  spoils  and  the 
hour  he  won  them ! But  Pallas’  followers,  with  many  a 
groan  and  tear,  are  bearing  off  their  chief  on  his  shield  in 
long  procession.  Oh,  vision  of  sorrow  and  gi-eat  glory,  soon 
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to  meet  thy  father’s  eye ! this  day  first  gave  thee  to  battle, 
this  day  withdraws  the  gift,  yet  vast  are  the  heaps  thou 
leavest  of  Kutulian  carnage ! 

And  now  not  the  mere  rumour  of  a blow  so  dreadful, 
but  surer  intelligence  flies  to  ^neas,  that  his  army  is  but 
a hand-breadth’s  remove  from  death — that  it  is  high 
time  to  succour  the  routed  Teucrians.  With  his  sword 
he  mows  down  all  that  crosses  him,  and  all  on  fire  hews 
a broad  pathway  through  the  ranks  with  the  steel,  seek- 
ing thee,  Turnus,  fresh  flushed  with  slaughter.  Pallas, 
Evander,  the  whole  scene  stands  before  his  eyes — the 
board  where  he  had  first  sate  as  a stranger,  the  out- 
stretched hands  of  fellowship.  At  once  he  takes  alive  four 
youths  bom  of  Sulmo,  and  other  four  reared  by  Ufens, 
that  he  may  offer  them  as  victinis  to  the  dead,  and  sprinkle 
the  funeral  flame  with  their  captive  gore.  Next  he  had 
levelled  his  spear  from  afar  at  Magus.  Magus  deftly  runs 
beneath,  while  the  quivering  spear  flies  over  his  head,  and 
clasping  the  enemy’s  knees,  utters  these  words  of  sup- 
pliance : ‘ By  your  dead  father’s  soul,  and  the  dawning 
promise  of  lulus,  I pray  you  spare  my  poor  life  for  my 
son  and  my  sire.  I have  a lofty  palace : deep  in  its 
vaults  lie  talents  of  chased  silver ; masses  of  gold  ai’e  mine, 
wrought  and  un wrought  both.  The  victory  of  Troy  hangs 
not  on  my  fortunes,  nor  can  a single  life  make  diflerence 
so  great.’  He  spoke,  and  -^neas  thus  makes  reply; 

‘ Those  many  talents  you  name  of  silver  and  gold,  keep 
them  for  your  sons.  Turnus  was  the  first  to  put  an  end 
to  such  trading  usages  of  war  at  the  moment  when  he 
slew  Pallas.  My  sire  Anchises’  ghost,  and  my  son  lulus, 
speak  their  thoughts  through  me.’  This  said,  with  his  left 
hand  he  grasps  the  helmet  and  drives  his  sword  hilt-deep 
through  the  sup[)liant’s  back-drawn  neck.  Hard  by  was 
Haemonides,  priest  of  Phoebus  and  Trivia,  his  temples 
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wreathed  with  the  fillet’s  sacred  band,  glittering  all  over 
with  gay  raiment  and  goodly  armour.  Him  he  meets, 
drives  over  the  plain,  stands  over  him  fallen,  sacrifices  the 
victim,  and  whelms  him  in  a mighty  shade  ; the  arms  are 
stripped  and  carried  olT  on  Serestus’  shoulders,  a trophy  to 
thee,  royal  Gradivus.  The  ranks  are  rallied  by  Cmculus, 
scion  of  Vulcan’s  stock,  and  Umbro,  who  comes  from  the 
Volscian  hills.  The  Dardan  chief  puts  forth  his  rage 
against  them.  Already  had  he  mowed  down  with  his 
sword  Anxur’s  left  hand  and  the  whole  orb  of  the  shield 
he  bore — that  foe,  I ween,  had  uttered  a haughty  boast, 
and  deemed  that  his  hand  would  second  his  tongue,  and 
was  swelling  in  spirit  to  the  stars,  with  an  assured  hope  of 
gray  hairs  and  length  of  days — when  Tarquitus,  in  the 
pride  of  gleaming  armour,  borne  by  the  nymph  Dryopc  to 
woodland  Faunus,  crossed  his  fiery  path.  Drawing  back 
his  spear,  he  hampers  the  corselet  and  the  buckler’s 
weighty  mass ; then  he  sweeps  to  the  ground  the  head, 
as  the  lips  were  vainly  jiraying  and  essaying  to  say  a 
thousand  things,  and  dashing  before  him  the  reeking 
trunk,  utters  thus  the  fierceness  of  his  heart : ‘ Lie  there, 
doughty  warrior ! never  shall  your  tender  mother  give 
you  burial,  or  pile  your  father’s  tomb  above  your  limbs  ; 
no,  you  will  be  left  to  savage  birds,  or  the  river  will  carry 
you  whelmed  by  its  eddies,  and  hungry  fish  will  lick  your 
wounds.’  Next  he  hunts  down  Antaius  and  Lucas,  of 
Turnus’  first  rank,  and  gallant  Numa,  and  yellow  Gamers, 
sou  of  noble  Volsccns,  who  was  wealthiest  in  land  of 
Ausonia’s  children,  and  reigned  over  voiceless  Amyclaj. 
Even  as  Higmon,  who,  fiible  tells,  had  a hundred  anns 
and  a hundred  hands,  and  flashed  fire  through  fifty 
mouths  from  the  depth  of  fifty  bosoms,  what  time  against 
Jove’s  lightning  he  thundered  on  fifty  strong  shields,  and 
drew  forth  fifty  sharp  swords,  so  Hilneas  slakes  his  victo- 
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rious  fury  the  whole  field  over,  when  once  his  blade  had 
grown  warm  with  blood.  See ! he  is  advancing  against 
Niphaeus’  four  harnessed  steeds,  and  setting  his  breast 
against  theirs.  At  once  they,  soon  as  they  saw  his  lofty 
stride  and  his  fierce  gestures,  turn  round  affrighted,  and, 
rushing  backward,  unseat  their  ma.ster  and  hurry  the  car 
to  tlie  beach.  Meanwhile  Lucagus  forces  his  way  into 
the  midst,  dmwn  by  two  white  horses,  with  Liger  his 
brother ; but  the  brother  guides  the  steeds  with  the  rein, 
while  Lucagus  sweeps  fiercely  round  his  naked  sword. 
jEneas  brooked  not  the  fury  of  their  fiery  onset,  but 
rushed  against  them,  and  stood  fronting  them  in  his  giant 
bulk  with  threatening  spear.  To  him  cried  Liger: 
‘ These  are  not  Diomede’s  stc'eds  you  .see,  nor  this  Achilles’ 
chariot,  nor  are  these  the  I’lirygian  plains ; your  warfiire 
and  your  life  shall  end  here  on  Italian  ground.’  So  <iy 
abroad  the  random  words  of  frantic  Liger.  The  chief  of 
Troy  seeks  not  to  meet  him  with  words,  but  hurls  his 
iavelin  at  the  foe.  Even  as  Lucagus,  bending  fonvard 
over  the  stroke,  pricked  on  his  horses  with  the  steel,  and 
advancing  liis  left  foot  prepares  himself  for  fight,  the 
spear  pierces  the  last  margin  of  the  radiant  shield  and 
enters  the  gi'oin  at  the  left : down  he  falls  from  the  car 
and  wallows  in  death  on  the  plain ; Avliile  good  .lEneas 
bespeaks  him  with  words  of  gall : ‘ So,  Lucagus,  it  is  no 
craven  flight  of  your  steeds  that  has  played  your  car  false ; 
no  empty  shadow  cast  by  the  foe  has  turned  them  ; no, 
it  is  you  that  spring  down  from  the  wheels,  and  leave  the 
horses  to  their  fate.’  With  these  words  he  laid  hold  of  the 
bridles,  while  the  wretched  brother,  gliding  down  from 
the  air,  was  stretching  his  recreant  hands  : ‘ Oh,  by  your- 
•self,  by  the  parents  that  gave  such  greatness  birth,  spare 
this  ])<)or  life,  brave  hero  of  Troy,  and  let  praj'er  find  com- 
passion.’ .tEneas  cut  short  his  entreaties : ‘ Not  such 
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wore  your  words  a iiioment  ago ; die,  and  forsake  not 
your  brotlier,  as  brother  should  : ’ and  cleaving  tlic  bosom 
with  his  sword,  he  laid  bare  the  seat  of  breath.  Such 
were  the  deaths  that  tlie  Dardan  leader  dealt  about  the 
plains,  stonning  along  like  torrent  wave  or  murky  tem|>est. 
At  length  the  prisoners  burst  forth  and  leave  their  camp, 
the  young  Ascanius  and  the  soldiery  beleaguered  in  vain. 

Jupiter  meanwhile  first  addresses  Juno:  ‘Sister  mine 
and  sweetest  wife  in  one,  Venus  it  is,  even  as  thou  didst 
suppose — for  thy  judgment  is  never  at  fault — that  up- 
holds the  powers  of  the  Trojans,  not  the  warriors’  own 
keen  riglit  hand  and  tlie  courageous  soul  that  braves 
every  peril.’  Juno  returned,  meekly  : ‘ Why,  my  fairest 
lord,  dost  thou  vex  a sick  spirit  that  quails  before  thy 
cruel  speeches  ? Had  my  love  the  force  it  once  had,  and 
which  should  still  be  its  own,  this  at  least  thou  wouldst 
not  deny  me,  almighty  as  thou  art,  the  power  to  with- 
draw Turn  us  from  the  fight  and  preserve  him  in  safety 
for  Daunus  his  father.  As  it  is,  let  him  perish,  and  glut 
the  Teucrian  vengeance  with  his  righteous  blood.  Yet 
he  draws  his  name  from  our  lineage,  and  Pilumnus  is  his 
grandsire’s  grandsire ; and  often  has  thy  temple  been 
loaded  with  store  of  offerings  from  his  bounteous  hand.’ 
To  whom,  in  brief  reply,  the  lord  of  skiey  Olympus : 
‘ If  thy  prayer  for  the  doometl  youth  is  respite  and 
breathing-space  from  present  death,  and  so  thou  readest 
my  will,  bear  thou  Turnus  away  in  flight,  and  snatch 
him  from  the  destiny  that  presses  on  his  heels.  Thus  far 
is  room  for  compliance.  But  if  any  deeper  favour  be 
hidden  under  these  prayers  of  thine,  and  thou  deemest 
that  the  war’s  whole  course  can  be  moved  or  changed, 
thou  art  nursing  an  empty  hope.’  Juno  answered  with 
tears : ‘ What  if  thy  heart  were  to  grant  what  thy  tongue 
grudges,  and  Turnus’  life  were  pledged  to  continue  ? As 
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it  is,  a heavy  doom  hangs  over  his  guiltless  head,  or  I am 
void  of  truth  aud  wandering  in  delusion.  But  oh,  that 
I might  rather  be  the  sport  of  lying  terrors,  and  thou, 
who  canst,  lead  back  thy  counsels  by  a better  road!’ 

This  said,  from  the  lofty  sky  she  shot  forthwith,  driving 
storm  before  her  through  the  air  and  girt  with  the  rain- 
cloud,  and  sought  the  array  of  Ilium  and  the  camp  of 
Liiurentum.  Then,  as  goddesses  may,  she  fashions  a thin, 
strencrthless  shadow  of  hollow  cloud  in  the  likeness  of 
iEneas,  a marvel  to  the  eyes,  accoutres  it  with  Dardan 
weapons,  and  counterfeits  the  shield  and  the  crest  of  the 
god-like  head,  gives  it  empty  words  and  tones  without 
soul,  aud  renders  to  the  life  the  step  and  the  gait ; even 
as  the  shapes  that  are  said  to  flit  when  death  is  past,  or 
the  dreams  that  mock  the  sense  of  slumber.  So  the 
phantom  strides  triumphant  in  the  van,  goading  the  enemy 
with  brandished  weapons  and  defiant  speech.  Turuus 
comes  on,  and  hurls  from  far  his  hurtling  spear ; it  turns 
its  back  and  retires.  Then,  when  Turuus  thought  .dineas 
flying  in  retreat,  and  snatched  in  the  vehemence  of  his 
soul  at  the  empty  hope  : ‘ Wliither  -so  fast,  .lEneas  ? ’ cries 
he  ; ‘ nay,  leave  not  your  promised  bridal ; this  hand  shall 
give  you  the  soil  you  have  sought  for  the  ocean  over.’ 

So  with  loud  shouts  he  follows,  waving  his  drawn  sword, 
nor  sees  that  the  winds  are  bearing  ofl"  his  triumph.  It 
chanced  that  a ship  was  standiug  moored  to  the  edge  of 
a lofty  rock,  its  ladder  let  down,  its  bridge  ready  to  cross 
— the  ship  which  had  carried  king  Osinius  from  tlie 
borders  of  Clusium.  Hither,  as  in  haste,  the  semblance 
of  the  flying  iEneas  plunged  for  shelter.  Turuus  follows 
as  fast,  bounds  over  all  obstacles,  and  springs  across  the 
high-raised  bridge.  Scarce  had  he  touched  the  prow 
when  Saturn’s  daughter  breaks  the  mooring  and  sweeps 
the  sundered  ship  along  the  receding  flood.  jEneas 
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meanwhile  is  claiming  the  combat  with  his  absent  foe, 
and  sending  down  to  death  many  a warrior  frame  that 
crosses  his  way.  Then  the  airy  phantom  seeks  shelter 
no  longer,  but  soaring  aloft  blends  with  the  murky  at- 
mosphere, while  Turnus  is  borne  by  the  wind  down  the 
middle  of  the  tide.  Ignorant  of  the  event,  and  unthank- 
ful for  escape,  he  looks  back,  his  hands  and  his  voice 
addressed  to  the  sky:  ‘ Almiglity  sire  ! hast  thou  judged 
me  worthy  of  an  infliction  like  this,  and  sentenced  me 
to  this  depth  of  suffering  ? Whither  am  I bound  ? whence 
have  I come  ? what  is  this  flight  that  is  bearing  me  home, 
and  wdiat  does  it  make  of  me  ? Shall  I look  again  on 
Laurentum’s  camp  and  city  ? what  of  that  warrior  troop 
who  followed  me  and  my  standard  ? Are  they  not  those 
whom  I left — horror  to  tell — all  of  them  in  the  jaws  of 
a cruel  death — whom  I now  see  scattered  in  rout,  and 
hear  their  groans  as  they  fall  ? What  can  I do  ? what 
lowest  depth  of  earth  will  yavsm  for  me.^  Nay,  do  you, 
ye  winds,  have  compassion — on  reef,  on  rock — see,  it  is 
I,  Turnus,  who  am  fain  to  plead — dash  me  this  vessel, 
and  lodge  it  on  the  sandbank’s  ruthless  shoal,  where  noue 
that  know  my  shame,  Eutuli  or  rumour,  may  find  me 
out ! ’ So  speaking,  he  sways  in  spirit  to  this  side  and  to 
that : should  he  for  disgrace  so  fold  impale  his  frenzied 
breast  on  the  sword’s  point,  and  drive  tlie  stark  blade 
through  his  ribs,  or  fling  himself  into  the  midst  of  the 
waves,  and  make  by  swimming  for  the  winding  shore, 
and  place  himself  again  among  the  Teucrian  swords? 
Thrice  he  essayed  either  way  : thrice  miglity  Juno  kept 
him  back,  and  of  her  great  pity  withheld  the  youth  from 
action.  On  he  flies,  ploughing  the  deep  with  wave  and 
tide  to  speed  him,  and  is  borne  safely  to  the  ancient 
town  of  Daunus  his  sire. 

Prompted  meanwhile  by  Jove,  Mezcntius,  all  on  fire. 
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takes  up  the  war,  and  charges  the  triumphant  Teucrians. 
The  Tyrrhene  host  flocks  to  the  spot,  bending  all  their 
fury,  all  their  showering  darts  on  one,  one  only  man. 
Even  as  a rock  whicli  juts  into  the  mighty  deep,  exposed 
to  the  rage  of  the  wind  and  braving  the  sea,  bears  all 
the  violence  and  menace  of  heaven  and  ocean,  itself 
unshaken,  he  stands  unmoved  ; now  he  lays  low  Hebrus, 
Dolichaon’s  child,  and  with  him  Latagus  and  craven 
Palmus : Latagus  he  strikes  on  the  face  and  front  with 
a stone,  a hill’s  enormous  fragment,  Palmus  he  suffers  to 
roll  ham-stmug  in  his  cowardice ; their  harness  he  gives 
to  Lausus  to  wear  on  his  shoulders,  their  crests  to  adorn 
his  head.  Euaiithes,  too,  the  Phrygian,  and  Mmas,  Paris’ 
playmate,  borne  by  Theano  to  Amycus  his  sire,  the  self- 
same night  when  Cisseus’  royal  daughter,  teeming  with 
a firebrand,  gave  birth  to  Paris  ; he  sleeps  beneath  his 
father’s  walls,  while  Mimas  has  his  rest  on  Laurentum’s 
unknown  shore.  Like  as  (he  mighty  boar  driven  by 
fangs  of  hounds  from  mountain  heights,  the  boar  whom 
pine-crowned  Vesulus  or  Laureiitum’s  pool  shelters  these 
many  years,  pastui'ed  on  the  reedy  jungle,  soon  as  he  finds 
himself  among  the  nets,  stands  at  bay,  snorting  with  fury 
and  bristling  his  back ; none  has  the  courage  to  flame 
forth  and  come  near  him ; at  safe  distance  they  press  him 
with  their  darts  and  their  cries  ; even  so  of  them  who 
hate  Mezentius  with  a righteous  hate,  none  has  the 
heart  to  face  him  with  drawn  steel ; with  mi.ssiles  and 
deafening  shouts  they  assail  him  from  afiu-;  while  he, 
undaunted,  is  pausing  now  here,  now  there,  gnashing  his 
teeth,  and  shakes  off  the  javelins  from  his  buckler’s  hide. 
There  was  one  Acron  from  Corythus’  ancient  borders, 
a Grecian  wiglit,  who  had  fled  forth  lejiving  his  nuptials 
yet  to  celebrate ; him,  when  Mezentius  saw  at  distance 
scattering  the  intervening  ranks,  in  pride  of  crimson 
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plumage  and  the  purple  of  his  plighted  bride,  even  as  oft 
a famished  lion  ranging  tlirough  high-built  stalls — for 
frantic  hunger  is  his  prompter — if  he  chance  to  mark 
a flying  goat  or  towering-antlered  deer,  grins  with  huge 
delight,  sets  up  his  mane,  and  hangs  over  the  rent  flesh, 
while  loathly  blood  laves  his  insatiate  jaws — so  joyfully 
springs  Mezentius  on  the  foe’s  clustering  mass.  Down 
goes  ill-starred  Acron,  spimns  the  blackened  ground  in 
the  pangs  of  death,  and  dyes  w ith  blood  the  broken  spear. 
Nor  did  the  chief  deign  to  strike  dow’n  Orodes  as  he  fled, 
or  deal  from  a spear-throw  a wound  unseen  : full  in  front 
he  meets  him,  and  engages  him  as  man  should  man,  pre- 
vailing not  by  guile  but  by  sheer  force  of  steel.  Then 
with  foot  and  lance  planted  on  the  back-flung  body  : 

‘ See,  gallants,  a bulwark  of  the  war  has  fallen  in  tall 
Orodes,’  and  his  comrades  shout  in  unison,  taking  up  the 
triumphal  pman.  The  dying  man  returns : ‘ Whoever 
thou  art,  thy  victorious  boasting  shall  not  be  long  or 
unavenged;  for  thee,  too,  a like  fate  is  watching,  and 
thou  shalt  soon  lie  on  these  self-same  fields.’  Mezentius 
answers,  with  hate  mantling  in  his  smile  : ‘ Die  now. 
The  sire  of  gods  and  king  of  men  shall  make  his  account 
with  me.’  So  saying,  he  drew  forth  the  spear  from  the 
body : the  heavy  rast  of  iron  slumber  settles  down  on 
its  eyes,  and  their  beams  are  curtained  in  everlasting 
night. 

Cmdicus  slaughters  Alcathous,  Sacrator  Hydaspes, 
Kapo  kills  Parthenius  and  Orses  of  iron  frame,  Messapus 
slays  Clonius  and  Ericetes,  Lycaon’s  son,  that  grovelling 
on  the  ground  by  a fall  from  his  unbridled  steed,  this 
encountered  foot  to  foot.  Prancing  forward  came  Agis 
of  Lycia ; but  Valerus,  no  unwortliy  heir  of  his  grand- 
sire’s  prowess,  hurls  him  dowm  : Tlu'onius  falls  by  Sabus, 
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and  Salius  by  Noalces,  hero  of  the  javelin  and  the  shaft 
that  surprises  from  far. 

And  ^ow  the  War-god’s  heavy  hand  was  dealing  out  to 
each  equal  measures  of  agony  and  carnage ; alike  they 
were  slaying,  alike  falling  dead,  victors  and  vanquished 
by  turns,  flight  unthought  of  both  by  these  and  by  those. 
The  gods  in  Jove’s  palace  look  pityingly  on  the  idle  rage 
of  the  warring  hosts — alas,  that  death-doomed  men  should 
suffer  so  terribly ! Here  Venus  sits  spectator,  there  over 
against  her  Saturnian  Juno.  Tisiphone,  ashy  pale,  is 
raving  among  thousands  down  below.  But  see ! Mezen- 
tius,  shaking  his  giant  spear,  is  striding  into  the  field,  an 
angry  presence.  Think  of  the  stature  of  Orion,  as  ho 
overtops  the  billows  with  his  shouldei-s,  when  he  stalks  on 
foot  through  the  very  heart  of  Nereus’  mighty  depths  that 
part  before  him,  or  as  carrying  an  aged  ash  in  triumph 
from  the  liill-top  he  plants  his  tread  on  the  ground,  and 
hides  his  head  among  the  clouds  above  : thus  it  is  that 
Mezeutius  in  enormous  bulk  shoulders  his  way.  iEncas 
spies  him  along  the  length  of  tlie  battle,  and  makes  haste 
to  march  against  him.  He  abides  undismayed,  waiting 
for  his  gallant  foe,  and  stands  like  column  on  its  base ; 
then,  measuring  with  his  eye  the  distance  that  may  suffice 
for  his  spear,  ‘ Now  let  my  right  hand,  the  god  of  my 
worship,  and  the  missile  dart  I am  poising,  vouchsafe 
their  aid  I I vow  that  you,  my  Lausus,  clad  in  spoils 
torn  from  yonder  robber’s  carcase,  shall  stand  in  your  own 
person  the  trophy  of  iEneas.’  He  said,  and  threw  from 
far  his  hurtling  lance : fljdng  onward,  it  glances  aside 
from  the  shield,  and  strikes  in  the  distance  noble  Antores 
twixt  side  and  flank,  Antores,  comrade  of  Hercules,  who, 
sent  from  Argos  had  cloven  to  Evander’s  fortunes  and 
sat  him  down  in  an  Italian  home.  Now  he  falls,  ill-fated. 
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by  a wound  meant  for  other,  and  gazes  on  the  sky,  and 
dreams  in  death  of  his  darling  Argos.  Then  good 
ALneiis  hurls  his  spear  ; through  tlie  hollow  disl^  with  its 
triple  plating  of  brass,  through  the  folds  of  linen  and  the 
texture  wherein  three  bidls  joined,  it  won  its  way  and 
lodged  low  down  in  the  groin,  but  its  force  held  not  on. 
In  a moment  yEneas,  gladdened  by  the  sight  of  the 
Tuscan’s  blood,  plucks  his  sword  from  his  tliigh  and 
presses  hotly  on  his  unnerved  foe. 

Soon  as  Lausus  saw,  he  gave  a heavy  groan  of  tender- 
ness for  the  sire  he  loved,  and  tears  trickled  down  his 
face.  And  here,  gallant  youtli,  neither  the  cruel  chance 
of  thy  death,  nor  thy  glorious  deeds,  if  antiquity  may 
gain  credence  for  so  great  a sacrifice,  nor  thine  own 
most  worthy  memory  shall  be  unsung  through  faidt  of 
mine.  The  fatlier,  dragging  back  his  foot,  disabled  and 
entangled,  was  quitting  the  field,  his  enemy’s  spearshaft 
trailing  from  his  buckler.  Forth  dashed  the  youth  and 
mingled  in  the  duel,  and  even  as  jEneas  was  risitig  with 
hand  and  body  and  bringing  down  a blow  from  above,  met 
the  shock  of  the  sword,  and  gave  the  swordsman  pause ; 
his  comrades  second  him  with  a mighty  shout,  covering 
the  father’s  retreat  as  sheltered  by  his  son’s  shield  he 
withdraws  from  the  fray,  hurl  a rain  of  dai1s,  and  strive 
with  distant  missiles  to  dislodge  the  foe.  yEnea-s  glows 
with  anger,  and  keeps  within  the  covert  of  his  arms. 
Even  as  on  a time  W'hen  storm-clouds  sweep  down  in  a 
burst  of  hail,  every  ploughman,  every  husbandman  has 
lied  scattering  from  the  field,  and  the  traveller  lies  hid 
in  a stronghold  of  safety,  either  some  river  bank  or  vault 
of  lofty  rock,  while  the  rain  is  pelting  on  the  lands,  in 
the  hope  that  with  the  returning  sun.  they  may  task  the  day 
once  more,  even  so,  stormed  on  by  javelins  from  all  sides, 
.iEnea.s  endures  the  thunder-cloud  of  war  till  all  its 
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artillery  be  spent,  and  keeps  chiding  Lausus  and  threaten- 
ing Lausus : ‘ Whither  are  you  rushing  on  your  death, 
with  aims  beyond  your  strength  ? Your  duteous  heart 
blinds  your  reckless  valour.’  Yet  he  bates  not  a jot 
in  his  frantic  onslaught ; and  now  tlie  Dardan  leader’s 
wrath  surges  into  fury,  and  the  fatal  sisters  are  gather- 
ing up  Tjausus’  last  threacl,  for  iEnoas  drives  his  forceful 
blade  sheer  through  the  youtli’s  body,  and  bui'ies  it 
wholly  within  him.  Pierced  is  the  shield  by  the  edge, 
the  light  armour  he  carried  so  threateningly,  and  the 
tunic  embroidered  by  his  mother  with  delicate  golden 
thread,  and  his  bosom  is  deluged  with  blood ; and  anon 
the  life  flits  through  the  air  regretfully  to  the  shades  and 
the  body  is  left  tenantless.  But  when  the  son  of  Anchises 
saw  the  look  and  countenance  of  the  dying — the  coun- 
tenance with  its  strange  and  varying  hues  of  pallor — 
heavily  he  groaned  for  pity  and  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
and  the  portraiture  of  filial  love  stood  before  his  .soul. 
‘ What  now,  hapless  boy,  what  shall  the  good  .dineas 
give  you  worthy  of  your  merit  and  of  a heart  like  yours  ? 
Let  the  arms  wherein  you  took  pride  be  your  own  still ; 
yourself  I restore  to  the  company  of  your  ancestors,  their 
shades  and  their  ashes,  if  that  be  aught  to  you  now. 
This  at  least,  ill-starred  as  you  are,  shall  solace  the  sadness 
of  your  death : it  is  great  iEneas’  hand  that  brings  you 
low.’  Then  without  more  ado  ho  chides  the  slackne.ss  of 
his  comrades,  and  lifts  their  young  chief  from  the  earth, 
as  he  lay  dabbling  his  trim  locks  witli  gore. 

Meanwhile  the  father  at  the  wave  of  Tiber’s  flood  was 
stanching  his  wounds  with  water,  and  giving  ease  to  his 
frame,  leaning  on  a tree’s  tmnk.  His  brazen  helmet  is 
hanging  from  a distant  bough,  and  his  heavy  arms  are 
resting  on  the  mead.  Hound  him  stand  his  bravest 
warriors : he,  sick  and  panting,  is  relieving  his  neck, 
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while  his  flowing  beard  scatters  over  his  bosom : many  a 
question  asks  he  about  Lausus,  many  a messenger  he  sends 
to  call  him  ofl"  and  convey  to  him  the  charge  of  his 
grieving  sire.  But  Lausus  the  while  was  being  carried 
breathless  on  his  shield  by  a train  of  weeping  comrades, 
a mighty  spirit  quelled  by  a mighty  wound.  The  distant 
groan  told  its  tale  to  that  ill-boding  heart.  He  defiles  his 
gray  hairs  with  a shower  of  dust,  stretches  his  two  palms 
to  heaven,  and  clings  to  the  body.  ‘ My  son ! and  was  I 
enthralled  by  so  strong  a love  of  life  as  to  sufier  you,  mine 
own  ofispring,  to  meet  the  foeman’s  hand  in  my  stead  ? 
Are  these  your  wounds  preserving  your  sire  ? is  he  living 
through  your  death  ? Alas ! now  at  length  I know  the 
misery  of  banishment ! now  the  iron  is  driven  home ! Ay, 
it  was  I,  my  son,  that  stained  your  name  with  guilt,  driven 
by  the  hate  I gendered  from  the  throne  and  realm  of  my 
father ! Eetribution  was  due  to  my  country  and  to  my 
subjects’  wrath  : would  that  I had  let  out  my  forfeit  life 
through  all  the  death-wounds  they  aimed  ! And  now  I 
live  on,  nor  as  yet  leave  daylight  and  human  kind 
— but  leave  them  I will.’  So  saying,  he  raises  himself  on 
his  halting  thigh,  and  though  the  deep  wound  makes  his 
strength  flag,  calls  for  his  war-horse  with  no  downcast 
mien.  This  was  ever  his  glory  and  his  solace  : this  still 
carried  him  victorious  from  every  battle-field.  He  ad- 
dresses the  grieving  creature  and  bespeaks  it  thus  : ‘ Long, 
Ehajbus,  have  we  twain  lived,  if  aught  be  long  to  those 
who  must  die.  To-day  you  shall  either  bear  in  victory 
the  bloody  spoils  and  head  of  Hiineas  yonder,  and  join 
with  me  to  avenge  my  Lausus’  sufferings,  or  if  our  force 
suffice  not  to  clear  the  way,  we  will  lie  down  together  in 
death  : for  never,  I ween,  my  gallant  one,  will  you  stoop 
to  a stranger’s  bidding  and  endure  a Teucrian  lord.’  He 
said,  and  mounting  on  its  back  settled  his  limbs  as  he  was 
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wont,  and  charged  his  two  hands  with  pointed  javelins, 
his  head  shining  with  brass  and  sliaggy  with  horse-hair 
crest.  So  he  bounded  into  the  midst — his  heart  glowing  at 
once  with  mighty  shame,  madness  and  agony  commingled. 
Then  with  a loud  voice  he  thrice  called  on  jEneas : 
ay,  and  iEneas  knew  it,  and  prays  in  ecstasy ; ‘ May  the 
great  father  of  the  gods,  may  royal  Apollo  grant  that  you 
come  to  the  encounter ! ’ So  much  said,  he  marches  to 
meet  him  with  brandished  spear.  The  other  replies  : 

‘ Why  terrify  me,  fellest  of  foes,  now  you  have  robbed 
me  of  my  sou  ? this  was  the  only  way  by  which  you  could 
work  my  ruin.  I fear  not  death,  nor  give  quarter  to  any 
deity.  Enough  : I am  coming  to  die,  and  send  you  this  ^ 
my  present  first.’  He  said,  and  flung  a javelin  at  his 
enemy  : then  he  sends  another  and  another  to  its  mark, 
wheeling  round  in  a vast  ring : but  the  golden  shield  bides 
the  blow.  Three  times,  wheeling  from  right  to  left,  he 
rode  round  the  foe  that  faced  him,  flinging  darts  from  his 
hand  : three  times  the  hero  of  Troy  moves  round,  carry- 
ing with  him  a vast  grove  planted  on  his  brazen  plate. 
Then,  when  he  begins  to  tire  of  the  long  delay  and  the 
incessant  plucking  out  of  darts,  and  feels  the  unequal 
combat  press  him  hard,  meditating  many  things,  at  last  he 
springs  from  his  covert,  and  hurls  his  spear  fuU  between 
the  hollow  temples  of  the  warrior-steed.  The  gallant 
beast  rears  itself  upright,  lashes  the  air  with  its  heels,  and, 
flinging  the  rider,  falls  on  and  encumbers  him,  and  itself 
bowed  to  earth  presses  with  its  shoulder  the  prostrate 
chief.  Up  flies  H3neas,  plucks  forth  his  sword  from  its 
scabbard,  and  bespeaks  the  fallen : ‘ Where  now  is  fierce 
Mczentius  and  that  his  savage  vehemence  of  spirit  ? ’ To 
whom  the  Tuscan,  soon  as  opening  his  eyes  on  the  light 
he  drank  in  the  heaven  and  regained  his  sense  : ‘ Insulting 
foe,  why  reproach  me  and  menace  me  with  death  ? You 
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may  kill  me  without  crime : I came  not  to  battle  to  be 
spared,  nor  was  that  tiie  league  which  my  Tiiiusus  ratified 
with  you  for  his  father.  One  boon  I ask,  in  the  name  of 
that  grace,  if  any  there  be,  which  is  due  to  a vanquished 
enemy : suffer  my  corpse  to  be  interred.  I'he  hot  hatred 
of  my  subjects,  well  I kuowq  is  blazing  all  round  me  : 
screen  me,  I pray,  from  their  fury,  and  vouchsafe  me  a 
share  in  the  tomb  of  my  son.’  So  saying,  with  full  resolve 
he  welcomes  the  sword  to  his  throat,  and  spreads  his  life 
over  his  annour  in  broad  streams  of  blood. 
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Meawhilk,  the  Goddess  of  Dawn  has  risen  and  left  the 
ocean,  ^neas,  thougli  duty  presses  to  find  leisure  for 
interring  his  friend.s,  and  his  mind  is  still  wildered  by 
the  scene  of  blood,  was  paying  his  vows  to  heaven  as  con- 
queror should  at  the  day-star’s  rise.  A giant  oak,  lopped 
all  round  of  its  branches,  he  sets  up  on  a mound,  and 
arrays  it  in  gleaming  arms,  the  royal  spoils  of  Mezentius,  a 
trophy  to  thee,  great  Lord  of  War ; thereto  he  attaches 
the  crest  yet  raining  blood,  the  warrior’s  weapons  notched 
and  broken,  and  the  hauberk  stricken  and  pierced  by 
twelve  several  wounds : to  the  left  hand  he  binds  the 
brazen  shield,  and  hangs  to  the  neck  the  ivory-hilted 
.sword.  Then  he  begins  thus  to  give  charge  to  his  trium- 
phant friends,  for  the  whole  company  of  chiefs  had 
gathered  to  his  side  : ‘ A mighty  deed,  gallants,  is  achieved 
already : dismi.ss  all  fear  for  the  future : see  here  the 
spoils,  the  tyrant’s  first-fruits  : see  here  Mezentius  as  my 
hands  have  made  him.  Now  our  march  is  to  the  king 
and  the  walls  of  Latium.  Set  the  battle  in  array  in  your 
hearts  and  let  hope  forestall  the  fray,  that  no  delay  may 
check  your  ignorance  at  the  moment  when  heaven  gives 
leave  to  pluck  up  the  standards  and  lead  forth  our 
chivalry  from  the  camp,  no  coward  resolve  palsy  your 
steps  with  fear.  Meanwhile,  consign  we  to  earth  the 
unburied  carcases  of  our  friends,  that  solitary  honour  which 
is  held  in  account  in  the  pit  of  Acheron.  Go,’  he  says, 
‘ grace  with  the  last  tribute  those  glorious  souls,  who  have 
bought  for  us  this  our  father-land  with  the  price  of  their 
blood : and  first  to  Evander’s  sorrowing  town  send  we 
VOL.  II.  c c 
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Fallas,  who,  lacking  nought  of  manly  worth,  has  been  reft 
by  the  evil  day,  and  whelmed  in  darkness  before  his  time.’ 
So  he  says  weeping,  and  returns  to  his  tent-door,  where 
the  body  of  breathless  Fallas,  duly  laid  out,  was  being 
watched  by  Acoetes  the  aged,  who  had  in  old  days  been 
armour-bearer  to  Evander  his  Arcadian  lord,  but  then  in 
an  hour  less  happy  was  serving  as  the  appointed  guardian 
of  the  pupil  he  loved.  Around  the  corpse  were  thronging 
the  retinue  of  menials  and  the  Trojan  train,  and  dames  of 
nion  with  their  hair  unbound  in  mourning  fashion.  But 
soon  as  jEneas  entered  the  lofty  portal,  a mighty  wail 
they  raise  to  the  stars,  smiting  on  their  breasts,  and  tlie 
royal  dwelling  groans  to  its  centre  with  their  agony  of 
woe.  He,  when  he  saw  the  pillowed  head  and  coun- 
tenance of  Fallas  in  his  beauty,  and  the  deep  cleft  of  the 
Ausonian  spear  in  his  marble  bosom,  thus  speaks,  breaking 
into  tears  : ‘ Can  it  be,  unhappy  boy,  that  Fortune  at  the 
moment  of  her  triumphant  flood-tide  has  grudged  you  to 
me,  forbidding  you  to  look  on  my  kingdom,  and  ride  back 
victorious  to  your  father’s  home?  Hot  such  was  the 
parting  pledge  I gave  on  your  behalf  to  your  sire  Evander, 
when,  clasping  me  to  his  heart,  he  sent  me  on  my  way  to 
mighty  empire,  and  anxiously  warned  me  that  the  foe  was 
fierce  and  the  race  we  should  war  with  stubborn.  And 
now  he  belike  at  this  very  moment  in  the  deep  delusion 
of  empty  hope  is  making  vows  to  Heaven  and  piling  the 
altars  with  gifts,  while  we  are  following  his  darling,  void 
of  life,  and  owing  no  dues  henceforward  to  any  power  on 
high,  with  the  vain  service  of  our  sorrow.  Bl-starrcd 
father ! your  eyes  shall  see  what  cruel  death  has  made  of 
your  son.  And  is  this  the  proud  return,  the  triumph  we 
looked  for?  has  my  solemn  pledge  shrunk  to  this  ? Yet 
no  beaten  coward  shall  you  see,  Evander,  chastised  with 
unseemly  wounds,  nor  shall  the  father  pray  for  death  to 
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come  in  its  terror  while  tlie  son  survives.  Ay  me  I how 
strong  a defender  is  lost  to  our  Ausonian  realm,  and  lost 
to  you,  my  own  lulus  I ’ 

So  having  wailed  his  fill,  he  gives  order  to  lift  and  bear 
the  poor  corpse,  and  sends  a thousand  men  chosen  from 
his  whole  array  to  attend  the  last  service  of  woe,  and 
lend  their  countenance  to  the  father’s  tears,  a scant  solace 
for  that  mighty  sorrow,  yet  not  the  less  the  wretched 
parent’s  due.  Others,  nothing  slack,  plait  the  framework 
of  a pliant  bier  with  shoots  of  arbute  and  oaken  twigs, 
and  shroud  the  heaped-up  bed  with  a covering  of  leaves. 
Here  place  they  the  youth  raised  high  on  his  rustic  litter, 
even  as  a flower  cropped  by  maiden’s  finger,  be  it  of  de- 
licate violet  or  drooping  hyacinth,  unforsaken  as  yet  of  its 
sparkling  hue  and  its  graceful  outline,  though  its  parent 
earth  no  longer  feeds  it  or  supplies  it  with  strength.  Then 
brought  forth  jEneas  two  garments  stiff  with  gold  and 
purple,  which  Dido  had  wrought  for  him  in  other  days 
with  her  own  hands,  delighting  in  the  toil,  and  had  streaked 
their  webs  with  threads  of  gold.  Of  these  the  mourner 
spreads  one  over  his  youthful  fiiend  as  a last  honour,  and 
mufl3es  the  locks  on  which  the  flame  must  feed ; more- 
over he  piles  in  a heap  many  a spoil  from  Laurentum’s  fray, 
and  bids  the  plunder  be  carried  in  long  procession.  The 
steeds  too  and  weapons  he  adds  of  which  he  had  stripped 
the  foe.  Already  had  he  bound  the  victims’  hands  behind 
their  backs,  doomed  as  a sacrifice  to  the  dead  man’s 
spirit,  soon  to  spill  their  blood  over  the  fire  : and  now  he 
bids  the  leaders  in  person  carry  tree-trunks  clad  with 
hostile  arms,  and  has  the  name  of  an  enemy  attached  to 
each.  There  is  Acoetes  led  along,  a lorn  old  man,  marring 
now  his  breast  with  blows,  now  his  face  with  laceration, 
and  anon  he  throws  himself  at  his  full  length  on  the 
ground.  They  lead  too  the  car,  all  spattered  with  Eutulian 

c c 2 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


388 


THE  iENEID. 


blood.  After  it  the  warrior  steed,  .<Ethon,  his  trappings 
laid  aside,  moves  weeping,  and  bathes  his  visage  with  big 
round  drops.  Others  cany  the  spear  and  tlie  helm : for 
the  rest  of  the  harness  is  Turnus’  prize.  Then  follows  a 
mourning  army,  the  Teucrians,  and  all  the  Tuscans,  and  the 
sons  of  Arcady  with  weapons  turned  downward.  And  now 
after  all  the  retinue  had  passed  on  in  long  arra}^  ^neas 
stayed,  and  groaning  deeply  uttered  one  word  more  : ‘ We 
are  summoned  hence  by  the  same  fearful  destiny  of  war 
to  shed  other  tears ; I bid  you  hail  for  ever,  mightiest 
Pallas,  and  for  ever  farewell.’  Saying  this  and  this  only, 
he  turned  to  the  lofty  walls  again,  and  bent  his  footste})s 
campward. 

And  now  appeared  the  ambassadors  from  the  tow  of 
Latium,  with  the  coverings  of  their  olive  boughs,  en- 
treating an  act  of  grace : the  bodies  which  were  lying 
oyer  the  plains  as  the  steel  had  mowed  them  down  they 
pray  him  to  restore,  and  suffer  them  to  pass  under  the 
mounded  earth  : no  man  wars  with  the  vanquished  and 
with  those  who  have  left  the  sun  : let  him  show  mercy 
to  men  once  known  as  his  hosts  and  the  fathei's  of  his 
bride.  The  good  uEneas  hearkens  to  a prayer  that  merits 
no  rebuke,  grants  them  the  boon,  and  withal  bespeaks 
them  thus : ‘ What  undeserved  ill  chance,  men  of  Latium, 
has  entangled  you  in  a war  so  terrible  and  made  you  fly 
from  us  your  friends  ? Ask  you  peace  for  the  dead,  for 
those  on  whom  the  War-god’s  die  has  fallen  ? Nay,  I 
would  fain  grant  it  to  the  living  too.  I were  not  here  had 
not  fate  assigned  me  a portion  and  a home : nor  wage  I 
war  against  your  nation : it  was  the  king  that  abandoned 
our  alliance,  and  sought  shelter  rather  under  Turnus’ 
banner.  Fairer  it  had  been  that  Turnus  should  have  met 
the  death-stroke  ye  mourn.  If  he  seeks  to  end  the  war 
by  strength  of  arm  and  expel  the  Trojan  enemy,  duty  bade 
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him  confront  me  with  weapons  like  mine,  and  that  one 
should  liave  lived  who  had  earned  life  from  heaven  or  his 
own  right  hand.  Now  go  and  kindle  the  flame  beneath 
your  ill-starred  townsmen.’  ^Eneas’  speech  was  over  : they 
stood  in  silent  wonder,  their  eyes  and  countenances  stead- 
fastly fixed  on  each  other.  Then  Drances,  elder  in  birth, 
ever  embroiled  with  the  youthful  Turnus  by  hatred  and 
taunting  word,  thus  speaks  in  reply  : ‘ 0 mighty  in  fame’s 
voice,  mightier  in  your  own  brave  deeds,  hero  of  Troy,  what 
praise  shall  I utter  to  match  you  with  the  stars  ? Shall  I first 
admire  your  sacred  love  of  right,  or  the  toils  of  your  hand 
in  war  ? Ours  it  shall  be  gratefully  to  report  your  answer 
to  our  native  town,  and  should  any  favouring  chance  allow, 
make  you  the  friend  of  king  Latinus.  Let  Turnus  look 
for  alliance  where  he  may.  Nay,  it  will  be  our  pride  to 
uprear  those  massive  walls  of  destiny,  and  heave  on  our 
shoulders  the  stones  of  your  new  Troy.’  lie  spoke,  and 
the  rest  all  murmured  assent.  For  twelve  days  they  make 
truce,  and  with  amity  to  mediate,  Trojans  and  Latians 
mingled  roam  through  the  forest  on  Uie  mountain  slopes 
unharming  and  unharmed.  The  lofty  ash  rings  with  the 
two-edged  steel : they  bring  low  pines  erst  uplifted  to 
the  sky,  nor  is  there  pause  in  cleaving  with  wedges  the 
oak  and  fragrant  cedar,  or  in  carrying  ashen  trunks  in  the 
groaning  wains. 

And  now  flying  Fame,  the  harbinger  of  that  cruel 
agony,  is  filling  with  her  tidings  the  ears  of  Evander,  his 
palace  and  his  city.  Fame  that  but  few  hours  back  was 
proclaiming  Pallas  the  conqueror  of  Latium.  Forth 
stream  the  Arcadians  to  the  gates,  Avith  funeral  torches  in 
ancient  fashion,  snatched  up  hurriedly ; the  road  gleams 
with  the  long  line  of  fire,  which  parts  the  breadth  of  fields 
on  either  hand.  To  meet  them  comes  the  train  of  Phry- 
gians, and  joins  the  wailing  company.  Soon  as  the  matrons 
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saw  them  pass  under  the  shadow  of  the  houses,  they  set 
the  moimning  city  ablaze  with  their  slirieks.  But  Evaiider 
— no  force  can  hold  him  back ; he  rushes  into  the  midst : 
there  as  they  lay  down  the  bier  he  has  flung  himself  upon 
Pallas,  and  is  clinging  to  him  with  tears  and  groans,  till 
choking  grief  at  last  lets  speech  find  her  way  ; ‘ No,  my 
Pallas ! this  was  not  your  promise  to  your  sire,  to  trust 
yourself  with  caution  in  the  War-god’s  savage  hands.  I 
knew  what  a spell  there  lay  in  the  young  dawn  of  a 
soldier’s  glory,  the  enrapturing  pride  of  the  first  day  of 
battle.  Alas  for  the  ill-starred  first-fruits  of  youth,  the 
cruel  foretaste  of  the  coming  war  1 alas  for  those  my  vows 
and  prayers,  that  found  no  audience  with  any  of  the  gods ! 
alas  too  for  thee,  my  blessed  spouse,  happy  as  thou  art  in 
the  death  that  spared  thee  not  for  tliis  heavy  sorrow  I 
while  I,  living  on,  have  triumphed  over  my  destiny,  that  I 
might  survive  in  solitary  fatherhood.  Had  I but  followed 
the  fi-iendly  standards  of  Troy,  and  fallen  whelmed  by 
Eutulian  javelins ! had  I rendered  ray  own  life  up,  so  that 
this  funeral  train  should  have  borne  me  home,  and  not 
my  Pallas  I Nor  yet  would  I blame  you,  men  of  Troy, 
nor  the  treaty  we  made,  nor  the  hands  we  plighted  in 
friendship ; it  is  but  the  portion  ordained  long  ago  as 
fitting  for  my  gray  hairs.  If  it  was  written  that  my  son 
should  die  ere  his  time,  it  shall  be  well  that  he  fell  after 
slaying  liis  Volscian  thousands,  while  leading  a Teucrian 
army  to  the  gates  of  Latium.  Nay,  my  Pallas,  I would 
wish  for  you  no  worthier  funeral  than  that  accorded  to 
you  by  .^neas  the  good  and  his  noble  Phrygians,  by  the 
Tyrrhene  leaders,  and  the  whole  Tyrrhene  host  Each 
bears  you  a mighty  trophy  whom  your  right  hand  sends 
down  to  death.  And  you,  too,  proud  Tumus,  would  be 
standing  at  this  moment,  a giant  trunk  hung  round  with 
armour,  had  your  age  been  but  as  his,  the  vigour  of  your 
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years  the  same.  But  why  should  misery  like  mine  hold 
back  the  Teucrians  from  the  battle  ? Go,  and  remember 
to  bear  my  message  to  your  king.  If  I still  drag  the  wheels 
of  my  hated  life  now  my  Pallas  is  slain,  it  is  because  of 
your  right  hand,  which  owes  the  debt  of  Turnus’  life  to 
son  and  sire,  yourself  being  witness.  This  is  the  one 
remaining  niche  for  your  valour  and  your  fortune  to  fill. 
I ask  not  for  triumph  to  gild  my  life : that  thought  were 
crime : I ask  but  for  tidings  that  I may  bear  to  my  son 
down  in  the  spectral  world.’ 

Meantime  the  Goddess  of  Dawn  had  lifted  on  high  her 
kindly  light  for  sufiering  mortality,  recalling  them  to  task 
and  toil.  Already  father  .i^lneas,  already  Tarchon,  have 
set  up  their  fimcral  piles  along  the  winding  shore.  Hither 
each  man  brings  the  body  of  friend  or  kinsman  as  the 
rites  of  his  sires  command ; and  as  the  murky  fiames  are 
applied  below,  darkness  veils  the  heights  of  heaven  in 
gloom.  Thrice  they  ran  their  courses  round  the  lighted 
pyres,  sheathed  in  shining  armour  ; thrice  they  circled  on 
tlieir  steeds  the  mournful  funeral  fiame,  and  uttered  the 
voice  of  wailing.  Sprinkled  is  the  earth  with  their  tears, 
spnnkled  is  tlie  harness.  Upsoars  to  heaven  at  once  the 
sliout  of  warriors  and  the  blare  of  trumpets.  Others  fling 
upon  the  fire  plunder  tom  from  the  Latian  slain,  helms 
and  shapely  swords  and  bridle-reins  and  glowing  wheels ; 
some  bring  in  ofiering  the  things  the  dead  men  wore, 
their  own  shields  and  the  weapons  that  sped  so  ill.  Many 
carcases  of  oxen  are  sacrificed  round  the  piles : bristly 
swine  and  cattle  han-ied  from  the  country  round  are  made 
to  bleed  into  the  flame.  Then  along  the  whole  line  of 
coast  they  gaze  on  their  burning  friends,  and  keep  sentry 
over  the  half-quenched  fire-bed,  nor  let  themselves  be  tom 
away  till  dewy  night  rolls  round  the  sky  with  its  gar- 
niture of  blazing  stars. 
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With  like  zeal  the  ill-sLarrecl  Latians  in  a difTerent 
quarter  set  up  countleas  piles  ; of  the  multitude  of  corpses 
some  they  bury  in  the  earth,  some  they  lift  up  and  carry 
off  to  neighbour  districts,  and  send  them  home  to  the 
city ; the  rest,  a mighty  mass  of  promiscuous  carnage,  they 
bum  uncounted  and  unhonoured ; and  thereon  the  plains 
through  their  length  and  breadth  gleam  ■with  the  thicken- 
ing rivahy  of  funeral  fires.  The  third  morrow  had  ivith- 
drawn  the  chill  shadows  from  the  sky : the  mourners  were 
levelling  the  piles  of  a.shes  and  sweeping  the  mingled 
bones  from  the  hearths,  and  heaping  over  them  mounds 
of  earth  where  the  heat  yet  lingers.  But  within  the 
walls,  in  the  city  of  Latium’s  wealthy  king,  the  wailing 
is  pre-eminent,  and  largest  the  portion  of  that  long  agony. 
Here  are  mothers  and  their  sons’  wretched  brides,  here 
are  sisters’  bosoms  racked  with  sorrow  and  love,  and 
children  orphaned  of  their  parents,  calling  down  curses 
on  the  terrible  war  and  on  Turaus’  bridal  rites  ; ho,  he 
himself,  they  cry,  should  try  the  is,sue  with  arms  and  the 
cold  steel,  who  claims  for  himself  the  Itahan  crown  and  the 
honours  of  sovereignty.  Fell  Drances  casts  his  weight 
into  the  scale,  and  bears  witness  that  Turnus  alone  is 
challenged  by  the  foe,  Tumus  alone  defied  to  combat. 
Against  them  many  a judgment  is  ranged  in  various 
phrase  on  Turnus’  side,  and  the  queen’s  august  name 
lends  him  its  shadow  ; many  an  applauding  voice  upholds 
the  warrior  by  help  of  the  trophies  he  has  won. 

Amid  all  this  ferment,  when  the  blaze  of  popular  tur- 
moil is  at  its  height,  see,  as  a crowning  blow,  comes  back 
the  sorrowing  embassy  with  tidings  from  Diomede’s 
mighty  town : the  cost  of  all  their  labours  has  gained  them 
nought : gifts  and  gold  and  earnest  jjrayers  are  alike  in 
vain : the  Latians  must  look  for  arms  elsewhere,  or  sue 
for  peace  from  the  Trojan  chief.  King  Latinus  himself  is 


Digitized  by  Google 


BOOK  XI. 


393 


cnishetl  to  earth  by  the  weight  of  agony.  Tlie  wrath  of 
the  gtxls,  the  fresh-made  graves  before  his  eyes,  tell  him 
plainly  that  .dUneas  is  the  man  of  destiny,  borne  on  by 
heaven’s  n^ifest  will.  So  he  summons  by  royal  mandate 
a mighty  council,  the  chiefs  of  his  nation,  and  gathers  them 
within  his  lofty  doors.  They  have  mustered  from  all 
sides,  and  are  streaming  to  the  palace  through  the  crowded 
streets.  In  the  midst  Latinus  takes  his  seat,  at  once  eldest 
in  years  and  first  in  kingly  state,  with  a brow  that  knows 
not  joy.  Hereupon  he  bids  the  envoys  returnetl  from 
the  HLtolian  town  to  report  the  answers  they  bear,  and 
bids  them  repeat  each  point  in  order.  Silence  is  pro- 
claimed, and  Venulus,  obeying  the  mandate,  begins  to 
speak  : 

‘ Townsmen,  we  have  looked  on  Diomede  and  his  Argive 
encampment : the  journey  is  overpast,  and  every  chance 
surmounted,  and  we  have  touched  the  hand  by  which  the 
realm  of  Ilion  fell.  We  found  him  raising  his  city  of 
Argyripa,  the  namesake  of  his  ancestral  people,  in  the 
land  of  lapygian  Garganus  which  his  sword  had  won. 
Soon  as  the  presence  was  gained  and  liberty  of  speech 
accorded,  we  proffer  our  gifts,  inform  him  of  our  name 
and  country,  who  is  our  invader,  and  what  cause  has  led 
us  to  Arpi.  He  listened,  and  returned  as  follows  with 
untroubled  mien  ; “ O children  of  fortune,  subjects  of 
Saturn’s  reign,  men  of  old  Ausonia,  what  caprice  of  chance 
disturbs  you  in  your  repose,  and  bids  you  provoke  a war 
ye  know  not?  Know  that  all  of  us,  whose  steel  profaned 
the  sanctity  of  Ilion’s  soil — I pass  the  hardships  of  war, 
drained  to  the  dregs  under  those  lofty  ramparts,  the  bravo 
hearts  which  tliat  fatal  Simois  covers — yea,  all  of  us  the 
wide  world  over  have  paid  the  dues  of  our  trcspa.ss  in 
agonies  unutterable,  a company  that  might  have  wrung 
pity  even  fi-om  Priam  : witness  Minerva’s  baleful  star,  and 
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Uhe  crags  of  Euboea,  and  Caphereus  the  avenger.  Dis- 
icharged  from  that  warfare,  wandering  outcasts  on  diverse 
yshores,  Menelaus,  Atreus’  son,  is  journeying  in  banishment 
/ even  to  the  pillars  of  Proteus ; Ulysses  has  looked  upon 
f -ZEtna  and  her  Cyclop  brood.  Need  I tell  of  Neoptolemus’ 
portioned  realms,  of  Idomeneus’  dismantled  home,  of 
Locrian  settlers  on  a Libyan  coast?  Even  the  monarch 
of  Mycenas,  the  leader  of  the  great  Grecian  name,  met 
death  on  his  very  threshold  at  the  hand  of  his  atrocious 
I spouse ; Asia  fell  before  him,  but  the  adulterer  rose  in  her 
• room.  Cruel  gods,  that  would  not  have  me  restored  to 
the  hearth-fires  of  my  home,  to  see  once  more  the  wife  of 
my  longing  and  my  own  fair  Calydon  I Nay,  even  my 
flight  is  dogged  by  portents  of  dreadful  view ; my  com- 
rades torn  from  me  are  winging  tlie  air  and  haunting  the 
stream  as  birds — alas  that  the  followers  of  my  fortunes 
should  suffer  so ! — and  making  the  rocks  ring  with  the 
shrieks  of  their  sorrow.  Such  was  the  fate  I had  to  look 
for  even  from  that  day  when  with  my  frantic  steel  I 
assailed  the  flesh  of  immortals,  and  impiously  wounded 
Venus’  sacred  hand.  Nay,  nay,  urge  me  no  longer  to  a 
war  like  tliis.  Since  Pergamus  fell,  my  fightings  with 
Troy  are  ended ; I have  no  thought,  no  joy,  for  the  evils  of 
the  past.  As  for  the  gifts  which  you  bring  me  from  your 
borne,  carry  them  rather  to  ^neas.  I tell  you,  I have 
stood  against  the  fury  of  his  weapon,  and  joined  hand  to 
hand  with  him  in  battle ; trust  one  who  knows  how  strong 
is  his  onset  as  he  rises  on  the  shield,  how  fierce  the  whirl- 
wind of  his  hurtling  lance.  Had  Ida’s  soil  borne  but  two 
other  so  valiant,  Dardanus  would  have  marched  in  his 
turn  to  the  gates  of  Inachus,  and  the  tears  of  Greece  would 
be  flowing  for  a destiny  reversed.  All  those  years  of 
lingering  at  the  walls  of  stubborn  Troy,  it  was  Hector’s 
and  HLneas’  hand  that  clogged  the  wheels  of  Grecian 
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victory  and  delayed  her  coming  till  the  tenth  campaign 
had  begun.  High  in  courage  were  both,  high  in  the 
glory  of  martial  prowess ; but  piety  gave  him  the  pre- 
eminence. Join  hand  to  hand  in  treaty,  if  so  you  may; 
but  see  that  your  arms  bide  not  the  shock  of  his.”  Thus, 
gracious  sire,  have  you  heard  at  once  the  king’s  reply, 
and  the  judgment  he  passed  on  this  our  mighty  war.* 

The  envoys  had  scarcely  finished  when  a diverse  mur- 
mur runs  along  the  quivering  lips  of  the  sons  of  Ausonia, 
as  when  rapid  streams  are  checked  by  rocks  in  their 
course,  confused  sounds  rise  from  the  imprisoned  torrent, 
and  neighbouring  banks  re-echo  with  the  babbling  of  the 
waves.  Soon  as  their  passions  were  allayed,  and  their 
chafed  countenances  settled  in  calm,  the  monarch,  first 
invoking  heaven,  begins  from  his  lofty  throne : 

‘ To  have  taken  your  judgment,  Latians,  ere  this  on 
the  state  of  the  common-weal,  would  liave  been  my 
pleasure,  and  our  truer  interest,  rather  than  summon 
a council  at  a crisis  like  this,  when  the  foe  has  sat  down 
before  our  walls.  A grievous  war,  my  countrymen,  we 
are  waging,  with  the  seed  of  heaven,  a nation  unsubdued, 
whom  no  battles  overtire,  nor  even  in  defeat  can  they 
be  made  to  drop  the  sword.  For  any  hope  ye  have 
cherished  in  the  alliance  of  JEtolian  arms,  resign  it  for 
ever.  Each  is  his  own  hope ; and  how  slender  is  this  ye 
may  see  for  yourselves.  As  to  all  beside,  with  what  utter 
ruin  it  is  stricken  is  palpable  to  the  sight  of  your  eyes,  to 
the  touch  of  your  hands.  I throw  the  blame  on  none : 
manly  worth  has  done  the  utmost  it  could : all  the  sinews 
of  the  realm  have  been  strained  in  the  contest.  Now 
then  I will  set  forth  what  is  the  judgment  of  my  wavering 
mind,  and  show  you  it  in  few  words,  if  ye  will  lend  me 
your  attention.  There  is  an  ancient  territory  of  mine 
bordering  on  the  Tuscan  river,  extending  lengthwise  to 
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the  west,  even  beyond  the  Sicaniaa  frontier ; Aunmcans 
and  Rutulians  are  its  tillers,  subduing  with  the  ploughshare 
its  stubborn  Iiills,  and  pasturing  their  Hoc  ks  on  the  rugged 
slopes.  Let  this  whole  district,  with  the  lofty  mountain 
and  its  belt  of  pines,  be  our  friendly  gift  to  the  Teucrians ; 
let  us  name  equal  terms  of  alliance,  and  invite  them  to 
share  our  kingdom ; let  them  settle  here,  if  their  passion 
is  so  strong,  and  build  them  a city.  But  if  they  have  a 
mind  to  compa.ss  other  lands  and  another  nation,  and  are 
free  to  quit  our  soil,  let  us  build  twenty  ships  of  Italian 
timber,  or  more  if  they  have  men  to  fill  them  : there  is 
the  wood  ready  felled  by  the  river  side ; let  themselves 
prescribe  the  size  and  the  number ; let  us  provide  brass, 
and  hands,  and  naval  trim.  Moreover,  to  convey  our 
proffers  and  ratify  the  league,  I would  have  an  embassy 
of  a hundred  Latians  of  the  first  rank  sent  with  peaceful 
branches  in  their  hands,  carrying  also  presents,  gold  and 
ivory,  each  a talent’s  weight,  and  the  chair  and  striped 
robe  that  are  badges  of  our  royalty.  Give  free  counsel 
and  help  to  support  a fainting  commonwealth.’ 

Then  Drances,  hostile  as  ever,  whom  the  martial  fame 
of  Turnus  was  ever  goading  with  the  bitter  stings  of  side- 
long envy,  rich,  and  prodigal  of  his  riches,  a doughty 
warrior  with  the  tongue,  but  a feeble  hand  in  the  heat  of 
battle,  esteemed  no  mean  adviser  in  debate,  and  powerful 
in  the  arts  of  faction:  his  mother’s  noble  blood  made 
proud  a lineage  which  on  his  father’s  side  was  counted 
obscure ; — he  rises,  and  wdth  words  like  these  piles  and 
heaps  anger  high : 

‘A  matter  obscure  to  none,  and  needing  no  voices  of 
ours  to  make  it  plain  is  this  that  you  propound,  gracious 
king.  All  own  that  they  know  what  is  the  bearing  of  the 
state’s  fortune ; but  their  tongues  can  only  mutter.  Let 
liiin  accord  freedom  of  speech,  and  bate  his  angry  blasts. 
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to  whose  ill-omened  leadership  and  inauspicious  temper 
— ay,  I will  speak,  let  him  threaten  me  with  duel  and 
death  as  he  may — we  owe  it  that  so  many  of  our  army’s 
stars  have  set  before  our  eyes,  and  the  whole  city  is  sunk 
in  mourning,  while  he  is  making  his  essay  of  the  Trojan 
camp,  with  flight  always  in  reserve,  and  scaring  heaven 
with  the  din  of  his  arms.  One  gift  there  is  over  and 
above  that  long  aitalogiie  which  you  would  have  us  send 
and  promise  to  the  Cardans  : add  but  this  to  them,  most 
excellent  sovereign,  nor  let  any  man’s  violence  prevent 
you  from  bestowing  your  daughter  in  the  fullness  of  a 
father’s  right  on  a noble  son-in-law  and  a worthy  alliance, 
and  basing  the  jjeace  we  seek  on  a covenant  which  shall 
last  for  ever.  Nay,  if  the  reign  of  terror  is  so  absolute 
over  oim  minds  and  hearts,  let  us  go  straight  to  him  with 
our  adjurations  and  ask  for  grace  at  his  own  hands — ask 
him  to  yield,  and  allow  king  and  country  to  exercise 
their  rights.  Why  fling  your  wretched  countrymen  again 
and  again  into  danger’s  throat,  you,  the  head  and  well- 
spring  of  the  ills  which  Latium  has  to  bear?  There  i^ 
no  hope  from  war ; peace  we  ask  of  3'ou,  one  and  all — 
yes,  Turnus,  peace,  and  the  one  surety  that  can  make 
peace  sacred.  See,  first  of  all  I,  whom  you  give  out 
to  be  j’our  enemy — and  I care  not  though  I be— come 
and  throw  myself  at  your  feet.  Pity  those  of  your  own 
kin,  bring  down  your  pride,  and  retire  as  beaten  man 
should.  Routed  we  are;  we  have  looked  on  corpses 
enough,  and  have  left  leagues  enough  of  land  unpeopled. 
Or  if  glory  stirs  you,  if  you  can  call  up  into  your  breast 
the  courage  needed,  if  the  dowry  of  a palace  lies  so  near 
your  heart,  be  bold  for  once,  and  advance  with  bosom 
manned  to  meet  the  foe^  What ! that  Tiu’nus  may  have 
the  blessing  of  a queenly  bride,  are  we,  poor  paltry  lives, 
a herd  unburied  and  imwept,  to  lie  weltering  on  the 
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plain  ? It  is  your  turn  : if  you  have  any  strength,  any 
touch  of  the  War-god  of  your  sires,  look  him  in  the  face 
who  sends  you  his  challenge.’ 

At  these  words  Tumus’  violence  blazed  out : heaving  a 
groan,  he  vents  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart  such  utter- 
ance as  this : ‘ Copious,  Drances,  ever  is  your  stream  of 
speech  in  the  hour  when  war  is  calling  for  hands ; when 
the  senate  is  summoned,  you  are  first  in  the  field.  Yet 
we  want  not  men  to  fill  our  court  with  talk,  that  big  talk 
which  you  hurl  from  a safe  vantage-ground,  while  the 
rampart  keeps  oflT  the  foe  and  the  moat  is  not  foaming 
with  carnage.  Go  on  pealing  your  eloquence,  as  your 
wont  is : let  Drances  brand  Turnus  with  cowardice,  for 
it  is  Drances’  hand  that  has  piled  those  very  heaps  of 
Teucrian  slaughter,  and  is  planting  the  fields  all  over 
with  its  trophies.  What  is  the  power  of  glowing  valour, 
experience  may  show  you  : enemies  in  sooth  are  not  far 
to  seek : they  are  standing  all  about  the  walls.  Well, 
are  we  marching  to  the  encounter  ? why  so  slow  ? will 
YOU  never  lodge  the  War-god  better  than  in  that  windy 
"ongue,  those  flying  feet  ? Wliat  ? beaten  ? I ? who, 
foulest  of  slanderers,  will  justly  brand  me  as  beaten,  that 
shall  look  on  Tiber  still  swelling  with  Dion’s  best  blood, 
on  Evander’s  whole  house  prostrate  root  and  branch,  and 
his  Arcadians  stripped  naked  of  their  armour  ? It  was 
no  beaten  arm  that  Bititis  and  giant  Pandarus  found  in 
me,  or  the  thousand  that  I sent  to  death  in  a single  day 
with  my  conquering  hand,  shut  up  \vithin  their  walls, 
pent  in  by  the  rampart  of  the  foe.  No  hope  from  war? 
Croak  your  bodings,  madman,  in  the  ears  of  the  Dardan 
and  of  your  own  fortunes.  Ay,  go  on  without  cease, 
throwing  all  into  measureless  panic,  heightening  the 
prowess  of  a nation  twice  conqucied  already,  and  dwarf- 
ing no  less  the  arms  of  your  king.  See,  now  the  lords  of 
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the  Myrmidons  are  quaking  at  the  martial  deeds  of 
Phrygia,  Tydeus’  son,  Thessalian  Achilles,  and  the  rest, 
and  river  Aufidus  is  in  full  retreat  from  the  Hadrian  sea. 
Or  listen  when  the  trickster  in  his  villany  feigns  himself 
too  weak  to  face  a quarrel  with  me,  and  points  his 
charges  with  the  sting  of  terror.  Never,  I promise  you, 
shall  you  lose  such  hfe  as  yours  by  hand  of  mine — be 
troubled  no  longer — let  it  dwell  with  you  and  retoin  its 
home  in  that  congenial  breast.  Now,  gracious  sire,  I 
return  to  you  and  the  august  matter  that  asks  our  counsel. 
If  you  have  no  hope  beyond  in  aught  our  arms  can  do, 
if  we  are  so  wholly  forlorn,  destroyed  root  and  branch 
by  one  reverse,  and  our  star  can  never  rise  again,  then 
pray  we  for  peace  and  stretch  craven  hands  in  suppliance. 
Yet,  oh,  had  we  but  one  spark  of  the  worth  that  once 
was  ours,  that  man  I would  esteem  blest  beyond  others 
in  his  service  and  princely  of  soul,  w'ho,  sooner  than  look 
on  aught  like  this,  has  lain  down  in  death  and  once  for 
ail  bitten  the  dust.  But  if  we  have  still  store  of  power, 
and  a harvest  of  youth  yet  unreaped,  if  there  are  cities 
and  nations  of  Italy  yet  to  come  to  our  aid,  if  the  Trojans 
as  well  as  we  have  won  their  glory  at  much  bloodshed’s 
cost — for  they  too  have  their  deaths — the  hurricane  has 
swept  over  all  alike — why  do  we  merely  falter  on  the 
threshold  ? why  are  we  seized  with  shivering  ere  the 
trumpet  blows  ? Many  a man’s  weal  has  been  restored 
by  time  and  the  changefiU  struggles  of  shifting  days; 
many  a man  has  Fortune,  fair  and  foul  by  turns, 
made  her  sport  and  then  once  more  placed  on  a rock. 
Grant  that  we  shall  have  no  help  from  the  jEtolian  and 
his  Arpi : but  we  shall  from  Messapus,  and  the  blest 
Tolumnius,  and  all  the  leaders  that  those  many  nations 
have  sent  us ; nor  small  shall  be  the  glory  which  will 
wait  on  the  flower  of  Liitium  and  the  Lauren  tine  land. 
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Ay,  and  we  have  Camilla,  of  the  noble  Yolscian  race, 
with  a band  of  horsemen  at  her  back  and  troops  gleam- 
ing with  brass.  If  it  is  I alone  that  the  Teucrians 
challenge  to  the  fight,  and  such  is  your  will,  and  my  life 
is  indeed  the  standing  obstacle  to  the  good  of  all.  Victory 
has  not  heretofore  fled  with  such  loathing  from  my  hands 
that  I should  refuse  to  make  my  venture  for  a hope  so 
glorious.  No,  I will  confront  him  boldly,  though  he 
should  prove  great  as  Achilles,  and  don  harness  like  his, 
the  w’ork  of  Vulcan’s  art.  To  you  and  to  my  royal 
father-in-law  have  I here  devoted  this  my  life,  I,  Turnus, 
second  in  valour  to  none  that  went  before  me.  “ For  me 
alone  iEneas  calls.”  Vouchsafe  that  he  may  so  call ! nor 
let  Drances  in  my  stead,  if  the  issue  be  Heaven’s  venge- 
ance, forfeit  his  life,  or,  if  it  be  prowess  and  glory,  bear 
that  prize  away ! ’ 

So  were  these  contending  over  matters  of  doubtful 
debate  : iEneas  was  moving  his  army  from  camp  to  field. 
See,  there  runs  a messenger  from  end  to  end  of  the 
palace  amid  wdld  confusion,  and  fills  the  town  witb.a 
mighty  terror,  how  that  in  marcliing  array  the  Trojans 
and  the  Tuscan  force  are  sweeping  down  from  Tiber’s 
stream  over  all  the  plain.  In  an  instant  the  minds  of  the 
people  are  confounded,  their  bosoms  shaken  to  the  core, 
their  passions  goaded  by  no  gentle  stings.  Tliey  clutch 
at  arms,  clamour  for  arms : arms  are  the  young  men’s 
cry : the  weeping  fathers  moan  and  mutter.  And  now 
a mighty  din,  blended  of  discordant  voices,  soars  up  to 
the  skies,  even  as  when  haply  flocks  of  birds  have  settled 
down  in  a lofty  grove,  or  on  the  fishy  stream  of  Padiisa 
hoarse  swans  make  a noise  along  the  babbling  waters. 

Ay,  good  citizens,’  cries  Turnus,  seizing  on  his  moment, 
‘ assemble  your  council  and  sit  praising  peace  ; they  are 
rushing  on  the  realm  sword  in  hand.’  Without  further 
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speech  he  dashed  away  and  issued  swiftly  from  the  lofty 
gate.  ‘ You,  Volusus,’  he  cries,  ‘bid  the  Volscian  squadrons 
arm,  and  lead  out  the  Rutulians.  You,  Messapus,  and 
you,  Coras  and  your  brother,  spread  the  horse  in  battle 
array  over  the  breadth  of  the  plain.  Let  some  guard  the 
inlets  of  the  city  and  man  the  towers ; the  rest  attack 
with  me  in  the  quarter  for  wliich  I give  the  word.’  At 
once  there  is  a rush  to  the  ramparts  from  every  part  of 
the  city : king  Latinus  leaves  the  council  and  the  liigli 
debate  unfinished,  and  wildered  with  the  unhappy  time, 
adjourns  to  another  day,  ofttimes  blaming  himself  that  he 
welcomed  not  with  open  arms  .lEneas  the  Dardan,  and 
bestowed  on  the  city  a husband  for  the  daughter  of 
Latium.  Others  dig  trenches  before  the  gates  or  shoulder 
stones  and  stakes.  The  hoarse  trumpet  gives  its  deathful 
warning  for  battle.  The  walls  are  hemmed  by  a motley 
ring  of  matrons  and  boys ; the  call  of  the  last  struggle  rings 
in  each  one’s  ear.  Moreover  the  queen  among  a vast  train 
of  Latian  mothers  is  drawn  to  the  temple,  even  to  Pallas’ 
tower  on  the  height,  with  presents  in  her  hand,  and  at  her 
side  the  maid  Lavinia,  cause  of  this  cruel  woe,  her  beau- 
teous eyes  cast  down.  The  matrons  enter  the  temple  and 
make  it  steam  with  incense,  and  pour  from  the  august 
threshold  their  plaints  of  sorrow  : ‘ Lady  of  arms,  mistress 
of  the  war,  Tritonian  maiden,  stretch  forth  thy  hand 
and  break  the  spear  of  the  Phrygian  freebooter,  lay  him 
prostrate  on  the  ground,  and  leave  him  to  grovel  under 
our  lofty  portals.’  Turnus  with  emulous  fury  arms  him- 
self for  the  battle.  And  now  he  has  donned  his  ruddy 
corselet,  and  is  bristling  with  brazen  scales  ; his  calves  have 
been  sheathed  in  gold,  his  temples  yet  bare,  and  his  sword 
has  been  girded  to  his  side,  and  he  shines  as  he  rums 
all  golden  from  the  steep  of  the  citadel,  bounding  high 
with  courage,  and  in  hope  already  forestalls  the  foe  : even 
VOL.  II.  u D 
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08  when  a horse,  bursting  his  tether,  escapes  from  the 
stall,  free  at  last  and  master  of  the  open  champaign,  either 
wends  where  the  herds  of  mares  pasture,  or  wont  to  bathe 
in  the  well-known  river  darts  forth  and  neighs  with  head 
tossed  on  high  in  wanton  frolic,  while  his  mane  plays 
loosely  about  neck  and  shoulders.  His  path  Camilla 
crosses,  a Volscian  army  at  her  back,  and  dismounts  from 
her  horse  at  the  gate  with  queenly  gesture ; the  whole 
band  follow  her  lead,  quit  their  horses,  and  swim  down  to 
earth,  while  she  bespeaks  him  thus : ‘ Turnus,  if  the 
brave  may  feel  faith  in  themselves,  I promise  boldly  to 
confront  the  cavalry  of  Troy  and  singly  ride  to  meet  the 
Tyrrhene  horse.  Let  me  essay  the  first  hazard  of  the 
combat ; do  you  on  foot  remain  by  the  walls  and  be  the 
city’s  guard.’  Turnus  replies,  gazing  steadfastly  on  the 
dreadful  maid  : ‘ 0 maiden,  glory  of  Italy,  what  thanks 
shall  I strive  to  speak  or  render?  but  seeing  that  soul  of 
yours  soars  above  all,  partake  the  tod  with  me.  uEneas, 
as  rumour  and  missioned  spies  tell  me  for  truth,  has 
eunningly  sent  on  his  light-armed  cavalry  to  scour  the 
plain,  while  he,  surmounting  the  lonely  steeps  of  the  hill, 
is  marching  townward.  I meditate  a stratagem  of  war 
in  that  woodland  gorge,  to  beset  the  narrow  thoroughfare 
with  an  armed  band.  Do  you  in  battle  array  receive  the 
Tuscan  horse.  With  you  will  be  keen  Messapus,  and  the 
Latian  cavalry,  and  Tiburtus’  troop  : take  your  share  of  a 
general’s  charge.’  This  said,  he  exhorts  Messapus  and 
the  federate  leaders  with  like  words  to  the  fight,  and 
advances  to  meet  the  enemy.  A glen  there  is,  narrow 
and  winding,  suited  for  ambush  and  stratagems  of  arms, 
pent  in  on  both  sides  by  a mountain-wall  black  with 
dense  foliage  ; a scant  pathway  leads  to  it,  with  straitened 
gorge  and  jealous  inlet.  Above  it  on  the  mountain’s 
watch-tower  height  lies  a concealed  table-land,  a post  of 
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sheltered  privacy,  whether  one  be  minded  to  face  the 
battle  right  and  left,  or,  standing  on  the  slope,  to  roll 
down  enormous  stones.  Hither  repairs  the  warrior  along 
the  weU-known  road  : he  has  occupied  the  spot  and  sat 
him  down  in  the  treacherous  forest. 

Meantime,  ifl  the  mansions  above  Latona’s  daughter 
was  addressing  Opis  the  swift,  a maiden  comrade  of  her 
sacred  train,  and  was  uttering  these  words  in  tones  of 
sorrow  : ‘ Ah,  maiden,  Camilla  is  on  her  way  to  the  ruth- 
less war ; in  vain  she  girds  herself  with  the  arms  of  our 
sisterhood,  dear  to  me  that  she  is  beyond  all  besid^:  for  no 
new  tenderness  this  that  has  come  on  Diana,  nor  sudden 
the  spell  wherewith  it  stirs  her  heart.  When  Metabus, 
exiled  for  the  hate  which  tyranny  genders,  was  parting 
from  Privernum,  his  ancient  city,  as  he  fled  from  the  heart 
of  the  combat,  he  bore  away  his  infant  child  to  share  his 
banishment,  and  varying  Casmilla,  her  mother’s  name, 
called  her  Camilla.  The  father,  cairjdng  her  in  his  bosom, 
was  making  for  the  long  mountain  slopes  of  the  solitary 
woods,  while  bitter  javelins  were  showering  all  around 
him,  and  the  Volscians  with  circling  soldiery  hovering 
about : when  lo ! intercepting  his  flight  was  Amasenus, 
brimming  and  foaming  over  its  banks,  so  vast  a deluge  of 
rain  had  burst  from  the  clouds.  Preparing  to  plunge  in, 
he  is  checked  by  tenderness  for  his  child,  and  fears  for 
the  precious  load.  At  last,  as  he  pondered  over  every 
course,  he  hit  suddenly  on  this  resolve.  There  was  a 
huge  weapon,  which  he  chanced  to  be  carrying  in  his 
still  wart  hand  as  warriors  use,  sturdy  with  knots  and 
seasoned  timber : to  it  he  fastens  his  daughter,  enclosed  in 
the  cork-tree’s  forest  bark,  and  binds  her  neatly  round  the 
middle  of  the  shaft ; then,  poising  it  in  a giant’s  grasp,  he 
thus  exclaims  to  heaven  : “ Gracious  lady,  dweller  in  the 
woods,  Latona’s  maiden  daughter,  I vow  to  thy  service 
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this  my  child  : thine  are  the  first  weapons  that  she  wields 
as  she  flies  from  the  foe  through  air  to  thy  protection. 
Eeceive,  I conjure  thee,  as  thine  own  her  whom  I now 
entrust  to  the  uncertain  gale.”  He  said,  and,  drawing  back 
his  arm,  hurled  the  javelin  : loud  roared  the  waves,  while 
over  the  furious  stream  fled  poor  Camilla  ftn  the  hurtling 
dart.  But  Metabus,  pressed  closer  and  closer  by  the 
numerous  band,  leaps  into  the  river,  and  in  triumph 
])lucks  from  the  grassy  bank  his  offering  to  Trivia,  the 
javelin  and  the  maid.  No  cities  opened  to  him  house  or 
stronghold,  for  his  wild  nature  had  never  brooked  .sub- 
mission : among  the  shepherds’  lonely  mountains  he  passed 
his  days.  There  in  the  woods,  among  beasts’  savage 
lairs,  he  reared  his  daughter  on  milk  from  the  breast  of 
aq  untamed  mare,  squeezing  the  udder  into  her  tender 
lips.  And  soon  as  the  child  first  stood  on  her  feet,  he 
armed  her  hands  with  a pointed  javelin,  and  hung  from 
her  baby  shoulder  a quiver  and  a bow.  For  the  golden 
brooch  in  her  hair,  for  the  long  sweeping  mantle,  there 
hang  'from  her  head  adown  her  back  a tiger’s  spoils. 
Ev>en  then  she  launched  with  tiny  hand  her  childish 
missiles,  swung  round  her  head  the  sling’s  well-turned 
thong,  and  brought  down  a crane  from  Strymon  or  a snow- 
white  swan.  Many  a mother  in  Tyrrhene  town  has 
wooed  her  for  her  son  in  vain : with  no  thought  but  for 
Dian,  she  cherishes  in  unsullied  purity  her  love  for  the 
hunter’s  and  the  maiden’s  life.  Would  she  had  never 
been  pressed  for  warfare  like  this,  essaying  to  strike  a 
blow  at  the  Teucrians  : .so  had  she  still  been  my  darling 
and  a sister  of  my  train.  But  come,  since  cruel  destiny 
is  darkening  round  her,  glide  down,  fair  nymph,  from  the 
skj%  and  repair  to  the  Latiaii  frontier,  where  now  in  an 
evil  hour  the  tearful  battle  is  joining.  Take  these  arms, 
and  draw  fi-om  the  quiver  an  avenging  shaft  : therewith 
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let  the  foe,  whoever  he  be,  Trojan  or  Italian,  that  shall 
profane  with  the  stroke  of  death  that  sacred  person,  make 
to  me  in  like  manner  the  atonement  of  his  blood.  After- 
wards in  the  hollow  of  a cloud  I will  bear  off  the  body  of 
my  lost  favourite  undespoiled  of  its  arms,  and  lay  her 
down  in  her  own  land.’  Thus  she  : amd  Opis  hurtled 
downward  through  the  buoyant  air,  a black  whirlwind 
enswathing  her  form. 

But  the  Trojan  band  meanwhile  is  nearing  the  walls 
with  the  Etruscan  chiefs  and  the  whole  array  of  cavalry, 
marshalled  into  companies.  Steeds  are  prancing  and 
neighing  the  whole  champaign  over,  and  chafing  against 
the  drawn  bridle  as  they  face  hither  and  thither  : the  field, 
all  iron,  bristles  far  and  wide  with  spears,  and  the  plains 
are  ablaze  with  arms  reared  on  high.  Likewise  Messapus 
on  the  other  side  and  the  swift  paced  Latians,  and  Coras 
and  his  brother,  and  maid  Camilla’s  force  appear  in  the 
plain  against  them,  couching  the  lance  in  their  back- 
drawn  hands  and  brandishing  the  javelin  : and  the  onset 
of  warriors  and  the  neighing  of  steeds  begin  to  wax  hot. 
And  now  each  army  had  halted  within  a spear-throw  of 
the  other  : with  a sudden  shout  they  dash  forward,  and 
put  spiu's  to  their  fiery  steeds : missiles  are  showered  from 
all  sides  in  a moment,  thick  as  snow-flakes,  and  heaven  is 
curtained  with  the  shade.  Instantly  Tyrrhenus  and  fierce 
Aconteus  charge  each  other  spear  in  hand,  and  foremost 
of  all  crash  together  with  sound  as  of  thunder,  so  that 
the  chest  of  either  steed  is  burst  against  his  fellow’s ; 
Aconteus,  flung  off  like  the  levin-bolt  or  a stone  hurled 
from  an  engine,  tumbles  headlong  in  the  distance,  and 
scatters  his  life  in  air.  At  once  the  line  of  battle  is 
broken,  and  the  Latians,  turned  to  flight,  sling  their 
shields  behind  them  and  set  their  horse.s’  heads  cityward. 
The  Trojans  give  them  chase  : Asilas  in  the  van  leads 
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their  bands.  And  now  they  were  nearing  the  gates, 
Avhen  the  Latians  in  turn  set  up  a shout,  and  turn  their 
chargers  limber  necks ; the  others  fly,  and  retreat  far  away 
at  full  speed.  As  when  the  sea,  advancing  with  its  tide 
that  ebbs  and  flows,  one  while  sweeps  towards  the  land, 
deluges  the  rocks  with  a shower  of  spray,  and  sprinkles 
the  sandy  margin  with  tlie  contents  of  its  bosom,  one 
while  flees  in  hasty  retreat,  dragging  back  into  the  gulf 
the  recaptured  stones,  and  with  ebbing  waters  leaves  the 
shore.  Twice  the  Tuscans  drove  the  Eutulians  in  rout 
to  their  walls  ; twice,  repulsed,  they  look  behind  as  they  ’ 
sling  their  shields  backward.  But  when  in  the  shock  of 
a third  encounter  the  entire  armies  grapple  each  other,  and 
man  has  singled  out  man,  then  in  truth  upsoar  the  groans  of 
the  dying,  and  arms  and  bodies  and  death-stricken  horses 
blended  with  human  carnage  welter  in  pools  of  gore : and 
a savage  combat  is  aroused.  Orsilochus  hurls  a spear  at 
Eemulus’  horse — for  the  rider  he  feared  to  encounter — 
and  leaves  the  steel  lodged  under  the  ear.  Maddened  by 
the  blow,  the  beast  rears  erect,  and,  uplifting  its  breast, 
flings  its  legs  on  high  in  the  uncontrolled  agony  of  the 
wound  : Eemulus  unseated  rolls  on  earth.  Catillus  dis- 
mounts lollas,  and  likewise  Ilerminius,  giant  in  courage, 
and  giant  too  in  stature  and  girth  : his  bare  head  streams 
witli  yellow  locks,  and  his  shoulders  also  are  bare : 
wounds  harve  no  terrors  for  him,  so  vast  the  surface  he 
offers  to  the  weapon.  Through  his  broad  shoulders 
comes  the  quivering  spear,  and  bows  the  impaled  hero 
double  with  anguish.  Black  streams  of  gore  gush  on  all 
sides  : the  combatants  spread  slaughter  with  the  steel,  and 
rusli  on  glorious  death  through  a storm  of  wounds. 

But  Camilla,  with  a quiver  at  her  back,  and  one  breast 
put  forth  for  the  combat,  leaps  for  joy  like  an  Amazon 
in  the  midst  of  carnage : now  she  scatters  thick  volleys  of 
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quivering  javelins,  now  her  arm  whirls  unwearied  the 
massy  two-edged  axe : while  from  her  shoulder  sound-s 
the  golden  bow,  the  artillery  of  Dian.  Nay,  if  ever  she 
be  beaten  back  and  retreating  rearward,  she  turns  her 
bow  and  aims  shafts  in  her  flight.  Around  her  are  her 
chosen  comrades,  maid  Larina,  and  Tulla,  and  Tarpeia, 
wielding  the  brazen-helved  hatchet,  daughters  of  Italy, 
whom  glorious  Camilla  herself  chose  to  be  her  joy  and 
pride,  able  to  deal  alike  with  peace  and  war  : even  as  the 
Amazons  of  Thrace  when  they  thunder  over  the  streams 
of  Thennodon  and  battle  with  their  blazoned  arms,  en- 
compassing Hippolyte,  or  when  Penthesilea,  the  War-god’s 
darling,  is  careering  to  and  fro  in  her  chariot,  and  the 
woman  anny,  amid  a hubbub  of  shrill  cries,  are  leaping 
in  ecsta.sy  and  shaking  their  moony  shields.  Who  first, 
who  last,  fierce  maiden,  is  unhorsed  by  your  dart  ? IIow 
many  stalwart  bodies  lay  you  low  in  death  F The  first 
was  Euneus,  Clytius’  son,  whose  unguarded  breast  as  he 
stood  fronting  her  she  pierces  with  her  long  pine-wood 
spear.  Down  he  goes,  di.sgorging  streams  of  blood, 
closes  his  teeth  on  the  gory  soil,  and  dying  writhes  upon 
his  wound.  Then  Liris,  and  Pagasus  on  his  body : while 
that,  flung  from  his  stabbed  charger,  is  gathering  up  the 
reins,  and  this  is  coming  to  the  rescue  and  stretching  his 
unarmed  hand  to  his  falling  comrade,  they  are  over- 
thrown in  one  headlong  ruin.  To  these  .she  adds 
Amastrus,  son  of  Hippotas  : then,  pressing  on  the  rout, 
pursues  with  her  spear-throw  Tereus,  and  Harpalycus, 
and  Demophoon,  and  Chromis : for  every  dart  she  launched 
from  her  maiden  hand  there  fell  a Phrygian  warrior.  In 
the  distance  rides  Ornytus  accoutred  strangely  in  hunter 
fashion  on  an  lapygian  steed : a hide  stripped  from  a 
bullock  swathes  his  broad  shoulders  in  the  combat,  his 
head  is  sheltered  by  a wolfs  huge  grinning  mouth  and 
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jaws  with  the  white  teeth  projecting,  and  a rustic  pike 
amis  his  hand : he  goes  whirling  through  the  ranks,  his 
whole  head  overtopping  them.  Him  she  catches,  an 
easy  task  when  the  hosts  are  entangled  in  rout,  pierces 
him  through,  and  thus  bespeaks  the  fallen  in  the  fierce-' 
ness  of  her  spirit : ‘ Tuscan,  j'ou  thought  yourself  still 
chasing  beasts  in  the  forest ; but  the  day  is  come  which 
shall  refute  the  vaunts  of  your  nation  by  a woman’s 
Aveapons.  Yet  no  slight  glory  shall  you  carry  down  to 
your  fiithers’  shades,  that  you  have  fallen  by  the  dart  of 
Camilla.’  Next  follow  Orsilochus  and  Butes,  two  of  the 
hugest  frames  of  Troy  : Butes  she  speared  behind  ’twixt 
corselet  and  helm,  where  the  sitter’s  neck  is  seen  gleaming, 
and  the  shield  is  hanging  from  the  left  arm  : Orsilochus, 
as  she  pretends  to  fly  and  wheels  round  in  a mighty  ring, 
she  baffles  by  ever  circling  inwards,  and  chases  him  that 
chases  her  : at  last,  rising  to  the  stroke,  she  brings  down 
on  the  wretch  again  and  again,  spite  of  all  his  prayers, 
her  massy  battle-axe  that  rives  armour  and  bone : the 
brain  spouts  over  the  face  through  the  ghastly  wound. 
Now  there  stumbles  upon  her,  and  pauses  in  terror  at  the 
sudden  apparition,  the  warrior  son  of  Aunus,  dweller  on 
the  Apennine,  not  the  meanest  of  Liguria’s  children  while 
Fate  prospered  his  trickery.  He,  when  he  sees  no  speed 
of  flight  can  escape  the  combat,  or  avoid  the  onset  of  the 
dreadful  queen,  essaying  to  gain  his  base  end  by  policy 
and  stratagem,  thus  begins : ‘ What  great  glory  is  it  after 
all,  if  you,  a woman,  trast  your  mettled  steed?  Put 
aAvay  the  chance  of  flight,  and  dare  to  meet  me  hand  to 
hand  on  equal  ground,  and  gird  you  for  battle  on  foot : 
soon  shall  you  see  which  of  us  gains  honour  from  this 
windy  boasting.’  He  said  : but  she,  all  on  fire,  stung  with 
bitter  grief,  gives  her  horse  to  her  comrade,  and  stands 
ready  to  meet  him  in  arms,  fearless  though  on  foot,  with 
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naked  sword  and  maiden  shield.  But  the  youth,  deeming 
that  his  -wiles  had  sped,  darts  away  without  more  ado, 
and  turning  his  bridle,  rides  off  in  flight,  and  wearies  his 
beast  with  the  strokes  of  his  iron  heel.  ‘ False  Ligurian, 
vainly  puffed  up  with  overweening  fancies,  to  no  end  have 
you  tried  your  sire’s  slippery  craft,  nor  shall  your  lying 
bring  you  safe  to  Aunus  the  liar.’  So  cries  the  maiden, 
and  with  lightning-like  pace  crosses  at  full  speed  the 
horse’s  path,  and  seizing  the  reins,  fronts  and  encounters 
him,  and  gluts  her  vengeance  with  his  hated  blood : easily 
as  a hawk,  the  bird  of  augury,  darting  from  a lofty  rock, 
comes  up  with  a dove  high  in  the  clouds,  holds  her  in  his 
gripe,  and  with  crooked  talons  tears  out  her  heart,  while 
gore  and  plucked  feathers  come  tumbhug  from  the  sky. 

But  no  blind  spectator  of  the  scene  is  sitting  throned 
on  high  Olympus,  even  the  father  of  men  and  gods.  The 
sire  urges  Tarchon  the  Tuscan  to  the  ruthless  fray,  and 
goads  him  to  wrath  by  no  gentle  stings.  So  among  heaps 
of  carnage  and  yielding  bands  Tarchon  goes  riding,  and 
rouses  the  cavalry  with  words  of  diverse  purport,  calling 
each  by  his  name,  and  gives  the  beaten  new  strength  for 
battle.  ‘ What  terror,  0 ye  Tuscan  hearts  that  will  not 
feel,  that  will  still  be  sluggish,  what  strange  cowardice 
has  come  on  you  ? To  what  end  is  this  steel,  these  idle 
weapons  our  right  hands  bear  ? But  slow  ye  are  not  to 
hear  the  odl  of  love,  or  when  the  wry-necked  fife  gives 
the  word  for  the  Bacchic  dance : ay,  there  is  your 
passion,  there  your  delight,  till  the  favouring  seer  an- 
nounce the  sacrificial  feasts  and  the  fat  victim  invite  you 
to  the  Uill  trees  of  the  grove.’  So  saying,  he  spurs  his 
steed  into  the  midst,  ready  for  the  death  he  brings 
to  others,  and  charges  in  fury  on  Venulus,  snatches  the 
foe  from  his  horse,  folds  his  arms  round  him,  and  carries 
him  on  his  saddle  before  him  with  wild  and  violent  speed. 
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Upsoars  a sliout  to  Jieaven,  and  every  Latian  eye  is 
turned  to  tlic  scene.  Over  the  plain  like  lightning  ilies 
Tarchon,  bearing  the  warrior  and  his  arms.  Then  from 
the  top  of  the  chief’s  own  spear  he  breaks  off  the  point, 
and  feels  for  an  unguarded  part  where  to  j)laut  the 
deadly  blow : tlie  foe,  struggling,  keeps  off  Tarchon’s 
hand  from  his  throat,  and  rejiels  force  with  force.  As 
when  the  golden  eagle  soaring  on  high  carries  a serpent 
he  has  caught,  trussing  it  in  his  claws,  and  adhering  with 
liis  taloncd  gi’ipe ; the  wounded  reptile  writhes  its  spiral 
coils,  stiffens  with  erected  scales,  and  hisses  from  its 
mouth,  surging  and  swelling;  the  eagle,  undismayed, 
plies  it  despite  its  struggles  with  his  hooked  beak,  while 
his  pinions  beat  the  air  : even  thus  Tarchon  carries  his 
prize  in  triumph  from  the  bands  of  Tibur’s  folk.  Follow- 
ing their  chief’s  auspicious  lead,  the  sons  of  Maionia 
charge  the  foe.  Then  Arruns,  the  man  of  fate,  com- 
passes swift  Camilla  about,  dart  in  hand,  with  many  a 
forestalling  wile,  and  tries  what  chance  may  be  readiest. 
Wherever  the  fiery  maid  dashes  into  the  midst  of  the 
battle,  Anuns  threads  his  way  after  her,  and  scans  her 
ste{)s  in  silence  : wherever  .she  returns  in  triumph,  e.scaping 
safely  from  the  foe,  that  way  the  youth  turns  his 
.swift  and  stealthy  rein ; now  makes  proof  of  this  ap- 
proach, now  of  that,  and  traverses  the  whole  circle,  and 
shakes  with  relentlass  malice  his  inevitable  lance.  It  , 
chanced  that  one  Chloreus,  sacred  to  Cybele  and 
once  her  priest,  was  shining  conspicuous  from  afar  in 
Phrygian  armour,  urging  on  a foaming  charger,  who.se 
covering  was  a skin  adorned  with  golden  clasp  and 
brazen  scales  set  plume-wise,  lie,  in  the  blaze  of  foreign 
jnirple,  was  launching  Gortynian  shafts  from  a Lycian 
bow;  golden  was  the  bow  that  rang  from  his  shoulder, 
golden  the  helm  on  his  sacred  head ; his  saffron  scarf 
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with  its  rustling  gauzy  folds  wa.s  gathered  up  by  a golden 
brooch,  and  his  tunic  and  his  hose  decked  witli  barbaric 
broidery.  He  it  was  that  the  maiden,  eager,  it  may  be, 
to  fasten  on  the  temple-gate  the  arms  of  Troy,  or  to 
flaunt  herself  in  the  golden  spoil,  singled  out  from  all  the 
battle,  and  was  following  with  a hunter’s  blind  devotion, 
raging  rccklcs.sly  through  the  ranks,  enkindled  with  a 
woman’s  love  for  prey  and  plunder ; when  at  length, 
seizing  his  opportunity,  Arruns  awakes  his  dart  from  its 
ambush,  and  thus  prays  aloud  to  heaven  : ‘ Greatest  of 
gods,  Apollo,  guardian  of  divine  Soracte,  whom  we  are 
the  first  to  worship,  for  whom  the  pine-tree  glow  is  fed 
by  heaps  of  wood,  while  ourselves,  tliy  votaries,  strong  in 
our  piety,  walk  tlirough  the  flame  over  living  embers, 
grant,  all-powerful  sire,  that  my  arms  may  wipe  this 
scandal  away.  I seek  no  plunder  or  .spoil,  no  trophy  for 
the  conquest  of  a maid  ; the  rest  of  my  deeds  shall  secure 
my  fame ; let  but  this  terrible  fiend  fall  vanquished  by 
wound  of  mine,  I will  return  to  the  cities  of  my  flxthers 
an  unhonoured  man.’  I’lurbus  heard,  and  vouchsafed  in 
his  heart  that  half  the  vow  should  speed,  while  half  he 
scattered  among  the  flying  breezes : to  strike  and  slay 
Camilla  Avith  sudden  death-wound,  so  much  he  grants  the 
su])pliant : to  return  and  meet  the  eyes  of  his  noble 
fatherland, this  ho  allows  not;  the  gusts  of  air  turned  the 
accents  into  wind.  So  Avhen  the  spear,  launched  from 
the  hand,  was  heard  along  the  sky,  each  keen  Volscian 
mind  flew  to  one  centre,  every  Volscian  eye  was  bent  on 
the  queen.  She  alone  had  no  thought  for  wind  or  sound 
or  Aveapon  sAveeping  down  from  heaA'on,  till  the  spear  had 
made  its  pas.sage  and  lodged  beneath  her  protnided 
brciist,  and  deeply  driven,  drank  her  maiden  blood.  Her 
comrades  run  together  in  alarm,  and  .support  their  falling 
mistre.ss.  Arruns,  more  teriiflcd  than  all,  flies  aAvay,  half 
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joy,  half  fear,  nor  puts  furtlior  confidence  in  his  lance, 
nor  dares  to  meet  the  darts  of  the  maiden.  Even  as  the 
caitiff  wolf,  ere  the  weapons  of  vengeance  can  follow  him, 
has  fied  at  once  to  the  pathless  privacy  of  the  mountain 
steep,  on  slaying  a shepherd  or  mighty  bullock,  con- 
scious of  his  dai'ing  deed,  and  drawing  back  his  quivering 
tail  with  lithe  action  has  clapped  it  to  his  belly  and 
made  for  the  woods,  in  like  manner  Arruns  all  wildered 
has  stolen  away  from  sight,  and  contented  to  escape  has 
plunged  into  the  thick  of  the  battle.  With  dying  hand 
the  maiden  pulls  at  the  spear ; but  the  steely  point  stands 
lodged  among  the  bones  at  the  ribs  in  the  deep  wound  it 
made.  Drained  of  blood,  she  sinks  to  earth ; sink,  too, 
her  death-chilled  eyes ; her  once  bright  bloom  has  left  her 
face.  Then  at  her  last  gasp  she  accosts  Acca,  one  of  her 
maiden  train,  who  beyond  the  rest  was  Camilla’s  friend 
and  shared  her  thoughts,  and  speaks  on  this  wise  : ‘ Thus 
far,  sister  Acca,  has  strength  been  given  me  : now  the 
cniel  wound  overcomes  me  ; and  all  around  me  grows  dim 
and  dai'k.  Haste  and  carry  Tiirnus  my  dying  charge,  to 
take  my  place  in  the  battle  and  keep  off  the  Trojans 
from  the  town.  And  now  farewell.’  As  she  spoke  she 
dropped  the  bridle,  swimming  down  to  earth  with  no 
willing  act.  Then  as  the  death-chill  grows  she  gradually 
discumbers  herself  of  the  entire  weight  of  the  bod}", 
droops  her  unstrung  neck  and  her  head  on  which  fate  has 
seized,  quitting  too  her  armour,  and  her  soul,  resenting 
its  lot,  flies  groaningly  to  the  shades.  Then  indeed, 
rising  unmeasured,  the  uproar  strikes  the  golden  stai*s : 
Camilla  overthrown,  the  fight  waxes  fiercer : on  they 
rush  thickening,  at  once  the  whole  force  of  the  Teucrians, 
and  the  Tyrrhene  leaders,  and  Evander’s  Arcad  cavalry. 

But  Trivia’s  sentinel  Opis  has  long  been  seated  high 
on  the  mountaiii  top,  an  undismayed  spectator  of  the 
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combat.  And  when  far  off,  deep  among  the  din  of 
raging  warriors,  she  spied  Camilla  shent  by  nithless 
death,  she  groaned,  and  fetched  these  words  from  the 
bottom  of  her  breast : ‘ Poor  maiden ! too,  too  cruel  the 
penalty  you  have  paid  for  provoking  the  Teucrians  to 
battle.  Nought  has  it  bestead  you  at  your  need  to  have 
served  Dian  in  the  forest,  and  carried  on  your  shoulder 
the  shafts  of  our  sisterhood.  Yet  not  imhonoured  has 
your  queen  left  you  even  here  in  death’s  extremity ; nor 
shall  this  your  end  be  without  its  glory  in  the  world,  nor 
yourself  bear  the  ignominy  of  the  unrevenged ; for  he, 
whoever  he  be,  whose  wound  has  profaned  your  person, 
shall  atone  it  by  the  death  he  has  earned.’  Under  the 
lofty  mountain’s  shade  there  stood  a vast  mound  of  earth, 
the  tomb  of  Dercennus,  an  old  Laurentine  king,  shrouded 
with  dark  ilex : here  the  beauteous  goddess  first  alights 
with  a rapid  bound,  and  spies  out  Arruns  from  the  bar- 
row’s height.  Soon  ns  she  saw  him  gleaming  in  his 
armour,  and  swelling  with  vanity,  ‘ Wliy  stray  from  the 
]iath  ? ’ cries  she ; ‘ turn  your  feet  hitherward ! come 
hither  to  your  death,  and  receive  Camilla’s  guerdon ! 
Alack  ! and  are  you  too  to  be  slain  by  the  shafts  of 
Dian?’  She  said,  and  with  the  skill  of  Thracian  maiden 
drew  a swift  arrow  from  her  gilded  quiver,  bent  the  bow 
with  dejidly  aim,  and  drew  it  far  apart,  till  the  arching 
ends  met  together,  and  with  her  two  hands  she  touched, 
the  barb  of  steel  with  her  left,  her  breast  with  her  right 
and  the  bowstring.  Forthwith  the  hurtling  of  the  shaft 
and  the  rush  of  the  breeze  reached  Arruns’  ear  at  the 
moment  the  steel  lodged  in  his  body.  Him  gasping  and 
groaning  his  last  his  comrades  leave  unthinking  in  the 
unmarked  dust  of  the  plain : Opis  spreads  her  wings, 
and  is  borne  to  skiey  Olympus. 

First  flies,  its  mistress  lost,  Camilla’s  light-armed 
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company ; fly  the  Eutules  in  rout,  flies  keen  Atinas ; 
leaders  in  disarray  and  troops  in  devastation  make  for 
shelter,  turn  round,  and  gallop  to  the  walls.  None  can 
sustain  in  combat  the  Tcucrians’  deadly  onset  or  resist 
the  stream ; they  throw  their  unstrung  bows  on  their 
unnerved  shoulders,  and  the  hoof  of  four-foot  steeds 
shakes  the  crumbling  plain.  On  rolls  to  the  ramparts 
a cloud  of  dust,  thick  and  murky ; and  the  matrons 
from  their  sentr5’^-posts,  smiting  on  their  breasts,  raise 
a shriek  as  women  wont  to  the  stars  of  heaven.  Who 
first  pour  at  speed  through  the  open  gates  are  whelmed 
by  a multitude  of  foemeu  that  blends  its  crowd  with 
theirs ; they  scape  not  the  agony  of  death,  but  on  the  very 
threshold,  with  their  native  walls  around  them,  in  the 
sanctuary  of  home,  they  breathe  away  their  lives.  Some 
close  the  gates : they  dare  not  give  ingress  to  their 
friends  nor  take  them  within  the  walls,  implore  as  they 
may : and  a piteous  carnage  ensues,  these  guarding  the 
approach  sword  in  hand,  those  rushing  on  the  sword’s 
point.  Some,  borne  on  by  the  deluge,  stream  headlong 
into  the  moat;  some  in  blind  agony,  spurring  their 
hoi’ses,  charge  as  with  battering-rams  the  portals  and  their 
stubboiii  barriers.  Nay,  the  very  matrons  on  the  walls 
in  the  intensity  of  the  struggle,  prompted  by  true  patriot 
spirit  at  sight  of  Camilla,  fling  darts  from  their  quivering 
hands,  and  make  hard  oak-stsikes  and  seared  truncheons 
do  the  work  of  steel,  hot  and  headlong,  and  fain  would 
be  the  first  to  die  for  their  city. 

Meantime  the  cruel  news  floods  Turnus’  ears  in  his 
forest-ambush,  as  Acca  tells  the  warrior  her  tale  of  mighty 
terror : the  Volsciau  ranks  destroyed,  Camilla  slain,  the 
euemy  coming  on  like  a torrent,  sweeping  all  before 
their  victorious  onslaught,  the  alarm  already  wafted  to 
the  walls.  lie,  all  on  fire  (for  even  such  is  Jove’s  stern 
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requirement),  quits  his  post  on  the  hills,  leaves  the 
impregnable  forest.  Scarce  had  he  passed  from  their 
sight  and  occupied  the  plain,  when  father  ^neas,  entering 
the  unguarded  pass,  scales  the  hill-top,  and  issues  through 
the  shadowy  wood.  So  the  two  rivals  march  cityward  at 
full  speed,  each  with  all  his  army,  nor  long  is  the  inter- 
vening distance ; at  the  same  moment  /Enens  looked  far 
over  the  plains  all  smoking  wth  dust,  and  saw  the 
host  of  Laurentum,  and  Turnus  was  aware  of  fell  jEneas 
in  battle  array,  and  heard  the  onward  tramp  of  feet  and 
the  neighing  of  steeds.  Instantly  they  were  for  closing 
in  fight  and  throwing  for  the  stake  of  combat ; but  the 
time  was  come  for  reddening  Phoebus  to  bathe  his  wearied 
team  in  the  Hiberiau  flood,  and  bring  back  night  on  the 
steps  of  retreating  day.  So  they  encamp  before  the  city, 
and  make  their  ramparts  strong. 
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When  Turnus  sees  that  the  War-god’s  enmity  lias  broken 
tlie  spirit  of  Latium,  that  men  are  beginning  to  claim  his 
promise,  and  make  him  the  mark  of  their  eyes,  he  bursts  at 
once  into  fury  unappeasable,  and  swells  his  pride  to  the 
height.  As  in  Punic  land,  when  the  hunters  have  wounded 
him  deep  in  the  breast,  the  lion  at  last  rouses  himself  to 
fight,  tosses  with  fierce  joy  his  mane  fi-ora  his  neck,  snajis 
fearlessly  the  brigand’s  spear  in  the  wound,  and  roars  from 
his  gor}'  mouth  : even  so,  Tumus  once  kindled,  his  vehe- 
mence grows  each  moment.  Then  he  addresses  the  king, 
and  dashes  hotly  into  speech : ‘ Tumus  stops  not  the 

way : Aeneas  and  his  cowards  have  no  plea  for  retracting 
their  challenge  or  disowning  their  plighted  word ; I meet 
the  combat;  bring  the  sacred  things,  good  father,  and 
solemnise  the  truce.  Either  will  I with  my  own  right 
hand  send  the  Dardan  down  to  Tartarus,  the  runaway 
from  Asia — let  the  Latians  sit  by  and  see — and  with  my 
single  weapon  refute  the  slander  of  a nation ; or  let  the 
vanquished  own  their  master  and  Lavinia  be  the  con- 
queror’s bride.’ 

With  calm  dignity  of  soul  the  king  makes  answer : 
‘ Gallant  youth,  the  greater  your  impetuous  valour,  the 
more  watchful  must  needs  be  my  foresight,  the  more 
anxious  my  scrutiny  of  all  that  may  happen.  You  have 
your  father  Daunus’  kingdom,  you  have  many  a town 
won  by  your  own  sword : I that  speak  have  gold  and  a 
heart  to  give  it;  in  Latium  and  Laurentum’s  land  are 
other  iinwedded  maidens,  of  no  unworthy  lineage.  Sufler 
me  without  disguise  to  give  voice  to  these  unwelcome 
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sayings,  and  take  home  what  I speak  further : I was 
forbidden  by  Fate  to  give  my  daughter  to  any  of  her  early 
suitors ; so  sang  gods  and  men  alike.  Conquered  by  my 
love  for  you,  conquered  by  the  ties  of  kmdred  and  the 
sorrow  of  my  weeping  queen,  I set  all  pledges  at  naught, 
I snatched  the  bride  from  her  plighted  husband.  I drew 
the  unhallowed  sword.  From  that  fatal  day  you  see  what 
troubles,  what  wars  are  let  loose  upon  me ; you  know  the 
weight  of  the  sufferings  which  you  are  the  first  to  feel. 
Twice  vanquished  in  a mighty  conflict,  we  scarce  protect 
by  our  bulwarks  the  hopes  of  Italy ; Tiber’s  winters  are 
yet  steaming  with  our  blood,  and  the  spacious  plains  are 
whitened  by  our  bones.  Whither  am  I drifting  again  and 
again?  what  madness  turns  my  brain?  If  on  the  death  of 
Turnus  I am  ready  to  welcome  these  new  allies,  wh}'  shoidd 
I not  end  the  strife  while  he  lives  and  is  safe  ? What  will 
our  Rutulian  kinsmen  say,  what  the  rest  of  Italy,  if — may 
Fortune  forefend  the  omen ! — I give  you  up  to  death,  you, 
a suitor  for  my  alliance,  for  my  daughter’s  hand  ? Think 
of  the  uncertainties  of  w'ar ; have  pity  on  your  aged  sire, 
now  biding  forlornly  far  away  in  his  Ardean  home ! ’ 
These  words  abate  not  Turnus’  vehemence  a whit : it 
starts  up  fiercer,  more  viralent  for  the  healing  hand. 
Soon  as  he  can  find  utterance,  he  thus  begins : ‘ The 
care  you  take  for  my  sake,  best  of  fathers,  lay  down  for 
my  sake,  I beg,  and  suffer  me  to  pledge  my  life  for  my 
honour.  My  hand,  too,  can  scatter  darts  and  fling  steel 
with  no  feeble  force ; my  blows,  too,  fetch  blood.  He 
will  not  have  his  goddess-mother  within  call,  to  hide  her 
craven  son  in  an  unmanly  cloud,  and  conceal  herself  by 
help  of  treacherous  shadows.’ 

But  the  queen,  appalled  by  the  new  hazard  of  the 
combat,  was  all  in  tears,  clinging  to  her  fierj'  son-in-law 
with  the  convulsive  grasp  of  death : ‘ Tunuis,  by  thesQ 
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m)'  tears,  by  any  regard  you  cherish  for  Amata — you  are 
uow  our  only  hope,  our  only  solace  in  our  forlorn  old  age 
— the  honour  and  power  of  the  king  are  in  your  hands ; 
on  you,  its  one  pillar,  the  whole  house  leans.  I ask  but 
this — forbear  to  cross  swords  with  the  Teucrians.  What- 
ever chance  waits  on  you  in  this  unhappy  combat,  waits 
on  me,  too,  my  Turnus ; along  with  you  I shall  leave  the 
hated  light,  nor  see  in  .^ueas  my  son-in-law  and  my 
conqueror.’ 

As  Lavinia  heard  her  mother’s  voice,  her  glowing 
cheeks  were  bathed  in  tears ; a deep  blush  kindled  a 
fire,  and  shot  over  her  flushing  face.  As  when  a man 
has  stained  Indian  ivory  with  blood-red  puiqile,  or  like  a 
bed  of  lilies  and  roses  mixed : such  hues  were  seen  on 
the  maiden’s  countenance.  He,  bewildered  with  passion, 
fixes  his  eyes  upon  her : the  sight  makes  him  burn  the 
more  for  battle,  and  thus  he  addresses  Amata  in  brief : 

‘ Let  me  not  have  tears  nor  aught  so  ominous,  dear 
mother,  as  my  escort  to  the  iron  battle ; Turnus  is  not 
free  to  postpone  the  call  of  death.  Go,  Idmon,  and  bear 
the  Phrygian  despot  a me.ssage  that  will  like  him  not : 
Soon  as  the  goddess  of  to-morrow’s  dawn  shall  fire  the 
sky  witli  the  glow  of  her  chariot,  let  him  not  spur  the 
Teucrians  against  the  Rutulians ; let  Teucrian  and  Rutulian 
sheath  their  swords,  while  we  twain  •with  our  own  life- 
blood decide  the  war.  Let  Lavinia’s  hand  bo  sought  and 
won  in  yonder  field.’ 

So  he  spoke,  and  rushed  back  within  doors : he  calls 
for  his  steeds,  and  joys  to  look  on  them  snorting  and 
neighing — the  steeds  which  Orithyia  gave  as  a present  to 
Pilumnus,  to  surpass  the  snows  in  whiteness,  the  winds  in 
speed.  Round  them  stand  the  bustling  charioteers,  patting 
their  chests  with  hollow  palms  and  combing  their  maned 
necks.  Next  he  throws  round  his  shoulders  his  hauberk. 
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stiff  with  scales  of  gold  and  dazzling  orichalc,  and  adjusts  to 
his  wear  the  sword,  the  shield,  and  the  cones  of  the  crimson 
crest — that  sword  the  Fire-god’s  own  hand  had  made  for 
his  father  Daunus,  and  tempered  it  glowing  in  the  Stygian 
wave.  Lastly,  the  spear  which  was  standing  in  the 
palace-hall,  propped  by  a mighty  column,  the  spoil  of 
Auruncan  Actor,  he  seizes  forcefully,  sturdy  as  it  is,  and 
shakes  till  it  quivers,  crying  aloud : ‘ Now,  my  good  spear, 
that  hast  never  failed  my  call,  now  is  the  time ; once  wast 
thou  swayed  by  giant  Actor,  now  by  Turnus : grant  that 
I may  lay  low  the  emasculate  Phrygian,  strip  and  rend  his 
hauberk  by  strength  of  hand,  and  soil  in  the  dust  those 
ringlets  curled  with  hot  iron  and  moist  with  myrrh.’  So 
he  rages,  fury-driven : sparks  flash  from  the  furnace  of 
his  countenance,  lightnings  dart  from  his  fiery  eyes : as 
when  a bull  in  view  of  a fight  raises  fearful  bellowing, 
and  calls  up  rage  into  his  horns  by  butting  against  a tree’s 
trunk,  challenges  the  wind  with  his  blows,  and  spurns 
the  flying  sand  in  prelude  for  the  fray. 

With  equal  fierceness  iEnesis,  clad  in  his  mother’s 
armour,  sharpens  valour’s  edge,  and  lashes  his  heart  with 
wrath,  joying  that  proffered  truce  should  end  the  war. 
Then  he  calms  his  comrades’  fear  and  the  grief  of  lulus, 
talking  of  destiny,  and  sends  envoys  with  an  answer  to 
the  Latian  king,  to  name  the  conditions  of  peace. 

Scarce  had  the  next  morrow  begun  to  sprinkle  tlie 
mountain-tops  with  light,  at  the  time  when  the  sun’s 
steeds  first  come  up  from  the  deep  and  breathe  flakes  of 
radiance  from  their  upturned  nostrils,  when  Eutulians  and 
Teucrians  were  at  work,  measuring  out  lists  for  combat 
under  the  ramparts  of  the  mighty  town,  with  hearths  in 
the  midst,  and  altars  of  turf,  for  their  common  gods. 
Others  were  carrying  fire  and  spring  water,  begirt  with 
aprons,  vervain  wreaths  on  their  brows.  Forth  moves  the 
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Ausonian  army,  bands  with  lifted  javelins  issuing  from 
the  crowded  gates.  From  yonder  quarters  pours  the 
Trojan  and  Tuscan  force,  with  the  arms  of  their  several 
countries,  harnessed  as  if  summoned  by  the  War-god’s 
bloody  fray.  In  the  midst  of  either  squadrons  the 
generals  flash  along,  glorious  in  gold  and  purple, 
Mnestheus,  Assaracus’  seed,  and  Asilas  the  brave,  and 
Mossapus,  tamer  of  horses,  the  progeny  of  Neptune.  At 
a given  signal  each  army  retreats  within  its  confines ; 
spears  are  fixed  in  the  ground,  and  bucklers  rested  at 
ea.se.  Matrons  in  yearning  eagerness,  and  unanned 
masses,  and  tottering  old  men,  fill  turret  and  roof,  or 
stand  by  the  lofty  portals. 

But  Juno,  from  the  top  of  the  mount  now  styled  Alban 
— in  those  days  it  had  no  name,  nor  glory,  nor  honour — 
waslooking  in  prospect  on  the  plain,  the  two  armies,Trojan 
and  Laurentine,  and  the  Latian  town.  At  once  she  ad- 
dressed Turnus’  sister,  a goddess  herself,  who  presides 
over  the  pool  and  the  brawling  stream — such  dignity  Jove, 
tlie  king  of  heaven,  solemnly  made  hers  in  return  for 
violated  maidenhood  : ‘Sweet  Nymph, glory  of  the  rivers, 
favourite  of  my  heart,  you  know  how  I have  preferred 
you  to  all  Latium’s  daughters  who  have  climbed  the  odious 
bed  of  our  great  Master  and  have  gladly  given  you  a seat 
in  the  sky  ; and  now,  Juturna,  learn  from  me  your  sorrow, 
for  which  I am  not  to  blame.  So  long  as  Fortune  seemed 
favourable  and  Fate  allowed  Latium  to  prosper,  I spread 
my  shield  over  Turnus  and  these  your  walls  : now  I see 
the  youth  engaged  with  a destiny  mightier  than  his  own, 
and  the  day  of  doom  and  the  power  of  the  enemy  are  at 
hand.  I cannot  look  on  the  combat,  nor  on  the  league 
that  ushers  it  in.  If  you  have  the  nerve  to  dare  aught 
for  your  brother,  go  on  ; it  is  a sister’s  part : perhaps  the 
down-trodden  have  a better  lot  in  store.’  Ere  she  had 
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well  entletl,  Juturna’s  teai's  sprang  forth,  and  thrice  and 
again  her  liand  smote  on  her  lovely  breast.  ‘ No  time 
for  teai-s,’  cries  Saturn’s  daughter  : ‘ quick,  and  if  any  way 
there  be,  snatch  your  brother  from  death  : or  at  least  re- 
vive the  war,  and  mar  the  treaty  while  yet  on  their  lips. 
Eeinember,  I wan’ant  the  attempt.’  With  such  advice 
she  left  her  wavering  in  purpose  and  staggering  under 
the  cruel  blow. 

Meantime  the  monarchs  appear,  the  stately  form  of  the 
Latian  king  riding  in  a four-horse  car,  his  brows  gleaming 
with  a circle  of  twelve  gilded  rays,  the  cognizance  of  the 
Sun  his  grandsire  : Turnus  is  drawn  by  a snow-white  pair, 
two  spears  with  broad  iron  points  quivering  in  his  hands. 
Then  comes  father  .^Eneas,  the  parent  stock  of  the  Eoman 
tree,  blazing  with  his  starry  shield  and  celestial  armour, 
and  at  his  side  Ascanius,  the  second  hope  of  mighty 
Eome,  both  issuing  from  their  camp  : while  a priest  in 
stainless  robe  has  brought  the  young  of  a bristly  boai’  and 
an  undipped  sheep  of  two  yearn  old,  and  placed  the 
victims  by  the  blazing  altar.  They,  turning  their  eyes  to 
the  rising  sun,  offer  the  salted  barley,  score  with  the  steel 
the  brows  of  the  cattle,  and  make  libations  from  tlieir 
chargers.  Then  thus  prays  good  iEueas,  his  sword  drawn 
in  his  hand : ‘ Let  the  Sun  above  and  the  Earth  beneath 
■witness  my  invocation,  this  very  Earth  for  which  I have 
had  the  heart  to  endure  so  much,  and  the  almighty  Sire, 
and  thou,  his  goddess-bride,  Saturn’s  daughter,  now — may 
I hope  it  ‘f’ — now  at  last  made  gracious : thou,  too,  glorious 
Mars,  whose  princely  nod  controls  every  battle : Springs 
also  and  Eivers  I invoke,  all  the  majesty  of  the  sky,  all  the 
deities  of  the  purple  deep : if  chance  award  the  victory  to 
Turnus  the  Ausonian,  reason  claims  that  the  vanquished 
shall  retire  to  Evander’s  town  : lulus  shall  quit  the  land, 
nor  shall  .Eneas’  children  in  after  days  draw  the  sword 
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again,  or  threaten  this  realm  with  war.  But  should  con- 
quest vouchsafe  to  us  the  smiles  of  the  battle-field,  as  I 
rather  deem,  and  pray  that  Heaven  will  rather  grant,  I 
will  not  bid  the  lUxlians  be  subject  to  Troy,  nor  ask  I the 
crown  for  myself : no,  let  the  two  great  nations,  one 
unconquered  as  the  other,  join  on  equal  terms  in  an  ever- 
lasting federation.  The  gods  and  their  ritual  shall  be 
my  gift : let  my  good  father-in-law  still  wield  the  sword 
and  the  lawful  riglils  of  empire  : the  Teucrians  shall  raise 
me  a city,  and  Lavinia  shall  give  it  her  name.’  Thus  first 
.3iincas  : the  Latian  king  follows,  with  eyes  lifted  to  heaven, 
and  right  hand  stretched  to  the  stars  : ‘ I swear  as  you 
swore,  .^ueas,  by  Land  and  Ocean  and  Lights  above, 
Latona’s  twofold  offspring,  and  two-faced  Janus,  the 
potency  of  the  gods  below  and  the  shrine  of  relentless 
Pluto  : and  let  the  Father  too  give  ear,  who  ratifies  cove- 
nants with  thunder.  My  hand  is  on  the  altars  ; I adjure 
the  fires  and  powers  that  part  us : so  far  as  rests  with 
Itiily,  no  length  of  time  shall  break  this  bond  of  friendshij), 
let  things  issue  as  they  may  : no  violence  shall  make  me 
swerve  in  will,  not  though  deluge  and  chaos  come  again, 
ruining  the  earth  into  the  w'ater  and  cnishing  down  heaven 
into  Tartarus  : even  as  this  sceptre  ’ — for  a sceptre  chanced 
to  be  in  his  hand — ‘ shall  never  more  burgeon  with  light 
foliage  into  branch  or  shade,  now  that  once  cut  down  in 
the  w'oods  it  is  orphaned  of  tliat  which  gave  it  life,  and 
has  resigned  to  the  axe  its  leaves  and  its  sprays — once  a 
tree,  now  the  workman’s  hand  has  cased  it  with  seemly 
brass,  and  given  it  to  be  wielded  by  Latium’s  elders.’ 
With  w'ords  like  tliese  w’ere  they  ratifying  the  treaty,  all 
the  nobles  looking  on.  Then,  as  the  rite  ordains,  they  cut 
the  throats  of  the  hallowed  victims  into  the  fire,  flay  the 
yet  breathing  flesh,  and  pile  the  altars  with  laden  chargers. 

But  the  llutulians  have  long  been  thinking  the  combat 
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unequal : their  bosoms  are  swayed  by  rival  emotion.s,  all 
the  more,  the  nearer  they  observe  the  ill-matched  cham- 
pions. Turuus  aid.s  the  feeling  by  the  quietness  of  his 
step  and  the  downcast  reverential  look  which  he  turns  on 
the  altar,  his  wan  cheeks,  and  the  pallor  of  his  youthful 
frame.  Soon  as  his  sister  Juturna  heard  such  wliispers 
spreading,  and  saw  the  hearts  of  the  multitude  wavering  to 
and  fro,  she  plunges  among  the  ranks,  taking  the  form  of 
Caniers,  great  in  ancestral  dignity,  great  in  the  name  of 
his  father’s  worth,  and  himself  a valiant  warrior — plunges 
among  the  rat>ks,  knowing  well  what  she  would  have,  and 
scatters  her  sayings  abroad  in  words  like  these  : ‘ Blush  ye 
not,  Eutuliaiis,  with  souls  such  as  yours,  to  make  one  a 
sacrifice  for  all  ? are  we  not  equal  to  our  foes  in  strength 
or  in  numbers  ? See,  here  is  their  whole  army,  Trojan  and 
Arcadian,  ay,  and  that  fated  band  of  Etruria,  which  seeks 
TurniLs’  life.  Though  but  half  of  us  should  engage,  each 
would  scarce  have  an  enemy  to  fight  with.  He,  no  doubt, 
wall  rise  on  the  wings  of  fame  to  the  gods  for  whose  altars 
he  gives  himself  to  die,  and  will  live  in  the  mouths  of 
men  : we,  stripped  of  our  countiy,  shall  be  the  slaves  of 
haughty  masters,  we,  I say,  now  seated  passively  on  the 
ground.’  By  such  w'ords  the  flame  is  fanned  more  and 
more  in  those  young  warrior  hearts,  and  munnuis  run 
from  rank  to  rank  : not  Eutulian  alone,  but  Laurentian  and 
latian  are  changed  men.  They  wdio  a short  while  since 
were  hoping  for  their  own  repose  and  their  state’s  pro- 
sperity, now  burn  for  arms,  would  have  the  treaty  undone, 
and  pity  Turnus’  cruel  fate.  And  now  Juturna  gives  them 
one  thing  more,  even  a sign  from  heaven,  no  spell  so  potent 
to  work  on  Italian  minds  and  make  them  dupes  of  the 
marvel.  Flying  through  the  ruddy  sky,  Jove’s  golden  bird 
was  chasing  the  river  fowl,  a winged  noisy  multitude,  when 
suddenly  swooping  on  the  water  he  carries  off  in  his  tyrant 
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claws  a stately  swan.  The  Italians  are  all  attention,  when 
lo ! the  whole  mass  of  birds  face  about  with  a scream, 
marvellous  to  see,  their  wings  darkening  the  air,  and  in 
dense  cloud  press  on  their  enemy,  till  overborne  by  sheer 
weight  he  gives  way,  drops  the  booty  from  his  talons  into 
the  river,  flying  aloft,  and  vanishes  in  the  distant  sky.  Oh, 
then  the  Eutulians  welcome  the  omen  with  a shout  and 
spread  their  hands  on  high ; and  first  of  all  cries  the 
augur  Toluranius.  ‘ Here,  here  is  the  thing  I have  prayed 
for  so  often.  I embrace  it,  I own  the  hand  of  Heaven. 
Follow  me — yes,  me — and  seize  your  weapons,  my  poor 
countrymen,  whom  the  felon  stranger  is  scaring  with 
battle,  as  if  ye  were  feeble  birds,  and  ravaging  your  coasts. 
He  too  will  turn  to  flight  and  sail  far  away  on  the  deep. 
Close  your  ranks  with  one  accord,  and  rally  round  the 
prince  of  whom  the  battle  robs  you.’  He  spoke,  and 
running  forward  hurls  his  dart  full  at  the  enemy  : the 
hurtling  cornel  sounds,  and  cuts  the  air  on  no  doubtful 
errand.  A deafening  shout  follows  on  the  act,  the  ranks 
are  confused,  and  men’s  hearts  stirred  with  mad  be- 
wilderment. On  flew  the  spear,  just  wdiere  nine  goodly 
brethren  chanced  to  stand  facing  it,  all  born  of  one  true 
Tuscan  mother  to  Gylippus  the  Arcadian.  One  of  these 
just  at  the  waist  where  the  quilted  belt  chafes  against  the 
belly  and  the  buckle  presses  the  sides — a youth  of  goodly 
form  and  clad  in  refulgent  armour — it  strikes  through  the 
ribs  and  lays  him  grovelling  on  the  yellow  sand.  But  his 
brothers,  a gallant  company  and  stung  by  grief,  draw  their 
swords  or  seize  their  javelins,  and  charge  in  headlong 
fury.  To  meet  them  rush  the  Laurentian  columns  : while 
fi’om  their  side  surge  forth  in  a flood  Trojans  and  Agyllans 
and  Arcadians  with  inlaid  harness.  All  are  pos,sessed  by 
one  j)assion,  to  try  the  is.sue  wdth  the  steel.  The  altars 
are  stripped  bare  ; through  the  whole  sky  drives  a llick- 
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ering  storm  of  weapons  and  an  iron  sleet  comes  thick  : 
bowls  and  hearths  are  carried  away.  King  Latinus  flies, 
bearing  away  his  gods  in  discomfiture,  the  truce  un- 
ratified. Others  rein  the  chariot  or  vault  on  horseback, 
with  swords  ready  drawn. 

Messapus,  all  on  fire  to  annul  the  treaty,  spurs  his  horse 
full  on  the  Tuscan  Aulestes,  a king  and  ivearing  kingly 
cognizance  : he  draws  quickly  back,  and  gets  entangled 
in  piteous  sort  with  the  altars  that  meet  him  behind, 
falling  on  them  head  and  shoulders.  Up  flashes  Messapus 
spear  in  hand,  and  towering  on  horseback  brings  down  on 
him  the  massy  beam  in  the  midst  of  his  prayers,  and  de- 
livers him.self  thus  : ‘ He  is  sped  : here  is  a better  victim  for 
the  mighty  gods.’  The  Italians  cluster  round,  and  strip  the 
yet  wann  body.  As  Ebusus  comes  u[)  and  aims  a blow, 
Corynajus  meets  him  with  a brand  half-bunit  from  the 
altar  and  dashes  the  fire  in  his  face  : his  long  beard  burst 
into  a blaze  and  made  a smell  of  burning  hair : the  enemy 
presses  on,  gra«ps  in  his  left  hand  the  locks  of  the  wildered 
man  and  with  the  impact  of  his  knee  pins  him  to  earth  ; 
then  buries  the  stark  falchion  in  his  side,  rodalirius 
gives  chase  to  Alsus  the  shepherd  as  he  rushed  in  the  first 
rank  through  a shower  of  darts,  and  hangs  over  him  with 
naked  sword ; he  swinging  back  his  axe,  splits  frill  in 
front  the  foe’s  forehead  and  chin,  and  splashes  his  arms 
right  and  left  with  the  blood.  The  heavy  rest  of  iron 
slumber  settles  down  on  the  dying  eyes,  and  their  beams 
are  curtained  in  everlasting  night. 

But  good  ^.Eneas,  his  head  bare,  was  stretching  forth 
his  unarmed  hand  and  shouting  to  his  men : ‘ Whither 
are  you  driving?  what  is  this  sudden  outburst  of  strife? 
Oh,  ciu'b  your  passions ! the  truce  is  stricken,  and  all  the 
tenns  arranged  : none  but  I has  a right  to  engage  : give 
way  to  me  and  have  done  with  alarm  : my  sAvord  shall 
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ratify  tlie  treaty : this  sacrifice  lias  put  Turiius  in  niy 
power.’  While  he  is  crying  thus  and  uttering  words  like 
these,  lo ! full  at  the  chief  flies  a hurtling  arrow,  none 
knew  by  what  hand  launched,  by  what  wind  wafted,  who 
graced  the  Eutulians  so  highly,  chance  or  deity  : the  glory 
of  the  proud  achievement  was  lost,  nor  was  any  known  to 
boast  of  having  wounded  .dilneas. 

Soon  as  Turnus  sees  ^neas  retiring  from  the  battle, 
and  the  Trojan  leaders  in  confusion,  he  glows  with  swift 
access  of  hope,  calls  for  horses  and  armour,  bounds  like  a 
conqueror  into  the  chariot,  and  takes  the  reins  in  hand, 
ilany  a heroic  frame  he  slaughters  as  he  whirls  along, 
many  he  tumbles  and  leaves  to  live  or  die,  crushes  whole 
ranks  by  the  onset  of  his  car,  or  plucks  forth  spears  and 
hurls  them  at  the  fliers.  Just  as  storming  along  by 
Ilebriis’  icy  flood  gore-stained  Mars  smites  on  his  shield, 
and  stirring  battle  lets  loose  his  fiery  steeds  : they  fly  over 
the  plains  faster  than  winds  southern  or  western : Thrace 
groans  to  her  extremity  under  the  beat  of  their  hoofs : 
around  him  circle  the  frowns  of  black-visaged  Terror, 
and  the  powers  of  Wrath  and  Treacheiy,  liege  followers 
of  the  god  : with  like  eagerness  through  the  thickest  of 
the  battle  Turnus  whirls  his  straining  horses,  trampling  in 
])iteous  sort  on  the  slaughtered  foe : the  flying  hoof  spirts 
gory  dew,  and  blood  and  sand  are  kneaded  in  a mass. 
Sthenelus  he  has  slain  already,  and  Thamyris  and  Pholus, 
these  hand  to  hand,  that  from  a distance:  a distant  death, 
too,  has  found  the  Imbrasidm,  Glaucus  and  Ljides,  trained 
in  Lycia  by  Imbrasus  their  sire,  and  by  him  harnessed 
alike,  warriors  who  could  stand  and  fight  or  outride  the 
winds.  In  another  part  of  the  field  Eumedes  is  riding 
through  the  fray,  the  gallant  son  of  ancient  Colon,  with  the 
name  of  his  grandsire,  the  heart  and  hand  of  his  sire,  who 
of  old,  ofiering  to  spy  out  the  Canaan  camp,  dared  to  ask 
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Achilles’  chariot  as  his  guerdon ; far  other  guerdon  was 
it  with  which  Diomed  requited  his  daring,  and  his  hopes 
are  set  on  Achilles’  steeds  no  longer.  Marking  him  at 
distance  along  the  plain,  Turnus  first  sends  after  him  a 
flying  spear  through  the  intervening  space,  then  stops  the 
car  and  dismounts,  comes  on  the  wretch  gasping  and  laid 
low,  and  setting  his  foot  on  his  neck,  wrests  the  sword 
from  his  hand,  bathes  it  flashing  deep  in  his  throat,  and 
thus  accompanies  the  blow : ‘ Lie  there,  Trojan,  and 
measure  the  Hesperian  soil  you  Citme  to  invade : such  arc 
their  guerdons  who  draw  their  swords  on  me;  so  build 
they  up  their  city.’  Then  with  a spear-throw  he  sends 
Asbutes  to  join  the  dead.  Chloreus  and  Sybaris  and  Dares 
and  Theisiloclms,  Thymoetes  too,  thrown  off  by  a restifT 
horse.  As  when  the  blast  of  Thracian  Boreas  roars  on 
the  deep  .Aegean  and  drives  the  billows  to  the  shore, 
wherever  the  winds  pu.sh  on,  the  clouds  scurry  over  the 
sky,  so  when  Turnus  cleaves  his  path,  the  ranks  give  way, 
the  armies  turn  in  rout;  the  motion  bears  him  along, and 
the  gale  which  blows  on  the  car  tosses  his  flickering  crc.st. 
Phegeus,  indignant  at  his  overweening  onset,  meets  the 
car  and  grasping  the  bridle  wrenches  aside  the  foaming 
jaws  of  the  impetuous  steeds.  While  he  is  dragged  along 
clinging  to  the  yoke,  the  broad  spear-head  reaches  his 
unguarded  breast, cleaves  the  twoplated  corselet,  and  tastes 
the  surface  of  the  flesh.  Yet  he,  his  shield  before  him, 
kept  fronting  and  threatening  the  foe,  and  protecting 
himself  with  his  drawn  sword,  when  the  wheel  careerins 
onward  strikes  and  flings  him  on  the  ground,  and  Turnus 
with  a sweep  of  his  blade  between  the  bottom  of  the 
helmet  and  the  breastplate’s  topmost  rim  has  lopped  the 
head  and  left  the  trunk  to, welter. 

While  Turnus  thus  is  dealing  havoc  over  the  field, 
Mnestheus,  true  Achates,  and  Ascanius  have  helped  iEneas 
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to  the  camp,  all  bleeding,  and  staying  his  halting  steps  by 
the  lielp  of  a spear.  There  he  frets  and  struggles  to  pull 
out  the  broken  shaft,  and  calls  for  help  the  readiest  way, 
bidding  them  enlarge  the  wound  with  a broad  sword,  cut 
the  weapon’s  lodgment  to  the  bottom,  and  send  him  to 
combat  again.  And  now  at  his  side  was  lapis,  son  of 
lasus,  dearest  of  mankind  to  Phoebus,  he  to  whom  tlie 
god  in  his  passionate  fondness  would  fain  have  given  his 
own  function,  his  own  hand’s  cunning,  the  augur’s  insight, 
the  lyre,  the  weapons  of  archery;  but  he,  wishing  to 
lengthen  out  the  span  of  his  bed-rid  sire,  chose  rather  to 
know  the  virtue  of  simples  and  the  laws  of  the  healing 
art,  and  to  practise  in  silence  an  unambitious  craft.  There 
stood  ^neas,  fretting  impatiently,  propped  on  his  massy 
spear,  with  a warrior  concourse  about  him,  and  lulus  all 
in  tears,  yet  himself  unmoved  by  their  sorrow.  The 
aged  leech,  his  garments  swathed  round  him  in  Pajoii’s 
hishion,  is  plying  busily  the  healing  hand  and  Phoebus’ 
sovereign  remedies  all  to  no  end,  all  to  no  end  pulling  at 
the  dart  and  griping  the  steel  with  the  pincer.  No  Fortune 
guides  the  course  of  skill,  no  patron  Phoebus  lends  his 
aid ; and  meanwhile  the  fierce  alanns  of  the  field  grow 
louder  and  louder,  and  the  mischief  is  nearer  at  hand. 
They  see  dust-clouds  propping  the  sky,  the  horsemen 
gallop  in,  darts  fall  thick  in  the  midst  of  the  camp,  and 
heavenward  mounts  the  cruel  din  of  warriors  battling  or 
falling  in  the  stem  affray  : — when,  lo ! Venus,  struck  to 
the  heart  by  her  son’s  undeserved  suffering,  with  a 
mother’s  care  plucks  dittany  from  Cretan  Ida,  a plant 
with  downy  leaves  and  a purple  flower : wild  goats  know 
that  simple  well,  if  the  flying  arrow  should  lodge  in  their 
flesh.  Veiled  by  a dim  cloud,  the  goddess  brings  it 
down  ; with  it  she  impregnates  the  spring  water  gleaming 
ill  the  caldron,  imparting  unseen  powers,  and  sprinkles 
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ambrosia’s  healthful  juice  and  fragrant  panacea.  The  old 
man  rinsed  the  wound  with  the  water  so  transformed,  all 
unwitting,  and  in  a moment  all  pain  was  fled  from  the 
frame,  and  the  blood  was  stanched  in  the  wound.  The 
arrow  obeys  the  hand,  and  falls  out  unforced,  and  strength 
is  restored  as  before.  ‘ Quick  I give  the  warrior  his 
arms!  why  so  tardy?’  cries  lapis,  himself  the  first  to 
stir  up  the  martial  spirit.  ‘ No  human  aid  has  done  this, 
no  power  of  leech-craft ; it  is  not  my  hand,  .32neas,  that 
restores  you ; a mightier  power  than  man’s  is  at  work, 
sending  you  back  to  mightier  deeds.’  The  chief,  greedy 
for  tlie  fight,  has  cased  his  legs  in  gold,  chafing  at  delay 
and  brandishing  his  spear.  Soon  as  the  shield  is  fitted  to 
his  side,  the  cuirass  to  his  back,  he  clasps  Ascanius  to  his 
mailed  breast,  and  kissing  his  lips  through  the  helmet 
addresses  him  thus : ‘ Ijearn  valour  from  me,  my  son, 
and  genuine  hardihood,  success  from  others.  To-day  it 
is  my  hand  that  shall  shield  you  in  war  and  lead  you 
through  the  walks  of  honour ; be  it  your  care,  when 
your  age  has  ripened  into  manhood,  to  bear  the  past  in 
mind,  seek  patterns  among  those  of  your  own  blood,  and 
be  stirred  to  action  by  ^Slneas  your  sire  and  Hector  your 
uncle.’ 

So  having  said,  he  passed  towering  through  the  gate,  a 
huge  spear  quivering  in  his  hand  : Antheus  and  Mnestheus 
close  their  ranks  and  rush  forth,  and  the  whole  multitude 
streams  from  the  empty  camp.  The  field  is  clouded  by 
blinding  dust,  and  earth  throbs  and  shudders  with  the 
tramp  of  feet.  Turnus  saw  them  coming  towards  liim 
from  their  battlements,  the  Ausonians  saw,  and  a cold 
shudder  ran  through  their  N-itals : first  before  all  the 
Latians  Jutuma  heard  and  knew  the  sound  and  shrank 
back  in  terror.  As  a storm-cloud  bursting  through  the 
sky  sweeps  down  to  earth  along  the  main : hapless 
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husbandmen  know  it  ere  it  comes,  and  slmdder  at  heart ; 
yes,  it  will  bring  havoc  to  their  trees,  devastation  to  their 
crops,  will  lay  all  low  far  and  wide  ; the  winds  fly  before 
it  and  waft  the  sound  to  the  shore  : with  as  strong  a rush 
the  Rhoeteian  chief  sweeps  his  army  full  on  the  foe  ; they 
close  in  firm  masses  and  form  severally  at  his  side. 
Thymbneus’  sword  cuts  down  mighty  Osiris,  Mnestheus 
slays  Archetius,  Achates  Epulo,  and  Gyas  Ufens;  falls 
too  the  augur  Tolumnius,  the  first  to  fling  his  javelin 
at  the  enemy.  The  din  mounts  to  the  sky,  and  the 
Eutulians  routed  in  turn  fly  through  the  plains  in  a 
whirlwind  of  dust.  The  hero  himself  neither  stoops  to 
slaughter  the  flying  nor  encounter  such  as  would  fain 
meet  him  foot  to  f(X)t,  weapon  in  hand  : Turnus  alone 
he  tracks  winding  through  the  thick  darkness,  him  alone 
he  challenges  to  combat.  The  terror  struck  Juturna’s 
manly  mind  : she  plucks  from  his  seat  Metiscus,  Turnus’ 
charioteer,  as  he  drives  the  horses,  and  leaves  him  fallen 
at  distance  behind  the  car:  herself  takes  his  place  and 
handles  the  flowing  rein,  assuming  all  that  Metiscus  had, 
voice  and  person  and  armour.  Like  a black  swallow 
that  flies  through  the  house  of  some  wealthy  man  and 
traverses  the  lofty  hall,  in  quest  of  scraps  of  food  for  her 
twittering  nestlings;  now  she  is  heard  in  the  empty 
cloisters,  now  about  the  water-tanks  ; so  drives  Juturna 
through  the  thick  of  the  foe,  and  flies  on  rapid  wheel 
from  spot  to  spot,  now  here,  now  there  she  gives  a 
glimpse  of  her  victorious  brother,  yet  never  lets  him  stop 
and  fight,  but  whirls  far  away  in  the  distance,  ^neas 
for  his  part  winds  through  sinuous  paths  in  hope  to  meet 
him,  tracks  his  steps,  and  shouts  to  him  aloud  across  the 
weltering  ranks.  Oft  as  he  spies  out  the  foe  and  tries  by 
running  to  match  the  horses’  winged  speed,  each  time 
Juturna  wheels  the  car  aside.  What  can  he  do?  he 
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tosses  in  aimless  ebb  and  flow,  thoughts  distracting  his 
mind  this  way  and  tliat : — when  lo  ! Messapus,  with 
sudden  movement,  happening  to  carry  two  limber  spear- 
shafts  tipped  with  steel,  levels  one  at  him  and  flings  it 
true  to  its  mark,  ^neas  stopped  and  gathered  his  arms 
about  him,  sinking  on  his  knee  ; yet  the  fierce  spear  took 
the  top  of  the  helmet  and  struck  the  crest  from  the  cone. 
Then  at  last  his  wrath  mounts  high ; and  under  the 
duresse  of  treachery,  as  he  sees  the  steeds  and  chariot 
whirling  away  from  him,  after  many  an  appeal  to  Jove 
and  the  altars  of  the  violated  league,  he  falls  on  the 
ranks  before  him,  and  fanned  to  dreadful  vengeance  by 
the  War-god’s  breath,  lets  loose  a carnage  cruel  and  un- 
sparing, and  flings  the  reins  on  the  neck  of  his  passion. 

And  now  what  god  will  tell  me  all  those  horrors  and 
relate  for  me  in  verse  the  several  scenes  of  slaughter,  the 
deaths  of  the  leaders  whom  Turnus  here,  the  Trojan 
hero  there,  is  chasing  over  the  plain  ? Was  it  thy  will, 
great  Jove,  that  nations  destined  in  time  to  come  to  ever- 
lasting amity,  should  first  clash  in  such  dread  turmoil? 
iEneas  confronted  by  Eutulian  Sucro  (that  combat  first 
brought  tlie  Trojan  onset  to  a stand)  after  brief  delay 
catclies  him  on  the  side  and  drives  his  stubborn  sword 
death’s  nearest  way  through  the  ribs  that  fence  the 
bosom.  Turnus  in  foot-encounter  slays  Amycus,  whose 
horse  liad  thrown  him,  and  his  brother  Diores,  striking 
one  with  the  spear  ere  he  came  up,  the  other  with  the 
sword-blade,  lops  the  heads  of  both,  hangs  them  from  his 
car,  and  carries  them  diipping  with  blood.  That  sends 
down  Talos  to  death  and  Tanais  and  bmve  Cethegus, 
those  at  one  onslaught,  and  hapless  Onytes,  of  the  house  of 
Ecliion,  brought  forth  by  Peridia:  that  kills  the  brethren 
who  came  from  Apollo’s  land  of  Lycia,  and  young  Menoetes 
the  Arcadian,  who  shrunk  from  war  in  vain ; lie  plied  his 
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craft  and  lived  in  poverty  by  the  fishy  waters  of  Lema,  a 
stranger  to  the  lialls  of  the  great ; and  his  father  tilled 
land  for  hire.  Like  two  fires  launched  from  difierent 
quarters  on  a dry  forest  with  bushes  of  crackling  bay,  or 
as  when  two  foaming  rivers  pouring  from  lofty  heights 
crash  along  and  nm  towards  the  ocean,  each  ploughing 
his  own  wild  channel : with  no  less  fury  rush  through 
the  fight  JEncas  and  Turnus  both  : now,  now  the  wrath  is 
boiling  within  them  : their  unconquered  bosoms  swedl  to 
bursting : they  throw  their  whole  force  on  the  wounds 
they  deal.  This  with  the  whirl  and  the  blow  of  a mighty 
rock  dashes  Murranus  headlong  from  his  car  to  the 
ground,  Murranus  who  had  ever  on  his  tongue  the 
ancient  names  of  sires  and  grandsires  and  a lineage 
stretching  through  the  series  of  Latium’s  kings : the  wheels 
throw  forward  the  fallen  man  under  the  reins  and  yoke, 
and  he  is  crushed  by  the  quick  hoof-beat  of  the  steeds 
that  mind  not  their  lord.  That  meets  Hyllus  as  he  rushed 
on  in  vehement  fury,  and  hurls  a javelin  at  his  gold-bound 
brows  : the  spear  pierced  the  helmet  and  stood  fixed  in 
the  brain.  Nor  did  your  prowess,  Cretheus,  bravest  of 
Greeks,  deliver  you  from  Tunius,  nor  did  the  gods 
Cupencus  worshipped  shield  him  from  the  onset  of 
.tineas : his  bosom  met  the  steel,  and  the  check  of  the 
brazen  buckler  stood  the  ■\\Tetch  in  small  stead.  You,  too, 
great  ^olus,  the  Laurentian  plains  looked  on  in  death, 
spreading  your  frame  abroad  over  their  surface : fallen 
are  you,  whom  the  Argive  bands  could  never  overthrow, 
nor  Achilles  the  destroyer  of  Priam’s  realm ; here  was 
your  fatal  goal : a princely  home  under  Ida’s  shade  : at 
Lyrnesus  a princely  hope,  in  Laurentian  soil  a sepulchre. 
The  two  armies  are  in  hot  conflict : all  the  Latians,  all 
the  sons  of  Dardanus,  Mnestheus,  and  keen  Serestu's,  and 
Messapus  tamer  of  the  steed,  and  brave  Asila.s,  the 
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Tuscan  band,  and  Evandcr’s  Arcad  cavalry,  each  man  for 
himself  straining  every  nerve : no  stint,  no  stay ; they 
strive  with  giant  tension. 

And  now  .lEneas  had  a thought  inspired  by  his 
beauteous  mother,  to  march  to  the  walls,  throw  his  force 
rapidly  on  the  town,  and  stun  the  Latians  with  a sudden 
blow.  Tracking  Tumus  through  the  ranks  he  swept  his 
eyes  round  and  round,  and  beholds  the  city  enjoying 
respite  from  all  that  furious  war,  and  lying  in  unchallenged 
repose.  At  once  his  mind  is  fired  with  the  vision  of  a 
grander  battle : Mnestheus  he  summons  and  Sergcstus 
and  brave  Serestus,  the  first  in  command,  and  mounts  an 
eminence  round  which  the  rest  of  the  Teucrian  army 
gathers  in  close  ranks,  not  laying  shield  or  dart  aside. 
Standing  on  the  tall  mound,  he  thus  bespeaks  them : 

‘ Let  nothing  stay  my  orders  ; the  hand  of  Jove  is  here  ; 
nor  let  any  move  slower  because  the  enterprise  is  sudden. 
The  town,  the  cause  of  the  war,  the  royal  home  of  the 
Latian  king,  unless  they  submit  the  yoke  and  confess 
themselves  vanquished,  I will  overthrow  this  day,  and 
lay  its  smoking  turrets  level  with  the  ground.  What  ? 
am  I to  wait  till  Turnus  choose  to  bide  the  combat,  and 
once  conquered,  meet  me  a second  time  ? This,  my  men, 
is  the  well-spring,  this  the  head  and  front  of  the  mon- 
strous war.  Bring  torches  with  speed,  and  reclaim  the 
treaty  fire  in  hand.’  He  said,  and  all  with  emulous 
spirit  of  union  (dose  their  ranks  and  stream  to  the  walls 
in  compact  mass.  Scaling  ladders  and  brands  are  pro- 
duced suddenly  and  in  a moment.  Some  run  to  the 
several  gates  and  slay  those  stationed  there  : some  hurl 
the  steel  and  overshadow  the  sky  with  javelins.  Hmeas 
himself  among  the  foremost  Ufts  up  his  hand  under  the 
city  wall,  loudly  upbraids  the  king,  and  calls  the  gods 
to  witness  that  he  is  once  more  forced  into  battle,  the 
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Italians  twice  his  foes,  the  second  treaty  broken  like  the 
first.  Strife  arises  among  the  wiklered  citizens  : some 
are  for  throwing  open  the  town  and  unbarring  the  gates 
to  the  Dardans  : nay,  they  even  drag  the  monarch  to  the 
ramparts  : others  draw  the  sword  and  prepare  to  guard 
the  walls : as  when  a countryman  has  tracked  out  bees 
concealed  in  a cavernous  rock  and  filled  their  hiding- 
place  with  pungent  smoke,  they  in  alarm  for  the  com- 
mon wealth  flit  about  their  waxen  realm  and  stir  them- 
selves to  wrath  by  vehement  buzzing : the  murky  smell 
winds  from  chamber  to  chamber : a dull  blind  noise  fills 
the  cavern  : vapours  ascend  into  the  void  of  air. 

Yet  another  stroke  fell  on  Latium’s  wearied  sons, 
shaking  with  its  agony  the  city  to  her  foundations. 
When  the  queen  from  her  palace  saw  the  enemy  draw 
near,  the  walls  assailed,  flames  flying  roofward,  the 
Eutulian  army,  the  soldiers  of  Turnus  nowhere  in  sight, 
she  deemed,  poor  wretch,  her  warrior  slain  in  the  com- 
bat, and  maddened  with  the  access  of  grief,  cries  aloud 
that  she  alone  is  the  guilty  cause,  the  fountainhead  of  all 
this  evil ; and  flinging  out  wild  words  in  the  finy  of  her 
frenzied  anguish,  rends  with  desperate  hand  her  purple 
raiment,  and  fastens  from  a lofty  beam  the  noose  of 
hideous  death.  Soon  as  Latium’s  wretched  dames  knew 
the  blow  that  had  fallen,  her  daughter  Lavinia  is  first  to 
rend  yellow  hair  and  roseate  cheek,  and  the  rest  about 
her  ran  as  wildly  : the  palace  re-echoes  their  wail.  The 
miserable  story  spreads  through  the  town  : every  heart 
sinks : there  goes  the  old  king  with  garments  rent,  all 
confounded  by  his  consort’s  death  and  his  city’s  ruin  ; he 
soils  his  hoary  locks  with  showers  of  unseemly  dust,  and 
oft  and  oft  upbraids  himself  that  he  embraced  not  sooner 
.^neas  the  Dardan  nor  took  him  for  son-in-law  of  his 
orvn  free  will. 
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Turnus,  meantime,  is  plying  the  war  far  away  on  the 
plain,  following  here  and  there  a straggler  with  abated 
zeal,  himself  and  his  steeds  alike  less  buoyant.  The  air 
wafted  to  him  the  confused  din,  inspiring  unknown  terror, 
and  on  his  quickened  ears  smote  the  sound  of  the  cit3'’s 
turmoil  and  the  noise  not  of  joy.  ‘ Alas ! what  is  this 
mighty  agony  that  shakes  the  walls?  what  these  loud 
shouts  pouring  from  this  quarter  and  that  ? ’ So  he  cries, 
and  drawing  his  bridle  halts  bewildered.  His  sister,  just 
as  she  stood  in  guise  of  Metiscus  the  driver,  guiding  car, 
horse,  and  reins,  thus  meets  his  question ; ‘ Proceed  we 
still,  Turnus,  to  chase  the  Trojans,  where  victory’s  dawn 
shows  us  the  way : others  there  are  whose  hands  can 
guard  the  city : .dineas  bears  do'wn  on  the  Itahans  and 
stirs  up  the  battle : let  us  send  havoc  as  cruel  among  his 
Teucrians : so  shall  your  slain  be  as  many  and  your 
martial  fame  as  high.’  Turnus  answered : ‘ Sister,  I both 
knew  you  long  since,  when  at  first  you  artfully  disturbed 
the  truce  and  flung  yourself  into  our  quarrel,  and  now 
you  vainly  hide  the  goddess  from  my  eyes.  But  tell  me 
by  whose  will  you  are  sent  from  Olympus  to  cope  with 
toils  like  this  ? Is  it  that  you  may  look  on  the  cruel  end 
of  your  hapless  brother?  For  what  can  I do?  what 
chance  is  there  left  to  give  me  hope  of  safety  ? With  my 
own  eyes  I saw  Murranus  die,  his  giant  frame  laid  low 
by  a giant  wound ; he  called  me  by  name,  he,  than  whom 
I had  no  dearer  friend.  Dead,  too,  is  ill-starred  TJfens, 
all  because  he  would  not  see  me  disgraced ; his  body  and 
his  arms  are  the  Teucrians’  prize.  Am  I to  let  the 
nation’s  homes  be  razed  to  the  ground,  the  one  drop  that 
was  wanting  to  the  cup,  and  not  rathet  with  my  own 
right  hand  give  Drances’  words  the  lie  ? Shall  I turn  my 
back  ? shall  this  land  see  Turnus  flying  ? is  death  after 
all  so  bitter  ? Be  gracious  to  me,  gentle  powers  of  the 
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grave,  since  tlie  gods  above  are  against  me ! Yes,  I will 
come  down  to  you  a stainless  spirit,  guiltless  of  that  base 
charge,  worthy  in  all  my  acts  of  my  great  forefathers.’ 
Scarce  had  he  spoken,  when  lo ! there  flies  through 
the  midst  of  the  foe,  on  a foaming  steed,  Saces,  with  an 
arrow  full  in  his  face : up  he  spurs,  imploring  Turnus  by 
name  : ‘ Turnus,  our  last  hope  is  in  you ; have  com- 

passion on  your  army.  jEneas  thunders  with  sword  and 
spear,  and  threatens  that  he  will  level  in  dust  and  give  to 
destruction  the  Italians’  topmost  battlements  : even  now 
brands  are  flying  to  the  roofs.  Every  Latian  face,  every 
eye  turns  to  you : the  king  himself  mutters  in  doubt 
whom  to  call  his  son-in-law,  to  whose  alliance  to  incline. 
Nay,  more,  your  fastest  friend  the  queen  is  dead  by  her 
own  hand,  scared  and  driven  out  of  life.  Only  Messapus 
and  keen  Atinas  are  at  the  gates  to  uphold  our  forces. 
About  them  are  closed  ranks,  and  an  iron  harvest  of 
naked  blades  : you  are  rolling  your  car  over  a field  from 
which  war  has  ebbed.’  Turnus  stood  still  with  silent 
dull  regard,  wildered  by  the  thoughts  that  crowd  on  his 
mind : deep  shame,  grief  and  madness,  frenzy-goaded 
passion  and  conscious  wrath  all  surging  at  once.  Soon 
as  the  shadows  parted  and  light  came  back  to  his  intelli- 
gence, he  darted  his  blazing  eyes  cityward  with  restless 
vehemence,  and  looked  back  from  his  car  to  the  wide- 
stretching  town.  Lo  ! there  was  a cone  of  fire  spreading 
from  story  to  story  and  flaring  to  heaven  : the  flame  was 
devouring  the  turret  which  he  had  built  himself  of  planks 
welded  together,  put  wheels  beneath  it,  and  furnished  it 
with  lofty  bridges.  ‘ Fate  is  too  strong  for  me,  sister,  too 
strong : hold  me  back  no  longer  : we  needs  must  follow 
where  Heaven  and  cruel  Fortune  are  calling  us.  Yes,  I 
icill  meet  ^Eneas : I will  endure  the  full  bitterness  of 
death  : no  more,  my  love,  shall  you  see  me  disgraced : 
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suffer  me  first  to  have  my  hour  of  madness.’  He  said, 
and  in  a moment  leapt  to  the  ground,  rushes  on  tlirough 
foes,  through  javelins,  leaves  his  sister  to  her  sorrow,  and 
dashes  at  full  speed  through  the  intervening  ranks.  Even 
as  from  a mountain’s  top  down  comes  a rock  headlong, 
torn  off  by  the  wind,  or  washed  down  by  vehement  rain, 
or  loosened  by  the  lapse  of  creeping  years : down  the 
steep  it  crashes  with  giant  impulse,  that  reckless  stone, 
bounding  over  the  ground  and  rolling  along  with  it  trees, 
herds,  and  men : so,  dashing  the  ranks  apart,  rushes 
Turnus  to  the  city  walls,  where  the  earth  is  wet  with 
plashy  blood,  and  the  gale  hurtles  with  spears : he 
beckons  with  his  hand,  and  cries  with  a mighty  voice ; 
‘ Have  done,  ye  Rutulians ! ye  Latians,  hold  back  your 
darts ! whatever  Fortune  brings  she  brings  to  me  : ’tis 
juster  far  that  I in  your  stead  should  singly  expiate  the 
treaty’s  breach  and  try  the  issue  of  the  steel.’  All  at  the 
word  part  from  the  midst,  and  leave  him  a clear  space. 

But  father  AEneas,  hearing  Turnus’  name,  quits  his 
hold  on  the  walls  and  the  battlements  that  crown  them, 
flings  delay  to  the  winds  and  breaks  off  the  work  of  war, 
steps  high  in  triumph,  and  makes  his  arms  peal  dread 
thunder : vast  as  Athos,  vast  as  Eryx,  vast  as  father 
Apennine  himself,  when  he  roars  with  his  quivering 
holms  and  lifts  his  snowy  crest  exultingly  to  the  sky. 
All  turn  their  eyes  with  eager  contention.  Rutulians, 
Trojans,  and  Italians,  those  alike  who  were  manning  the 
towers  and  those  whose  battering-rams  were  assailing  the 
foundations.  All  unbrace  their  armour.  Latinus  him- 
self stands  amazed  to  see  two  men  so  mighty,  born  in 
climes  so  distant  each  ftom  each,  thus  met  together  to 
try  the  steel’s  issue.  At  once,  when  a space  is  cleared  on 
the  plain,  first  hurling  their  spears,  they  advance  with 
swift  onset,  and  da.sh  into  the  combat  with  shield  and 
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ringing  harness.  Earth  groans  beneath  them : their 
swords  hail  blow  on  blow  : chance  and  valour  mingle 
pell-mell.  As  when  on  mighty  Sila  or  Taburnus’  summit 
two  bulls,  lowering  their  brows  for  combat,  engage 
fiercely : the  herdsmen  retreat  in  dread  : the  cattle  all 
stand  dumb  with  terror,  the  heifers  wait  in  suspense  who 
is  to  be  the  monarch  of  the  woodland,  whom  the  herds 
are  to  follow  henceforth : they  each  in  turn  give  furious 
blows,  push  and  lodge  their  horns,  and  bathe  neck  and 
shoulders  with  streams  of  blood:  the  sound  makes  the 
forest  bellow  again  : with  no  less  fury  .^neas  the  Trojan, 
and  the  Daunian  chief  clash  shield  on  shield : the  enormous 
din  fills  the  firmament.  Jupiter  himself  holds  aloft  his 
scales  poised  and  level,  and  lays  therein  the  destinies  of 
the  two,  to  see  whom  the  struggle  dooms,  and  whose  the 
weight  that  death  bears  down.  Forth  darts  Turnus, 
deeming  it  safe,  rises  with  his  whole  frame  on  the  up- 
lifted sword,  and  strikes.  Trojans  and  eager  Latians 
shout  aloud  : both  armies  gaze  expectant.  But  the  faith- 
less sword  snaps  in  twain  and  fails  its  fiery  lord  midway 
in  the  stroke,  unless  flight  should  come  to  his  aid.  Off 
he  flies  swifter  than  the  wind,  seeing  an  unknown  hilt  in 
his  defenceless  hand.  Men  say  that  in  his  headlong 
haste,  when  first  he  was  mounting  the  car  harnessed  for 
battle,  he  left  behind  his  father’s  falchion  and  snatched 
up  the  steel  of  Metiscus,  his  charioteer : so  long  as  the 
Teucrians  fled  straggling  before  him,  the  weapon  did 
good  service;  soon  as  it  came  to  the  divine  Vulcanian 
armour,  the  mortal  blade,  like  brittle  ice,  flew  asunder  at 
the  stroke : the  fragments  sparkle  on  the  yellow  sand. 
So  now  in  his  distraction  Turnus  flies  here  and  there 
over  the  plain,  weaving  vague  circles  in  this  place  and  in 
that : for  the  Trojans  have  closed  in  circle  about  him. 
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and  here  is  a spreading  marsh,  there  lofty  ramparts  to 
bar  the  way. 

Nor  is  .dSneas  wanting,  though  at  times  the  arrow 
wound  slackens  his  knees  and  robs  them  of  their  power 
to  run : no,  he  follows  on,  and  presses  upon  the  flier  foot 
for  foot : as  when  a hound  has  got  a stag  pent  in  by  a 
river,  or  hedged  about  by  tlie  terror  of  crimson  plumage, 
and  cliases  him  running  and  barking : the  stag,  frighted 
by  the  snare  and  the  steep  bank,  doubles  a thousand 
times:  the  keen  Umbrian  clings  open-mouthed  to  his 
skirts,  all  but  seizes  him,  and  as  though  in  act  to  seize, 
snaps  his  teeth,  and  is  baffled  to  find  nothing  in  their 
gripe.  Tlien,  if  ever,  uprises  a shout,  echoing  along  bank 
and  maish,  and  heaven  rings  again  with  tlie  noise. 
Turnus,  even  as  he  flies,  emails  fiercely  on  the  Rutulians, 
addressing  by  name,  and  clamours  for  his  well-known 
sword.  .iEncas,  for  his  part,  threatens  death  and  instant 
destruction,  should  any  come  near,  and  terrifies  his  trem- 
bling foe,s,  swearing  that  he  will  raze  their  city  to  the 
ground,  and  presses  on  in  spite  of  his  wound.  Five  times 
they  circle  round,  five  times  they  retrace  the  circle  : for 
no  trivial  prize  is  at  stake,  no  guerdon  of  a game  : the 
contest  is  for  Turnus’  life,  for  his  very  heart’s  blood.  It 
chanced  that  there  had  stood  there  a wild  olive  with  its 
bitter  leaves,  sacred  to  Faunus,a  tree  in  old  days  reverenced 
by  seamen,  where  when  saved  from  ocean  they  used  to 
fasten  their  oflerings  to  the  Laurentian  god  and  hang  up 
their  votive  garments  : but  the  unrospecting  Trojans  had 
lately  lopped  the  hallowed  trunk,  that  the  lists  might  be 
clear  for  combat.  There  was  lodged  .^Eneas’  s[)oar : 
thither  its  force  had  carried  it,  and  was  now  holding  it 
fast  in  the  unyielding  root.  The  Dardan  chief  bent  over 
it,  fain  to  wrench  forth  the  steel  that  his  weapon  may 
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catch  whom  his  foot  cannot  overtake.  Then  cried 
Turnus  in  the  moment  of  frenzied  agony  : ‘ Have  mercy, 
I conjure  thee,  good  Faunus,  and  thou,  most  gracious 
earth,  hold  fast  the  steel  if  I have  ever  reverenced  your 
sanctities,  which  ^Eneas’  crew  for  their  part  have  caused 
battle  to  desecrate.’  He  said,  nor  were  his  vows  unan- 
swered by  heavenly  aid.  Hard  as  he  struggled,  long  as 
he  lingered  over  the  stubborn  stock,  by  no  force  could 
^neas  make  the  wood  unclose  its  fangs.  While  he 
strains  with  keen  insistence,  the  Daunian  goddess,  resuming 
the  guise  of  charioteer  Metiscus,  runs  forward  and  restores 
to  her  brother  his  sword.  Then  Venus,  resenting  the 
freedom  taken  by  the  presumptuous  Nymph,  came  nigh, 
and  plucks  the  weapon  from  the  depth  of  the  root.  And 
now  towering  liigh,  with  restored  weapons  and  recruited 
force,  this  in  strong  reliance  on  his  sword,  that  fiercely 
waving  his  spear  tall  as  he,  the  two  stand  front  to  front 
in  the  breath -draining  conflict  of  war. 

Meanwhile  the  king  of  almighty  Olympus  accosts 
Juno,  as  from  a golden  cloud  she  gazes  on  the  battle: 
‘ Where  is  this  to  end,  fair  spouse  ? what  last  stroke  have 
you  in  store  ? you  know  yourself,  by  your  own  confession, 
that  .Elneas  has  his  place  assured  in  heaven  among  Italia’s 
native  gods,  that  destiny  is  making  him  a ladder  to  tlie 
stars.  What  plan  you  now  ? what  hope  keeps  you  seated 
on  those  chilly  clouds  ? was  it  right  that  mortal  wound 
should  harm  a god,  or  that  Turnus — for  what  power 
could  Juturna  have  apart  from  you? — should  receive 
back  his  lost  sword  and  the  vanquished  should  feel  new 
forces  ? At  length  have  done,  and  let  my  prayers  bow 
your  will.  Let  this  mighty  sorrow  cease  to  devour  you 
in  silence  : let  me  hear  sounds  of  sullen  disquiet  less  often 
from  your  lovely  lips.  The  barrier  has  beeii  readied. 
To  toss  the  Trojans  over  land  and  sea,  to  kindle  an 
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uiiliallowed  war,  to  plunge  a home  in  mourning,  to  blend 
a dirge  with  the  bridal  song,  this  it  has  been  youi-s  to  do  : 
all  further  action  I forbid.’  So  spake  Jupiter : and  so 
in  return  Saturn’s  daughter  with  downcast  look  : ‘ Even 
because  I knew,  great  Jove,  that  such  was  your  pleasure, 
have  I withdrawn  against  my  will  from  Turnus  and  from 
earth  : else  you  would  not  see  me  now  in  the  solitude  of 
ray  airy  throne,  exposed  to  all  that  comes,  meet  or 
unmeet : armed  with  firebrands,  I should  stand  in  the 
very  line  of  battle,  and  force  the  Teucrians  into  the  hands 
of  their  foes.  As  for  Juturna,  I counselled  her,  I own,  to 
succour  her  wretched  brother,  and  warranted  an  unusual 
venture  where  life  was  at  stake  : but  nought  was  said  of 
aiming  the  shaft  or  bending  the  bow ; I.  swear  by  the 
inexpiable  fountain-head  of  Styx,  the  one  sanction  that 
binds  us  powem  above.  And  now  I jneld  indeed,  and 
quit  this  odious  struggle.  Yet  there  is  a boon  I would 
ask,  a boon  which  destiny  forefends  not.  I ask  it  for  the 
sake  of  Latium,  for  the  dignity  of  your  own  people : 
when  at  last  peace  shall  be  ratified  with  a happy  bridal, 
for  happy  let  it  be : when  bonds  of  treaty  shall  be  knit 
at  last,  let  it  not  be  thy  will  that  the  native  Latians 
should  change  their  ancient  name,  become  Trojans  or 
take  the  Teucrian  style  : let  not  them  alter  their  language 
or  their  garb.  Let  there  be  Latium  still : let  there  be 
centuries  of  Alban  kings : let  there  be  a Eoraan  stock, 
/ strong  with  tlie  strength  of  Italian  manhood : but  let 
Troy  be  fallen  as  she  is,  name  and  nation  alike.’  The 
Father  of  men  and  nature  answered  with  a smile  : ‘ Ay, 
you  are  Jove’s  own  sister,  tlie  other  branch  of  Saturn’s 
line ; such  billows  of  passion  surge  in  your  bosom  ! but 
come,  let  this  ineffectual  frenzy  give  way  : I grant  your 
wish,  and  submit  myself  in  willing  obedience.  The 
Ausonians  shall  keep  their  native  tongue,  their  native 
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customs  ; the  name  shall  remain  as  it  is  ; the  Teucrians 
shall  merge  in  the  nation  they  join — that  and  no  more : 
their  rites  and  worship  shall  be  my  gift:  all  shall  be 
Latians  and  speak  the  Latian  tongue.  The  race  that 
shall  arise  from  this  admixture  of  Ausonian  blood  shall 
transcend  in  piety  earth  and  heaven  itself,  nor  shall  any 
nation  pay  you  such  honours  as  they.’  Juno  nodded 
assent,  and  turned  her  sullenness  to  pleasure ; meanwhile 
she  departs  from  the  sky,  and  quits  the  cloud  where  she 
sat. 

This  done,  the  sire  meditates  a further  resolve,  and 
prepares  to  part  Juturna  from  her  brother’s  side.  There 
are  two  fiends  known  as  the  Furies,  whom  with  Tartarean 
Megmra  dismal  Night  brought  forth  at  one  and  the  same 
birth,  wTeathing  them  alike  with  coiling  serpents,  and 
equipping  them  with  wings  that  fan  the  air.  They  are 
seen  beside  Jove’s  throne,  at  the  threshold  of  his  angry 
sovereignty,  goading  frail  mortality  with  stings  of  teiror, 
oft  as  the  monarch  of  the  gods  girds  himself  to  send  forth 
disease  and  frightful  death,  or  appals  guilty  towns  with 
war.  One  of  these  Jove  sped  with  haste  from  heaven’s 
summit,  and  bade  her  confront  Jutuma  in  token  of  his 
will.  Forth  she  flies,  borne  earthward  on  the  blast  of  a 
whirlwind.  Swift  as  the  arrow  from  the  string  cleaves 
the  cloud,  sent  forth  by  Parthian — Parthian  or  Cydoiiian — 
tipped  wdth  fell  poison’s  gall,  the  dealer  of  a wound 
incurable,  and  skims  the  flying  vapours  hurtling  and 
unforeseen,  so  went  the  Daughter  of  Night  and  made  her 
way  to  earth.  Soon  as  she  sees  the  forces  of  Troy  and 
the  army  of  Turnus,  she  huddles  hemelf  .suddenly  into 
the  shape  of  a puny  bird,  which  oft  on  tombstone  or 
lonely  roof  sitting  by  night  screams  restlessly  tlirough 
the  gloom  ; in  this  disguise  the  fiend  again  and  again  flies 
flapping  in  Turnus’  face,  and  beats  with  her  wings  ou  his 
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shield.  A strange  chilly  terror  unknits  his  frame,  his 
hair  stands  shudderingly  erect,  and  his  utterance  cleaves 
to  his  jaws.  But  when  Juturna  knew  from  far  the 
rustling  of  those  Fury  pinions,  she  rends,  hapless  maid, 
her  dishevelled  tresses,  marring,  in  all  a sister’s  agony, 
her  face  with  her  nails,  her  breast  with  her  clenched 
hands  : ‘ What  now,  my  Turnus,  can  your  sister  avail  ? 
what  more  remains  for  an  obdurate  wretch  like  me  ? by 
what  expedient  can  I lengthen  your  span  ? can  I face  a 
portent  like  this  ? At  last,  at  last  I quit  the  field.  Cease 
to  appal  my  fluttering  soul,  ye  birds  of  ill  omen  : I know 
the  flapping  of  your  wings  and  its  deathful  noise ; nor 
fail  I to  read  great  Jove’s  tyrannic  will.  Is  this  his  recom- 
pense for  lost  virginity  ? why  gave  he  me  life  to  last  for 
ever  ? why  was  the  law  of  death  annulled  ? else  might  I 
end  this  moment  the  tale  of  my  sorrows,  and  travel  to 
the  shades  hand  in  hand  with  my  poor  brother.  Can 
immortality,  can  aught  that  I have  to  boast  give  me  joy 
without  him  ? Oh,  that  earth  would  but  yawn  deep 
enough,  and  send  me  down,  goddess  though  I be,  to  tlie 
powers  of  the  grave ! ’ So  saying,  she  shrouded  her  head 
in  her  azure  robe,  with  many  a groan,  and  vanished 
beneath  the  river  of  her  deity. 

-®neas  presses  on,  front  to  front,  shaking  his  massy, 
treelike  spear,  and  thus  speaks  in  the  fierceness  of  his 
spirit : ‘ What  is  to  be  the  next  delay  ? why  does 

Turnus  still  hang  back  ? ours  is  no  contest  of  speed,  but 
of  stern  soldiership,  hand  to  hand.  Take  all  disguises 
you  can ; muster  all  your  pow’ers  of  courage  or  of  skill : 
mount  on  wing,  if  you  list,  to  the  stars  aloft,  or  hide  in 
the  cavernous  depth  of  earth.’  Shaking  his  head,  he 
replied  : ‘ I quail  not  at  your  fiery  words,  insulting  foe : 
it  is  Heaven  that  makes  me  quail,  and  Jove  my  enemy.’ 
No  more  he  spoke  : but,  sweeping  his  eyes  round,  espies 
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a huge  stone,  a stone  ancient  and  huge,  wliich  chanced  to 
be  lying  on  the  plain,  set  as  some  field’s  boundary,  to 
forefend  disputes  of  ownership : scarce  could  twelve  picked 
men  lift  it  on  their  shoulders,  such  puny  frames  as  earth 
produces  now-a-days  : he  caught  it  up  with  hurried  grasp 
and  flung  it  at  his  foe,  rising  as  he  threw,  and  running 
rapidly,  as  hero  might.  And  yet  all  the  while  he  knows 
not  that  he  is  running  or  moving,  lifting  up  or  stirring 
the  enormous  stone  : his  knees  totter  under  him,  and  his 
blood  chills  and  freezes : and  so  the  mass  from  the 
warrior’s  hand,  whirled  through  the  empty  void,  pa.ssed 
not  through  all  the  space  between  nor  carried  home  the 
blow.  Even  as  in  dreams,  at  night,  when  heavy  slumber 
has  weighed  down  the  eyes,  we  seem  vainly  wishing  to 
make  eager  progress  forward  and  midway  in  the  effort 
fail  helplessly : our  tongue  has  no  power,  our  wonted 
strength  stands  not  our  frames  in  stead,  nor  do  words  or 
utterance  come  at  our  call : so  it  is  with  Turnus  : what- 
ever means  his  valour  tries,  the  fell  fiend  bars  them  of 
their  issue.  And  now  confused  images  whirl  through 
his  brain:  he  looks  to  his  Eutulians  and  to  the  city,  and 
falters  with  dread,  and  quails  at  the  threatening  speai' ; 
how  to  escape  he  knows  not,  nor  how  to  front  the  foe, 
nor  sees  he  anywhere  his  car  or  the  sister  who  drives  it. 

Full  in  that  shrinking  face  .^Eneas  shakes  his  fatal 
weapon,  taking  aim  with  his  eye,  and  with  an  effbrt  of 
his  whole  frame  hurls  it  forth.  Never  stone  flung  from 
engine  of  siege  roars  so  loud,  never  peal  so  rending 
follows  the  thunderbolt.  On  flies  the  spear  like  dark 
whirlwind  with  fell  destruction  on  its  wing,  pierces  the 
edge  of  the  corselet,  and  tlie  outermost  circle  of  the  seven- 
fold shield,  and  with  a rush  cleaves  througli  the  thigh. 
Down  with  his  knee  doubled  under  him  comes  Turnus 
to  earth,  all  his  length  prostrated  by  the  blow.  Up  start 
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the  Eutulians,  groaning  as  one  man  : the  whole  moun- 
tain round  rebellows,  and  the  depths  of  the  forest  send 
back  the  sound  far  and  wide.  He  in  lowly  suppliance 
lifts  up  eye  and  entreating  hand : ‘ It  is  my  due,’  he 
cries,  ‘ and  I ask  not  to  be  spared  it : take  what  fortune 
gives  you.  Yet,  if  you  can  feel  for  a parent’s  misery — 
your  father,  Anchises,  was  once  in  like  plight — have 
mercy  on  Daunus’  hoary  hairs,  and  let  me,  or  if  you 
choose  my  breathless  body,  be  restored  to  my  kin.  You 
are  conqueror : the  Ausonians  have  seen  my  conquered 
hands  outstretched : the  royal  bride  is  yours : let  hatred 
be  pressed  no  further.’  AEneas  stood  still,  a fiery  warrior, 
his  eyes  rolling,  and  checked  his  hand : and  those  sup- 
pliant words  were  working  more  and  more  on  his  falter- 
ing purpose,  when,  alas ! the  ill-starred  belt  was  seen 
high  on  the  shoulder,  and  light  flashed  from  the  well- 
known  studs — the  belt  of  young  Pallas,  whom  Turnus 
conquered  and  struck  down  to  earth,  and  bore  on  his 
breast  the  badge  of  triumphant  enmity.  Soon  as  his  eyes 
caught  the  spoil  and  drank  in  the  recollection  of  that 
cruel  grief,  kindled  into  madness  and  terrible  in  his 
wrathr : ‘ What,  with  my  friend’s  trophies  upon  you, 

would  you  escape  my  hand  ^ It  is  Pallas,  Pallas,  who 
with  this  blow  makes  you  his  victim,  and  gluts  his  ven- 
geance with  your  accursed  blood.’  With  these  words, 
fierce  as  flame,  he  plunged  the  steel  into  the  breast  that 
lay  before  him.  That  other’s  frame  grows  chill  and 
motionless,  and  the  soul,  resenting  its  lot,  flies  groaningly 
to  the  shades. 
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E PISTOL  A CRITIC  A DE  QUlDUSDAM  ^SCIIYLI 
SOPIIOCLIS  EURIPIDIS  FRAGMEXTIS.' 


AD  Tini'M  ADMODl'M  BEVERENDCM 

THOIIAM  GAISFORD,  S.T.P. 

JKDIS  CUBIST!  DECANVM,  NBC.NOS  LISOIM5  GB.KC.U  TKOF.  B»0. 


Quam  ego  jamdiidum  optavi  occasionem,  Vir  InslguLssliae,  eanl 
taudera  roganti  pradniit  Tua  humanitas.  Eteiiim  ssepe  numero 
miratus  sum  illam  Germanorum  eruditionnn  consuetudinem 
quotannis  emitlendi  disputatiunculas,  quibiis  miuores  quiedam 
quastiones,  in  sollenni  Uterarum  eurricido,  ut  tit,  casu  oblatai, 
([uasi  obiter  dirimantur.  (iuam  si  quis  levioris  momenti  esse 
arbitretur,  ilium  monitum  velim,  Hiu-manni  Opuscula,  copio- 
sissimum  sane  rei  criticie  apparatum,  ex  hujusmodi  scriptis 
tantum  non  omnino  constare.  8cilicet  vir  ille  summus,  pneter 
vindemiam  uberrimam  quam  justis,  quas  vocant,  auctorum 
Graicorum  editionibus  conticiendis  toties  peregit,  id  etiam  in 
animo  habuit  ut  doctrinie  fructus,  temporibus  subsecivis  repor- 
tatos,  tanquam  in  mensa  aliquando  proponeret.  Contra  dolcn- 
duin  est  nostros  Acadcmicos,  dum  toti  aut  in  libris  coudendis 
aut  in  discipulorum  aiiimis  informandis  versantur,  plerumqile 
committere  ut  qua?  inter  legendum  nonnunquam  felicissime 
excogitaverint  pr;e  incuria  indies  excidere  et  dilabi  sinant. 
Cui  quidem  damno  aliqua  ex  parte  snccurrunt  Censura;  Lite- 
rariiE,  nunc  teinporis  pra’sertim  florentissimaj ; quarum  tamen 
forme  alia  est  ratio  quam  qum  minutis  criticoriira  inventis 
locum  satis  amplum  sufficiat.  Itaque  quum  mihi  paucos 
abliinc  menses  Fragmenta  Tragicorum  Graecorum  breviter 
percurrenti  visa  sint  loca  nonnulla  manum  emendatricem  sicut 
flagitare  ita  paullo  facilius  pati,  ea  sigillatim  doctioribus  atquo 

‘ Reprinted  from  the  Kdition  published  in  1852. 
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adeo  Tibi,  utpot«  in  his  rebus  gravissiino  ornatissimoque  auctori, 
communicare  volo,  si  forte  e tiintis  judieiis  melius  intelligam 
utrum  necne  aliquid  memoratu  dijjnum  reperierim.  Quod 
autem  Latino  potius  quam  veniaeulo  sermone  uti  decrevi,  id 
feci  partim  quia  hoc  munusculum,  cacteroqui  fortasse  contem- 
nendum,  sic  demum  Tibi  aceeptum  fore  sperabam,  partim  quo 
ajjertius  significaretur,  me  non  sensum  verlrorum  sed  verba 
ipsa  tractanda  abpie  expedienda  suse('pisse. 

Hactenus  de  proposito  meo : nunc  rem  ipsam  aggredior. 
Quod  ad  ordinem  fragmentorum  attinct,  secutus  sum  nuperri- 
mas  Dindorfii  editiones,  quipj>e  academicorum  usu  probatissi- 
mas. 

jEscliyli  Fragm.  96  (e  Cal>eiris)  : 

flTjCe  kpUff/TOVC 

^r/r*  ofMjoowf  vC(trr)povc 
d^FCoi<7i  hopoiffi. 

Xtneiv  codices  Pollucis,  unde  hoc  fragmentum  desumtum  est. 
Qui  Xeiveiv  correxit  Hlomfieldus,  eum  miror  non  scripsisse 
Xtifieiv,  quae  vox,  quantum  e loco  manco  colligi  potest,  sola 
sensui  satisfacit. 

Fragm.  91  (e  Caribus  sive  Europa) : 

dXX  “Apiyc  ^(XtT 

deJ  rd  Xyara  navra  rat  ffTparov. 

Infeliciter  sane  Valckenarius,  a\\'  '’Aprjt  <pi\ety  a?l  to  Xoxrra 
iravT  ofiav  arparov,  versu  trochaieo  intempestive  conlicto : 
infeliciter  etiam  Dindorfius  Trorroy  aypiuuv  vel  Trainos  avrpsneiv 
crpaTov.  E(]^uidem  nullus  dubito  (jiiin  pro  TTdt>ra  rdi>0ptt)Tioiv 
legendiun  sit  Train-’  (’nrav6i^ew  quuin  neque  niinis  dura  sit  ea 
mutatio,  neque  verbum  a>it  hoc  loco  aptius  aut  Tragicoruin 
loqiiela;  convenientius  quam  dirui-Oi^siv  inveniri  possit.  Din- 
dorfius (juidem  suo  dypevnv  patrocinari  studet,  allata,  sententia 
simili  apud  .Sophoclem,  Fragm.  649,  'Ap7;y  yap  ovS'ep  toiv  Kaxtav 
XTjt^trai : sic  enim  ille  pro  Xoyl^irai,  auetore  us\is  8cholia,sta 
Homeri  II.  B.  8.3.3.  Quod  ipsuin,  inodo  recte  consideretur, 
conjectura)  nostr®  imprimis  favet.  Nenipe  dixit  Sophocles  non 
Xrjt^tTai,  vocabulum  tragico  senario  vix  consentaneum,  sed 
Xtari^sTai,  quod  (piam  facile  eum  Xoyi^nar  permutari  queat 
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nemo  librorum  scriptonim  peritus  non  videt.  Jam  vero  non 
opus  est  ut  moneam,  duas  illas  voces,  anravdit^uv  et  Xcori^saOai, 
a Tragicis  promisciie  frequentari.  Ut  ad  .^schyli  locum 
redeam,  qui  pressius  codicum  Stobaei  vestigiis  insistere  volimt, 
poterunt  praeferre  anavdL^oyv,  meraores  Aristoph.  Plut.  645, 
cujus  me  commonefecit  vir  sagacissimus  F.  A.  Paley : vereor 
tamen  ut  in  tanta  lectionis  turba  talia  curare  operae  pretium 
sit,  quum  -eiv  et  -wv  saepissime  in  manuscriptis  confundantur. 

PVagm.  123  (e  Ivycurgo)  : 

tcuK  Tuti’t*  txivt  flpvrov  ■ypovip^ 

KuiTfp.voKup.Trfi  rovT  tv  ay^fjtl<f  orcyjj. 

avBpsLa  a-ri^r]  pro  dvhpwvc  dictum  accipit  Bothius,  teste  Din- 
dorfio.  Quod  ut  fieri  possit,  probal)ilius  tamen  puto  poetam 
dcdisse  iv  (sive  irr')  dirBpzi'a  acpayr}.  Xeinpe  dicitur  Lycurgus 
ccrevisiam  arefactis  hospitum  coriis  bibisse,  et  in  canle  Iniraaiia 
se  jactitasse.  dvSpo^  <r<f>ayeiov  etiain  ^Fsch.  Ag.  1092. 

Fragm.  155  (e  Nioba): 

ffTTfipu)  o’  &povpav  iiptpwv  oCuv 

^fpfKvvTa  evO’  'A^pacrTtiag  f^og, 

"iB/jg  re  pvKTfOpo'tai  Kut  ftpv^ppaaiv 
tpTTovai  pTiXtJV  Ttdv  S'  ept)(dtl  iriSov. 

Male  profecto  hie  locus  a criticis  habitus  est,  qui  parti ra  sana 
vexaverunt,  partim  corruptis  perperam  maims  illiserunt. 
Offenderunt  scilicet  in  vocein  epTrouac  non  modo  Casaubonus 
et  Toupius  sed  etiam  Hermannus,  qui  earn  non  pro  dativo 
participii  sed  protertia  persona  pliuali  indicativi  smnit.  Mihi 
quidem  ^pv)(^^p.acnv  spirovcn  p.t]X(ov  eleganter  dici  videtur  quo 
eo  quod  minus  exquisite  positum  esset  kpTToinwv 

p,i]X(av,  quod  genus  loquendi  non  opus  est  ut  exemplis  com- 
probera.  Sola  igitur  restant  qu»  emendemus  verba  7rdv  B* 
epex^^^  TreSoi/.  Itaque  in  primis  delendum  erit  81,  (piod  abest 
duobus  Strabonis  codicibus,  additurn  autera  esse  videtur  ab 
aliqiio  Hermanni  opinionem  ante  Hermannum  sequente. 
Deinde  reperiendum  est  verbum  quod  in  locum  tpixBd  sive 
opexOd  (ambo  enim  in  libris,  prostant)  doctorum  sufTragiis 
sufficiatur.  Equidem  reposuerim  aut  ini ppoOd  nut  opLoppoOel, 
(piorum  illud  ..Eschyli  usu,  hoc  fortasse  codicum  script  uia 
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maijis  st;il)ilitnr : quum  enim  novimus  oTrarpos  pro  opoiraTpot 
dictum  esse,  quidni  hUituamus  6pu)ppodil  scribaruin  errore  in 
opoSst,  vcl  Hiiuilc  aliquid,  translisse?  Cognata  sane  inter  so 
po6i(t)  et  po)(6i<o : unde  oritur  suspicio  imppo^det,  opoppo-)(dsl 
non  minus  quam  imppoOti,  opuppoOei,  usurpari  posse  ; quam 
tamen  veram  prouuntiare  non  ausiiu. 

Fragrn.  178  (ex  Ostologis)  : 

V,vpvpa\nf  «iii;  fiXXof  ovltr  ij/rirarnc 
v/3pi^  v/3porpavc  out  It'titrjtovQ  ifw!, 
i}i'  /'t>'  yi>p  ttiiTb)  KoTTttlitf  I'ui  Tuiipuy  yapa, 
rnu  F ciytuXi/rou  to<Tff«/l(oc  tnri  fftoirdc 
tKTepioy  tipuaa  ^I'lp  iifitro. 

Nemo,  opinor,  intercessurus  cst  Dindorfio,  plura  in  his 
corrupta  esse  statuenti.  De  senteutia  quidem  loci  satis  constat. 
Verba  sunt  Ulyssis  coutumelias  comraemorantis  quas  a procis 
acceperit.  Hariim  autem  sic  recordatur  ut  inter  narrandum 
quasi  digito  coininonstret  unum  atque  alterum,  si  quis  ceteris 
insolentior  fuerit.  (^uod  abunde  patet  e fragmento  179,  baud 
dubie  ad  eandem  orationem  pertinente,  ubi  legimus 

SV  eVriV  Of  xoT  upiji  ipo't  jitXoc 
yfXwrojroioi',  n;u  KUKoapov  vvpayr)i'f 
Ippi}pey  ovc’  ijpapri. 

Itaque  in  initio  nostri  loci  corrigendum  videtur  non  Eipvpaxof, 
bvTt?  aXKot,  quod  putat  F.  A.  Paley  in  Fragmentorum  editionc, 
sed  potiiis  Evpvpaxo!  ovtos  a\Xos  vcl  tale  ali<[uid.  Mox  versus 
tertius  mire  depravatus  est,  non  tamen,  ut  spero,  extra  spem 
emendandi.  Si  enim  legis  jji<  piv  yt)p  avrw  okottos  aft  Tovpov 
Kapa,  omnia  jam  recte  procedent.  Neejue  enim  absonnm 
videtur,  voeem  Kona^os  sive  Koaaafiov,  e versu  proximo  in- 
stanti  derivatiim,  vocabulo  germane  superscdissc.  Quod  jure 
mireris  latuisse  Scholefieldum,  qni  quum  quid  sensus  postularet 
satis  intellcctum  haberet,  adeo  tamen  longe  a vero  abfuit  ut 
locum  sic  rescriberet, 

ijy  piy  yap  ai/ru  Knirfalinvyr  ati  tryuxot 
Tov  y dytuXijrou  toffffu/Jou  Tovphy  tdpn. 

De  reliquis  eqtiidem  nihil  habeo  quod  fidenter  dicam  : possunt 
vero  ad  hunc  fere  modum  scripta  esse  : 


Digitized  by  Google 


APPENDIX. 


453 


Ttivc  J e'lykuXijrout  io»ffn/3owf  tif  roi'  aKowuy 
fpptffrei',  lif  i//Iujira  (<l>itTO. 

Accusativo  pliirali  rovt  S'  oryKuXrjTovs  Koaad^ovs  fidem  facit 
ipse  Athencei  locus  cui  lioc  fragmentum  acccptiun  referimus, 
KoX  Alo^vKot  S’  it/  ’0<7To\o70ij  dyicvXrfTovt  Xtyic  Ko-nd^ovs  Sid 
TovTtov.  Stanleii  conjecturain,  pro  iKTS/idv  scribendum  esse 
divisim  e<  r ifiav,  quamvis  auctoritate  Pollucis  x.  76  egregie 
confirinatam,  propterea  amplecti  non  possum  quod  nexum  tam 
sententiae  quam  versuum  turbare  videtur.  Neque  enim  credo, 
quod  putat  Dindorfius  ad  Atlienanim  1.  c.,  versum  ultimum  ex 
duorum  reliquiis  composittim  e“se,  necpie  /Escbylum  ad  aliud 
aliquid  quam  ad  cottabum  rnanu  jaclum  respexisse.  Itaque 
scrips!  quod  sensui  siraul  ct  metro,  me  quidem  judice,  satis- 
faceret,  quamvis  mallern  retinere  Sh'  itplsTo,  si  id  aliquo  demum 
modo  fieri  posset. 

Fragm.  208  (e  Protco)  : 

ffiTovfiirrfr  Iv/rrrjror  ddXitit’ 

fitaaiTa  wXtvpa  irpof  Trriuif  TrtH-Xeypt'rijr. 

ireirXtiy/jJirjv  jampridem  conjecifc  Scliweiglia,'userus.  Id  si 
vcrum  est,  scribendum  etiam  videtur  Trpor  TTTspoit,  quod  partem 
ubi  avis  percussa  sit  apertius  sigiiificiit,  nisi  putas  invots  de 
pennis  tanrjuam  de  ventilabro  poni  posse.  Pro  /iscraKTa  autem 
libenter  reponerem  ixeadna,  quod  saltern  intelligere  posset 
lector.  Quum  enim  dicit  Dindorfius,  adjcctivo  p.iaaKros  pro- 
pria significatione  uti  jFscliyluin  Pers.  887,  illud  etiam  docere 
debet,  quid  vox  ea  possit  improprie  significare.  Obiter  autem 
moneo  a-trovfjJvrjv,  si  vera  sit  lectio,  non  cum  tf-dffa  constru- 
endum,  sed  potiiis  referendum  esse  ad  aliqutm,  sive  hominem 
sive  feram,  qui  palumbem  sauciam  comedisse  fingitur.  Totum 
locum  conferre  licet  cum  Agam.  119.  Jiu<Txdfiev^i  Xarfuav 
iptHVfwna  (jiipfuni  yivvav,  )dXj(i^evTa  XjoioBuov  SpopMv. 

Fragm.  286  (ex  incerto  dramate)  : 

a ffi  vtiftwv  fif)  wnpuir  a»^c* 

llic  versus,  sive  .Escbyli  sit,  sive  alius  cujusvis,  saltern  dignus 
est  qui  einondatior  exhibeatur.  Quid  enim  sibi  volunt  verba, 
(^uod  decet  pricsens  cura,  ne  pr.Tsens  absis,  nisi  cui  suboleant 


Digitized  by  Google 


464 


APPENDIX. 


argntia3  pliisquam  Euripideae  ? Nempe  hie  non  quasi 
Bignum  conjunctivi  pouitur,  sed  vim  habet  imperativam.  Mu- 
tandum  ergo  erit  dirijs  quum  propter  sententiam,  turn  etiam 
propter  linguie  consuetudinem.  In  proinptu  esset  scribere 
d(j)r}9,  nisi  7ra:a)veo  pacto  sensu  careret.  Vide  igitur  ne  dederit 
poeta  aut  /xtjS’  d7ro»'  Trapes,  aut,  quod  verisimilius  videtur,  fit) 
iraprjg  dtrdiv,  terminationes  autem  verborum  invicem  permuta- 
verit  librariorum  incuria,  sicut  in  Supp.  379,  ut  unum  rei 
notissimaj  exemplum  proferam,  depravatum  est  oarotr  8*  iraa-t 
TcoySe  in  d<nS)v  Se  Trdcrt  TolaBe. 

Fragm.  305  (ex  incerto  drama te) : 

Toiroy  i'  tVo7rr>}i'  rwK  avrov  Kaicuy 
TTtTroiKtXwk’e  kdiro?q\Mffag  i\u 
Oimavy  TiTpa'toy  upyiy  iy  iraiTfux'^, 

VC  t)pi  pey  <paiioyTi  ItaTruWet  Tcrcpoy 
yipcov  \(7rdpyvv.  2uo  yiip  poptpUr  0arci 
jTOifoc  Ti  \avTvv  yqCvvc  piiic  diro, 
yiac  6 otrwpac  <iyi>:'  ay  layOq  aT^^■)^vc, 

OTtKrii  yiy  avOic  ap^iyiopqati  irrtpui. 
del  Se  plate  rvh'c’  Sir’  aXXoi'  tic  rvroy 
Ipvpovc  ipltpovQ  5 irdyovc  diruKU~t. 

Versus  penultimus  varie  in  manuscriptis  Aristotelis  legitur, 
librariis  seripturam  jam  corruptam,  ut  fit,  certatim  in  pejus 
detorquentibus.  Editorum  duo  extant  conjeef  ur®,  ambo  quidem 
satis  ingeniosa?,  neutra  autem  verisimilis,  altera  Salmasii,  rwi/Se 
riaXX7}n;»  TOTrcoi-,  altera  Burgessii,  toii/S’  dvsXXiji/uj/  give  dtf>i\Xi']- 
uuv  lOTToiv,  si  tides  babeuda  est  Paleio  memoriter  loquenti. 
Ipse,  ne  te  teneam,  potius  scripserim  twvB’  aTraXXayeis  tottoip, 
vel,  si  mavis,  dnaWa^Oelt,  mutatione,  ut  spero,  perquam  facili. 

Fragm.  310  (ex  incerto  dramate  ) : 

Bapati'  irvyov  yap  depoy  vi/c  t'^ee  )^6yoy, 

Paullo  diirius  dictum  videtur  ttopov  axpos  ‘^'povog  pro  crisi,quam 
vocant,  molestiarum.  Sed  ut  hoc  recte  poni  possit,  an  putan- 
dum  est  quemquam  consolatione  ejusmodi  confirmatum  iri, 
quod  nondum  ad  summum  malorum  perventum  sit?  Imo 
reponendum  paxpov.  Recte  neene  se  habeant  cetera,  equidem 
nescio : suspicatus  sum  tamen  interdum  nopov  mutandum  esse 
in  TToyovs  vel  ttipos. 
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Ad  Sophoclem  progressus,  imprimis  repreliendo  Dindorfium, 
qui  dum  varias  <loctorura  conjecturas  passim  commemorat,  Tuam 
annotationem  ad  Stobteum  viii.  2 omnino  neglexerit.  Qum  res 
adeo  mibi  fraadi  fuit,  ut  emendationem  obviam  quidem  illam 
sed  tamen  verissimam  in  Fragm.  51  inscius  occupaverim. 
Quippe  quum  poeta  ipse  Elect.  1406  dixerit  /9oa  tis  hSov  ovk 
okovst’,  a)  <f>l\ at ; 'pauci,  opinor,  dubifabunt  eundem  etiam  in 
Acrisio  scribere  maluisse  ovk  oKover  ; qiiam  quod  vulgatur, 
& uKovet',  Nunc  ad  alia  transeo. 

Fragm.  155  (ex  Acba’orum  Syllogo): 

Karra  TTpiifTaior^  wq  tj  ^av(pn^  ttoXvq 
trCtjXoQ  ir  ao'i  rrarra^oi,  fttirpuc  variip. 

Comiptum  iraTijp,  quasi  pro  tribunali,  pronuntiat  Dindorfius. 
^^opeiis  dedit  Brunckius,  conjcctura  violent  issima,  quam  tamen 
proljabilem  esse  judicavcrunt  cum  alii,  turn  etiam  nostri  Lexici 
Gi‘a>ci  Passoviani  conditores  sub  voce.  Res  vero  multo  minore 
mole  restituenda  erat.  Repone  quantocius : 

iJ  irarra  rtpaaauir,  <le  Siaviftog  ruXic 
tr?i/\oc  tV  oo'i  Kiiyra,  j(ii  pi/rput  rrarlip. 

Quid  apertius  ? Dicitur  Ulysses  non  modo  Sisyphi,  sed  etiam 
avi  materni,  hoc  est,  Autolyci,  indicia  plurima  prai  se  tulisse. 

Fragm.  227  (e  Thamyia) : 

yelp  rpoTTjra  Kijirri^uv  ptXrjy 
Xvpa  porauXoic  re  ■)(ti/turTtuc 
>'aoc  aripripu  rwpaauaric, 

Ita  locum  deploratissimum  exliibent  optimi  Athensei  libri, 
quum  pejores  alii  legant  v.  2 filvavXos  ts  ycifidiwov  TrXdwi 
V.  3 K<ofui>ar]S,  ut  scilicet  conliciatur  species  senarii  qualiscunque. 
fwvavXos  quidem  pro  povuvXoit  corrigendum  esse,  satis  verisi- 
mile,  non  auttm  cum  \vpa  construendum,  repugnante  ipso 
Athenajo,  cujus  verba,  toO  ?»  poiauXc/v  fi\t]/iovevH  Xt-<f>cKXTis  piv 
iv  Qapvpa  ovreos,  abunde  probant,  id  quod  jam  aliunde  con- 
stat, monauliim  a lyra  diversum  fuisse.  Verum  itaque  videtur 
esse  poiavXos  re.  Quod  ad  cetera  attinet,  codicum  signa  se- 
quentibus  fortasse  alicpiantulum  lucis  suppetet.  Non  is  sum 
qui  quid  sub  raonstro  illo  vocabuli  ysipiovrems  latent  hdenter 
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affirmare  ausiin  ; credere  tamcn  libet  ultimam  ejus  partem 
fuisse  fiavT^taf,  quod  de  Thamyru  dictum  esse  potest.  Duplex 
fidsse  ctiam  apud  Griccos  vatis  officium  testatur  Strabo  in 
Exeerptis  libri  septiini  on  to  iraXaiov  ot  fidinni  koX  fiovaiKtiv 
tlpyd^uvTo,  ciijus  loci  notitiam  Paleio  debeo.  In  versa  ultimo 
genuinum  piito  a-riptfijui,  licet  alias  baud  compertum,  cui  qui- 
dem  sensum  acLivum  libcns  attribncrim : e K<afuiad<rt)i  autem 
eruo  duo  verba  Ktofiias  aarjt,  adjcctivo  kcIi/mos  a Kcofiot  formato, 
sicut  a Hiiic  profecto  sensus  gignitur  aptissi- 

mus,  ‘ quod  demat  ssitietatem  coraissantium,’  eiidem  sententia 
qu®  reperitur  in  notissimo  Euripidis  loco  dc  arte  musica,  Med. 
193,  sqq.  Superest  vaof,  quod  non  inept e,  ut  mild  qiudem 
videtur,  suspicetur  aliquis  corniptum  esse  e -i-oir,  ultira.a  syllaba 
participii  cujuspiam,  puta  olvioft^vois.  Sic  profecto  bene  totus 
decurret  versus,  oh  otfjet/ois  aiioiqijLa  KOifiiat  dajjf,  nerjue  numeris, 
noque  sententia,  neque,  si  novis  verbis  igno.scas,  bxpiendi  norma 
a consuetudine  Tragicorum  alienus. 

Fragm.  377  (e  Nauplio)  : 

yap  khcwc  TrputTffot’Ti  ftvpia  pin 
ri/i  frrTif  tv  nidi’ivrn  tlO'  irtpa  HoKir. 

Locum  aperte  mendosum  ita  correxit  Grotius  ut  sensum  simul 
ct  lingu®  usnm  omnino  j)cssumdaret.  Sic  enim  ille, 

yap  kavivt:  7r/>d(7ffo»T(  pvpi  <ti'  piu 
yvl  (ffrlr  tZ  TraOvrrt  OrjTtfitf  Harthy 

([uod  pauci,  opinor,  hodie  intelligerent,  nisi  accederet  ver.sio 
Latina, 

Mala  nainque  pas.so  niille  si  felicior 
Nox  una  detur,  altera  mors  immiiiet. 

Aliejuanto  melius  rem  gessit  Rrunckiu.s,  (puppe  qui  in  versa 
priore  nihil  novaverit,  recte  autem  verterit  tnfelici  nox  ttna 
mille  esse  videtur.  Seijnentia  tamen  non  minus  corrupit  quam 
Grotius,  cujuH  Or/Tepa  (OuT^pa)  mutuatus  e,st,  servato  ev  Traffovra 
quasi  sensus  esse  posset,  eui  bene  est,  ei  statim  altero  die  mo- 
rieriduin  eat.  Cui  tamen  olisecutus  est  Ellendtius  in  Lexico 
Sojdiocleo  sub  voce  enpos.  Ut  vero  tuceam  de  omisso 
quod  in  versu  sulmsjuenti  su]>pleatur,  <pio  tandem  mode  inter 
Be  respondebunt  sententia;  ? Dixit  Sojiliocles  infelicibus  noc- 
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tern  vel  unam  infinitam  videri,  quippe  vigilantibus  : qnorsum 
pertinet  addere,  felicibus  statim  altero  die  moriendum  esse  ? 
Quid  ergo  ? Nonne  sensus  ipse  postulat  ut  infelicium  vigiliis 
opponantur  somni  felicium  ? Atque  boo,  ni  fallor,  continent 
poetiB  verba,  leniter  correcta ; 

ry  yap  <i'avuc  rpairaoi'Ti  fivpia  fila 
rv^  iirrty'  tw  Tratiuvra  5 lart  iapOareiy, 

Verbum  iapOdveiv,  alibi  apud  tragicos  non  obvium,  facile  effu- 
gere  potuit  libraries,  (jui  tamen  vestigia  ejus  satis  manifesta 
reliquerunt.  Quo  posito,  equidem  nullo  alio  modo  lacunain 
explore  possum  quam  si  ia-rl  inseruerim  : concede  tamen  fortius 
aliquid  in  poeta  exspectandum  fuisgc,  quale  foret  ev/iapis  hpadclv. 
Plura  fortasse  dicere  liceret,  si  constaret  de  veteri  scriptura : 
videntur  enim  codices  Stobad,  quantum  a Tua  editione  colligo, 
variare  inter  glff  iripa  et  r)  'repa. 

Restat  ut  tria  fragmenta  Euripidis,  qure  sola  emendare  mihi 
adbuc  contigit,  tanquam  in  fine  ccEnulae  apponam.  Vix  enim 
operas  pretium  puto  ut  eruditos  moneam  me  in  loco  Phaethontia 
(Fragm.  5)  in  eandem  conjecturam  incidisse  quam  Bergkio, 
viro  de  reliquiis  tragicorum,  et  pra'sertim  Soplioclis,  optime 
mcrito,  tribuit  Wagnerus,  pro  corrupto  illo  ifj  pa  reponendum 
esse  rripgi.  Quam  meam  penuriam  eo  minus  doleo  quod  Euri- 
pidem  quasi  propriuin  sibi  peculium  emendandum  suscepisse 
videtur  conjector  ingeniosissimus,  Carolus  Badham,  qui  in 
pr;efatione  nuperoe  Iphigeniae  Tauricre  IIelense<pie  editioni  prse- 
missa  nonnulla  fragmentorum  loca  certissime  rcstituit.  Ut 
vero  illuc  redeam  unde  digressus  sum,  fragmentum  e Cressis, 
ab  Atbena30  citatum,  sic  vulgatur  in  libris. 

ai  SciiTcpni  rue  (ppoyrifee  aoipuTtp'it, 
ri  yap  ritOil  rpitrei^a  ; ry  2'  oii  ftpiOtmt  ; 
rXliprie  piy  otpuy  royriur,  jraprert  Se 
p6ff)^uy  riptiyat  aapete  \rjytia  Ti  Suic 
Kn!  rerrii  lai  Kportjra,  ri(C  Soudarrifiou 
irtXdi'y  ptXtaijTje  a^Oorue  ^t^gvptra. 

Versus  quarti  vitium  sustulisse  creditur  Porsonus,  legendo 
fi6a‘^a>v  re  ahp^  ripeiva.  Cui  tanto  auctori  si  adversari  licet, 
fateor  hanc  emendationem  e violentioribus  inibi  semper  visam 
esse.  Nam  ut  concedam  librarios  non  solum  imprudenter 
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verum  etiam  nonnunnuam  impudcnter  egi.sse,  verbis  atictorum 
de  iudustria  corruptis,  ea  ipsa  res  efficit  ut  emeiidatoriis  vel 
summonun  criticonim  tentaminibus  turn  maxime  difiBdamus, 
quippe  quw  ipsa  palam  profiteantur  se  uihil  codicum  indiciis, 
omnia  excogitantis  acuraini  debere.  Optandum  est  igitur  bunc 
locum  esse  ex  iis  qu®  easu  potius  quam  dedita  opera  depravata 
ingeiiiis  longe  inferioribus  iuterdum  se  dare  solent.  Fiat 
experimentum.  Quid  si  seribamus 

ftoa^uy  repeii'tii  <r<<pkt{  iipytia  Tt 

Sane  dpvet  tragicis  convenientiores  quam  'x^vet : accedit  etiam 
quod  immanibus  illis  Atrei  epulis,  de  quibus  sermo  est,  caro 
humana  facilius  pro  agnina  quam  pro  anscrina  veuditari  potuit. 
Quod  enim  d'^ov  ttovtiov  prasto  fuisse  dicitur,  licet  fortasso 
credere  dapibus  nefandis  adjectum  esse  etiam  alium  cibum, 
quo  magis  deciperetur  patris  gula.  Exspectares  autem  tarn 
agnin®  quam  vitulin®  in  tali  re  mentionem  injici.  Verum 
h®c  argumenta  per  se  leviora  sunt,  et  facile  retorqueri  possunt ; 
illud  tantum  assero,  conjecturam  nostram  quum  lenissimam 
esse,  ita  sensui  et  metro  optime  congruere.  Rationem  cor- 
ruptel®  sic  demum  reddendam  esse  censeo  si  fingamus  priorem 
vocis  dpveia  partem  aut  obliteratam  aut  saltern  male  descriptam 
esse,  scribas  autem  loco  laboranti  ex  libidine  succurrisse. 

E Meleagro : 

Ttpjryuy  to  <j>w{  pot,  to  i'  inrd  yijy  AlSov  okoTOf 
OV&'  ci'c  oyiipoy  oiicttt  drOpwirouc  po\ih\ 
iyto  ply  ovy  yiyotaa  Ti)\iki\K  opoi^ 
iiTtlTTva  aVTO,  kOviroT*  iv^opai  dayilr, 

Jamdudum  ab  omnibus  sugillatur  illud  ovS'  els  oveipov,  quum 
tamen  sit  sincerissimum.  Euripidea  est  locutio,  significatque 
•m  somnii  quidem  tenua,  quod  probat  locus  plane  similis  Iph. 
Aul.  950,  1. 

oix  utptTai  tfijt  OuynTpos  ' Ayapipyuv  «>a£ 
ovi'  tic  dkpay  X‘V'>  ‘"•rre  trpoir/juXei y rivXott. 

Cetera  facile  corrigit  Wagnerus,  ovris  dvOponros  pdtXoi.  Vix 
tamen  puto  poetam  omissurum  fuisse  dv,  quod  versu  aliter 
conformato  n\illa  opera  inserere  poterat.  lt<upie  suspicor  dv- 
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Opdyrrovt  corniptnm  esse,  qimm  prius  legeretur  av  Bvrfrot  vel, 
si  mavis,  av  0poi6s.  av  dpaavs  fioXoi  dedit  Hermanniis,  qiii 
totum  versiim  ex  ingenio  mutavit.  Licet  etiam  conjicere  &v 
6e\ot  ftoXear. 

E Phoenice : 

po'^^drjpoy  iariv  arSpi  irpetr/lurp  r6icra 
oartc  ovKtf)*  utptuoc  yapiivy 
liaitoiva  yap  yipovTi  i vp<j>iy  yvi’ii, 

Porsoni  conjectura  xdv  Sfuoalv  pro  BiStvaiv  et  per  se  violentior 
videtur,  et  non  nisi  corruptie  deterioriim  Stobsei  librorum  lec- 
tioni  yafifi  accoinodata  est.  Rectius  vidit  Wagnerus  (post 
Boissonadinm,  Fritzschium,  et  Welckemm)  verba  rtKva  BlSoxri 
dici  de  patribus  Alias  matrimonio  collocantibus,  sed  perperam 
iariv  V.  1 in  et  Tty,  oaris  v.  2 in  oarrep  miitandum  arbitratus 
est.  Imo  vocali  in  dipthongum  converse  legendum  BiSovaiv, 
ut  sensus  sit  ‘ grave  est  dantibus  Alias  in  matriinonium  seni, 
qui  non  amplius  uxori  ducendse  tempestivus  est.’  Vides  autem 
plurales  rixva,  SiBovaiv,  optime  inter  se  convenire. 

Hajc  babui  quae  proferrem.  Quorum  si  quid  tenere  tentasse 
visits  ero,  ignoscaut  velim  mihi  candidi  judices,  quum  nihil 
aliud  agam  nisi  ut  quae  sentiam  eruditioribus  et  proKiipue  iis 
qui  FragmentaTragicorum  olim  tractaturi  sint  libere  impertiar. 
V’ale. 
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DE  PARTE  BABRTANARUM  FABULARUM 
SEGUNDA.' 

Non  ita  longum  tempus  est  ex  quo  in  manu.s  meas  venifcf 
Rabrianarum  fabulanim  pars  secunda,  quam  ex  apog^'apho 
codicis  in  monasterio  montis  Atho  conservati  anno  1859  pri- 
mum  edidit  G.  C.  Levisius,  vir  rlarissimus,  idemque  jam  antea 
de  Babrio  optime  meritiis.  Spcrabam  equidom  nihil  aliud 
mild  faciendum  fore  quara  ut  in  Anglico  qiiodam  diario  quid 
do  novis  Babrii  carminibus,  qidd  de  Levisii  opera  judicandum 
esset,  breviter  exponerem.  Cum  autem  librum  evolventi  gra- 
visaima  oborta  esset  suspicio  fabulas  istas  a falsario  nescio  quo, 
si  non  omnino  confictas,  id  quod  potius  credo,  certe  aliqiia  ex 
parte  non  ita  pridem  interpolafaa  esse,  rem  aliter  mild  esse 
gerendam  intellexi.  Scilicet  ca  est  censurarum  Anglicarum 
ratio  qu®  criticas  disputsvtiones  de  Uteris  Gr®cis  et  Latinis 
fusius  conscriptas  non  patiatur : quod  auttm  qu®stiones  hujus- 
modi  quasi  unicam  materiam  tractandam  sibi  sumpscrat  di- 
arium,  a quibusdam  Canbibrigiensium  cniditis,  mild  ami- 
cissimis,  administratum,  id  jam  paucos  ante  menses,  quod 
maxime  dolendum,  praj  fautorum  inopia  conticuit.  Dccrevi 
igitur  rem  totam  cum  doctis  non  magis  nostratium  quam  cete- 
rarum  quoque  gentium  communicare,  disputatioiie  in  museo 
Khenano  publicata : qua  in  veniu  concedenda  editorium  in- 
signissimorum  humanitatem  gratiLS  agnosco. 

Ac  primum,  ante  quam  meas  rationes  exponam,  e re  erit 
qu®  de  codice  apographoque  ejiis  in  pr®fatione  dixit  Lcvisiu.s 
]Kmllo  auctiora  repetere.  Sic  igitur  ille.  ‘ Mense  Augusto, 
A.D.  1857,  Musei  Britannici  custodes  d\ios  codices  Babrianos,  a 
Mena  Minoide  Gr®co  redemtos,  inter  libros  JIusei  Manu- 
scriptos  depoBuerunt.  Primus  codex  in  pergaraena,  stcculo 
forsan  undecimo,  scriptus,  fabulas  continet  CXXIII.  a Boisso- 

' Itcpriiited  from  the  Itheinischts  Museum  fiir  VJiHulogie,  4lh  quarterly 
issue,  18G1. 
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nadio  A.D.  1844  Parlsiis  editas,  et  saspius  dehinc  repetitas.  Alter 
chartaceiis  est,  apograpliura  codicis  cujusdam,  qui,  panels 
abhinc  annis  a Mena  ^linoide  in  Monte  Atho  repertus,  hue 
usque  non  comparuit.  Fabulas  continet  XCV.,  alphal)etico 
ordine  secundum  literam  prim!  versus  iiiitialem  dispositas,  et 
forma  metrica  doscriptas.  Titidum  habet  'E/e  t&v  tov  Ba/3ptov 
Ex  hoc  codice  ’ (apographum  dicit)  ‘ fahul^  qiiiB 
nunc  in  lucem  prodeunt  transcript®  sunt.  Kabul®  ipsa', 
quamvis  multos  Babrii  choliambos,  et,  etiain  ubi  inetrum 
pessumdatum  sit,  multa  locutionis  Babrian®  vestigia  exhibeat, 
recensionem  subiere  qu®  formam  pristinam  misere  corrupit. 
Sensus  tamen  ut  plurimum  integer  remansit.’  Pr®ter  h®c 
pauca  qu®dam  milii  per  literas  nota  fecit  ipse  Levisius,  qui 
inter  res  civiles  admlnistrandas  anthiuitatis  studiorum  non 
obliviscitur.  Dicit  igitur  Menas  se  codicem  ipsuin  in  monas- 
terio  nescio  (juo  montis  Atho  invenisse,  inventumque  redimere 
voluisse  ; (piod  cum  pr®fracte  denegassent  monachi,  sc  exemplar 
confecisse  quod  codici  ad  amussim  responderet.  In  Europain 
reversus,  primum  ad  Francogallorum  magistratus  se  contulit, 
nt  par  erat,  (pii  apographum  codicis  prioris  redemissent;  qui- 
biis  tamen  hand  persuasit  ut  qu®  narrarct  vera  esse  credorent. 
Itaquc  in  Angliam  perrexit,  ibique  couvenit  Levisium,  qui 
et  ipse  primum  de  novarum  fabularum  fide  dubitavit,  postea 
vero,  sententia  mutata,  apographum  dignum  quod  redimcrctur 
censuit ; redemerunt  autem  Britannic!  musei  custodes.  Abpio 
h®c  quidem  de  codice  ejusrpie  apographo.  Vident  Icctores, 
qu®  dixit  Menas  satis  congruere  cum  iis  qu®  narraverat  de 
priore  fabularum  parte,  cujus  fidem  comproltavit  cum  doctorum 
omnium  de  fabulis  ipsis  judicium  turn  etiam  ipse  codex  nunc 
tandem,  ut  supra  memoravi,  inter  libros  Britannici  musei 
raanuscriptos  relatus.  Notaiidiun  tamen  est  monachos  alterum 
codicem,  teste  ]VIena,  eo  ipso  tempore  quo  repertus  est,  vendi- 
turos  fuisse,  si  emptorem  satis  prodigum  invenissent,  alterum 
vendere  omnino  noluisse.  Illud  etiam  scire  velit  aliquis,  mo- 
nasterium  in  quo  repertus  est  novus  iste  codex  a priore  illo 
monasterio  diversum  fuerit  necne ; de  quo  tamen  so  nihil  a 
Mena  compertum  habuisse  scribit  Levisius. 

Ditficile  est  dicere  an  priorem  fabularum  Babrianarum 
partem  legentibus  verisimile  esse  debuerit  alterum  quoque 
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volumen  olim  exstitisse.  Nam  priorem  illam  partem  mancam 
ad  nos  pervenisse  non  est  cur  moneam,  cum  id  satis  dare 
indicet  alpliabeticus  literarum  initialium  ordo.  Fuisse  circiter 
CLX.  fabulas,  quarum  circiter  XL.  interierunt,  probabiliter 
statuit  Levisius.  Memorat  sane  duo  volumina  Avianus,  futilis 
ille  quidem  auctor:  qu®  tamen  volumina  in  uno  eo  quern 
babemus  libro  facile  comprebendi  potuerunt,  ut  e duobus 
prooemiis,  in  eodem  libro  adhuc  servatis,  colligere  licet.  Nec 
minus  recte  monuit  Levisius  decern  illos  libros  de  quibus 
loquitur  Suidas,  si  ad  normam  Ph®dri  libellorum  compositos 
esse  credas,  fortasse  non  amplius  quam  CLX.  fabulas  con- 
tinuisse.  Jam  vero  si  ad  fragmenta  Babriana,  a Suida  aliisque 
scriptoribus  servata,  spectes,  invenies  maximam  eorum  partem 
in  fabulLs  illis  CXXIII.,  qu®  in  libro  mutilo  adhuc  leguntur, 
jam  dudum  comprebendi.  Ex  fabulis  quoque,  qu®  antea  a 
viris  doctis  restitut®  erant,  maxima  pars,  ut  verbis  Levisii 
utar,  in  eodem  codice  continetur.  H®c  omnia,  qu®  in  pr®- 
fatione  edition!  su®  partis  prioris  pr®missa  Levisius  collegit 
partim  Lacbmannum  secutus,  digna  sunt  q\i®  perpcndantur 
ab  iis  qui  ad  alteram  fabularum  partem  examinandam  acce- 
dant.  Contra  allegari  potest,  supcresse  initium  fabul®  unius, 
fortasse  etiam  alterius,  quibus  codicem  Atboum  caruisse  osten- 
dit  literarum  ordo : cui  quidem  defectui  succurrit  Lachmannus 
textum  mutando,  Levisius  vero  monendo  fieri  posse  ut  librarius 
fabulam  unam  et  alteram  incuria  pr®termiserit.  Sed  conce- 
damus  non  incredibile  esse  Babrium  pr®ter  CLX.  illas  fabulas 
etiam  XCV.  alias  (tot  enim  continet  novus  iste  liber)  scriptas 
reliquisse.  Meminerimus  librum  istum  ad  nos  sic  ordinatum 
pervenisse  ut  diasceuast®  manum  con-uptricem  non  mediocriter 
expertus  esse  videatur.  Exspectandum  erat  igitur  in  libro  isto 
inventum  iri  cum  reliquias  Babrianas,  si  qu®  in  priore  codice 
non  comprchens®  sunt,  turn  etiam  fabulas  quas  e pedestribus 
versionibus  eruerunt  viri  docti,  non  certe  omnes  (nam  non- 
null® ad  XL.  illas  qu®  deperierunt  pertinuerint  necesse  est), 
sed  plerasque.  Ne([ue  earn  spein  fefellit  eventus.  Quippe  ex 
XXIII.  seu  fabulis  sen  fragmentis  qu®  edition!  Lacbmannian® 
accesserunt  continentur  in  libro  novo  quindecim,  desiderantur 
octo.  Quod  autem  pari  jure  exspectandum  erat,  versus  Babri- 
anos  qui  in  prioribus  editionibus  vulgali  sunt  eandem  fortii- 
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nam  expertos  esse  quam  isti  qiios  non  nisi  a libro  novo 
accepimus,  id  profecto  longe  aliter  evenit.  Nam  ut  rem 
omnem  paucis  verbis  complectar,  qiise  vere  Babriaiia  liber  iste 
continet,  ea  fere  omnia  jam  omnibus  nota  sunt,  qua?  autem 
antea  ignota,  ea  fere  omnia  minime  Babriana.  Pepercit  ple- 
rumque  diasceuasta  versibus  Babrianis  quos  citaverunt  veteres 
auctores,  restituerunt  eruditi,  ceterorum  maximam  partem 
possimum  in  modiim  mulcatam  in  publicum  emisit.  Ncqiio 
tamen  prorsus  eadem  est  fragmentorum  abpie  fabularum  resti- 
tutanim  conditio.  Nam  fragmenta  tali  fere  modo  comparcnt 
quo  a Babrio  relicta  es.se  veteres  te.stati  sunt ; in  fabulis  ipsis 
non  paucji  novavit  diasceuasta,  sic  tamen  ut  cum  recentiorum 
eonjecturis  siepius  quam  par  esset  conspiraret.  Itixque  primum 
de  fragmentis  agamus.  Continet  liber  iste  fragmenta  circiter 
novem,  constantia  e v^ersibus  circiter  XXIV.  Ex  his  duo 
tantum  versus  ex  industria  corrupit  diasceua.sta,  tertium,  quem 
a Suida  mutilum  accepimus  itji  immutavit  ut  fortasse  aliquanto 
meliorem  redderet,  ceteros  aut  plane  intactos  relicprit  aut  Ic- 
nissime  variavit.  Qu®  dementia  quanti  facienda  sit,  ex  iis 
quffi  dicturus  sum  apparebit.  Nam  e tot  numero  versuum  e 
quibus  constat  iste  liber  (sunt  autem  fere  MCCCXL.),  vix 
centum  inventum  iri  arbitror  quos  Babrio  plane  dignos  esse 
credas.  Integri  quidem  cboliambi  sunt  circiter  DCCXVI.,  hoc 
est,  plus  quam  dimidium  totius  libri ; sed  ex  his  multos  infecit 
mera  barbaries,  plures  etiam  sunt  quos  facile  scriljere  potuit 
literator  quivis  e trivio.  Pra'clare  igitur  res  gesta  est  si  e 
centum  illis  melioris  not®  versibus  quartam  fere  partem  sibi 
vindicare  potuerunt  ista  fragmenta.  Hoccine  forti  fortun® 
imputandum  est  ? an  alia  suberat  causa,  qu®  diasceuastam 
nostrum  fragmentis  parcere,  in  ceteros  versus  p®ne  omues,  qui 
et  ipsi,  si  quid  credimtis,  aeque  Babriani  fuerunt,  tarn  ferocitcr 
s.x‘vire  impelleret  ? Sed  alia  res  est  qu®  animadverti  debet. 
Nam  verus  ille  Babrius,  (jnein  tradidit  nobis  prior  codex 
Athous,  sicut  alii  lx>ni  scriptures,  interdum  sibi  ina'qualis  est : 
alios  versus  scribit(pios  pauxisse  potest  quilibet  lingu®  metrique 
Gr®corum  satis  peritus,  alios  quos  non  nisi  poet®  ipsi  acceptos 
retuleris.  Liquet  igitur  non  tam  ex  illis  quam  ex  his  dijudi- 
candum  esse  (piid  vere  Babrianum,  quid  non.  Jam,  ut  ad 
fabulas  novas  revertamur,  habent  sane  ist®  paucos  versus  quos 
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neminem  nisi  Babrium  Scripsisse  crediderim  ; hos  autom  omnes 
jam  antea  servaverant  nobis  aut  fragmenta  aut  pedestres  fabu- 
larum  versioues.  Quis  cnim  non  statim  cum  Tyrwhitto  agno- 
scet  elegantem  Babrii  manum  in  suavissimo  versiculo 

fjfXttrffUy  Kf)piufv 

quern  servavit  quidera  diasceuasta,  servavit  autem  etiam  versip 
pedestris  ? Quem  taineu  si  exceperis,  soli  versus  quos  uuice 
Babrianos  esse  contenderim  in  fabula  de  ^allis  asinoque  conti- 
nentur;  quam  fabulam  eo  libentius  toUun  exscribam,  quod 
iude,  nisi  fallor,  lestiinare  poteriina*",  versibus  collatis  cum  inter 
se  turn  etiam  cum  pedestri  versioue,  quautillam  in  Babrio  con- 
servando  laudem  meruerit  diasceimsta. 

FaWoic  ityvprni^  itf  ro  1:0a  at' 

OlOf  TIC  OVK  tVfWtpO{'  d\Xf| 
oariQ  pfpp  irarovftyoti; 

acoc  n ka't  ra 

5 ovroi  c€  Ta<Tar  tdovi; 

TTEptoyrt^  fjTovr  o\pa,  T<c  ayfw/kcjy 

oi/t:  oJcty'‘Arriy  \suKoy,  u»c  ; 

ric  ov  irpo0oii'€ti  oaTTpitoy  re  Kui  <nVun‘ 
ayy^  <ftepuy  Citucri  rwp7rai-y  ; 

10  oroc  3'  6 rXifpufy  toXXu  fiatrra^ufy 
Tretrioy  redyt/keif  kott^  3 dTrrjucifkti* 
oyTTfp  kaTrek'lefpnrrec  ol  ftvyayvprai 
Ofpi/y  rtu  i/fTfrai'f  rvpiray*  fjpapot'f  rouroVf 

k’ai  rvpirai'r/fietc  erpd)^a^oy  ir  jCM/iaic. 

15  er/poic  3e  irwc  ffuyrj/3dXrf/ray  ayvpmtf 

Ol  iripnc  iirvrddtoyro  tIkt  ovo^  ttparToi. 
tiuyily  KiiXitt  pev  tliror,  aXX*  vpoiQ  ijfr) 
vXrjyaQ  rofrdo^e  Xapj^dyeiyy  otroQ  et  ^u/y 
Ukpi/y  VTrfjp^^er^  ovcupwc  fror  ay  trXrf. 

Sequitur  pedestris  versio,  qualis  apud  Ctu'aem  exstat  fab.  241. 

Mrji'nyHprat  oiof  tj^oiTtr,  rourft  elddiiTav  ro  irtctut]  iiriTiBii'rec 
iiutrnpili’.  Kn!  irort  aroOtii  oi’TOf  uv-ou  tiro  (,'diroo,  tuScipai'rrc  (itrdr, 
ii:  Tiiv  dipparot  riipzai'a  KnTerrKivnaai-,  Kai  roiiTint  i^pHirn.  'Ertpuii'  Ic 
citroic /o/i'oyopr<t*'  dirai'rpiTai'rciii*  iral  TTurBai'npti'ui'  ni/rwy  xot  av  t*ir]  6 
oi'oc,  iipaoai'  rtOi  pKeiui  pit’  citror,  TrXijyde  Jt  Toaaurat  Kaplyitytty  oiraf 
oici  (uy  vjttpuyty. 
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Vides  quantum  inter  se  distent  versus  novem  priores  fabulte 
metricsB  et  decern  qui  deinceps  sequuntur.  Scilicet  in  illis 
satis  amabiliter  lusit  festivum  poetae  ingenium  : hi  vestigiis 
pedestris  versionis  non  serv'ilitcr  quidem,  sed  tamen  multo 
pressius  insistunt.  Atqui  illos  omnes  servaverunt  nobis  Tzetzes 
et  Natalis  Comes,  quorum  citationibus  ad  amussim  respondet 
diasceuastae  versio,  nisi  quod  in  versu  tertio  metrum  aliquan- 
tum  comipit,  in  ceteris  duo  verba,  prow  pro  SXcyop  et  vpaBoivaf 
pro  aTrapxas  de  suo  intulit,  duo  praeterea,  tA  pro  Kaicijt  et 
8-^a  e Lachmanni  conjecturis,  altera  quidem  veri  similbma, 
altera,  de  qua  mox  dicendum  erit,  admodum  dubia,  mutua 
sumpsit.  E ceteris  ut  aliqua  ex  parte  non  prorsus  inscite  com- 
posites dicas,  nulliis  est  quern  non  quivis  doctus  ope  pedestris 
versionis  possit  conpingere.  Ut  singulos  perciurram,  laudabiles 
sunt  vv.  10,  16,  17,  18,  quamciuam  animadvertendum  est  verba 
el  fail',  sic  posita,  peccare  contra  regulam  Fixio-Ahrensianam, 
de  qua  Levisius  quidem  scribit  mihi  se  dubitare,  ego  certe 
propter  ingentem  sanorum  versuum  consensum  dubitare  non 
possum.  In  v.  14  vox  7vixirav^pus,  sicut  non  paucse  in  istis 
fabulis,  callide  aut  ficta  aut  delecta  est : displicent  tamen 
iTpo)(a^ov  iv  Kcop^is.  In  v.  1 1 notandus  est  usus  plusquamper- 
fectorum  loco  aoristorum,  satis  ille  quidem  a diasceuasta  nostro 
frequentatus : quanquam  negare  non  possum  verum  Babrium 
in  paucis  locis,  fortasse  Hotneri  et  Herodoti  consuetudinem 
secutum,  plusquamperfecta  similiter  usurpasse.  In  v.  13  in- 
sulsum  istud  rovrov,  quod  et  ipsum  smpissime  frequentat  dia- 
Bceuasta,  non  longe  a barbaric  dissidet.  Denique  vv.  12,  15, 
1 9 ne  metrum  quidem  conservant ; qui  enim  cum  Levisio  v. 
1 9 restituere  velit,  ttot’  in  8v  ovk  mutate,  vereor  ne  is  operum 
perdat,  ciun  fab.  48  v.  4 potius  ostendat  mensuram  particulae 
av,  sicut  ceterorum  vocalium  qute  non  natura  breves  sunt, 
diasceuastse  ancipitem  visam  esse.  Quid  plura  dicam  ? nonne 
vel  ex  hoc  uno  exemplo  apparet  quid  praestare  potuisset  dia* 
sceuasta,  si  fragmentorum  ope  omnino  caruisset  ? 

Venio  nunc  ad  fabulas  quie  ante  librum  istum  vulgatum  a 
viris  doctis  seu  totae  sivc  ex  parte  restitutas  erant.  Ex  his 
quartam  fere  partem  prajtermisit  diasceuasta ; ceterae  in  libro 
novo  continentur.  Supra  monui  eum  cum  his  multo  liberius 
egisse,  adeo  ut  non  modo  voces  s-Tipius  variaret,  sed  etiam  novos 
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Versus  interdum  inferret,  orationem  et  mctnun  non  raro  cor- 
rumperet.  Quae  omnia  ah  antiijuo  antiqui  operis  diasceiiasta 
certe  exspectanda  erant.  Ncque  est  ciu"  invideas  si  cum  criticis 
eruditorum  conjecturis  aliquando  consentientem  deprehendas. 
Quid  enim  aliud  profitetur  critica  conjectura  nisi  textum  rcsti- 
tuere  quo  usum  esse  credas  hujusinodi  diasceuastam  ? Illud 
autem  suspicioncm  movere  dcTxst,  si  invenies  eum  aut  conjec- 
turis audacioribus  netpie  veri  similibus  faventem  aut  in  verba 
unius  alicujus  critici  jurare  addictum.  Quonun  in  utroque 
genere  peccavisse  nostrum  me  brevi  demonstraturum  sj)ero. 
Nam  et  Lachmannum,  ceteris  neglectis,  uuice  sequitiu-,  et 
audaciores  ejus  hariolationes  ratas  esse  jubet.  Scio  quidem 
Lachmannum,  ut  neminem  aliurn,  in  Babrio  emendando  pro- 
fecisse : sed  neque  is  vidit  omnia,  et  interdum  qiue  extra 
divinandi  facultatem  sita  sunt  divinare  conatus  est.  Pergara 
igitiu-  locos  ubi  diasceuasta  cum  Livclimanno  conspirat  sigillatim 
attingere : quorum  si  nonnulli  leviores  visi  fuerint,  meminerint 
Icctores  rem  non  ex  hoc  vel  illo  sed  ex  universis  judicandam 
esse. 

Narrat  Tzetzes  Chil.  9.  168  jEsopi,  ut  dicit,  fabulam  de 
aquila  telo  percussa  tetrametris  politicis,  quorum  ultimus  est 
llioli  irrepoh,  ifiorjtrtv,  iyw  vvt>  KariffXi^Ovv.  Unde  etfecit 
Lachmannus  choliambum,  Tnepola-i  rots  ifju>t<ri,  vvv  Kart^X'qOrjv. 
Quod  idem  comparet  fab.  10.  6,  ubi  exhibet  codex  non  quod 
dedit  Levisius  Kartwijdrjp  sed  KareffX^dTjv,  id  quod  ex  nupera 
libri  ipsius  inspectione  testari  po.'sum,  quanquam  literarum  f3\ 
et  VP  prout  ibi  scriptoe  sunt  tanta  est  siinilitudo  ut  facile 
quemvis  possit  decipere.  Vides  Lachmannum  sine  causa 
Tzetzse  verba  inter  Babrii  fragmenta  retuli.sse ; vides  consen- 
tire  diasceuastam. 

Fabulam  cui  titulus  Zsiis  xpir^s  ex  pedestribus  versionibus 
certatim  restituerunt  critici.  Restat  tamen  aliqua  dubitatio 
de  priore  iabuLn  parte,  quae  in  altera  pedestrium  versionum  sic 
legfitur : 

o Ziv{  rat  Tuy  drSpiOirwr  hpnpriat  tv  onTpuKOiQ  rov  'Kpiiiji'  Apurc 
ypn^ety  «;ut  lit  in/lwrdr  an-ortdiyat  jrXrjfrioy  aiirou,  d .'wt  eynorov  rdt  divat 
iyairpatrirp,  in  altera  antem  sic,  dirrpc'uj)  ypn^oiTn  rdr  'F.ppi/r  npapritu 
inXivaiy  !t  Ztut  lit  ii/3wrdi'  raurnt  moptiniv,  ?>•'  Ipai  iant  iciiirroi/  rdt 
ditat  &yawpaaoy. 
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'Kpavia-asm  ipevvijcas  mutavit  Coraos  (quod  tamen  ad  metricam 
fabulam  pertinere  non  censet  Levisius),  ainh.  a-apevetv  emen- 
davit  C.  Schneiderus,  07t<uj  tKoaTov  ras  SUas  avarrpaa’OTg  genui- 
num  esse  choliambum  agnoverunt  omnes,  cetera  alii  aliter 
constituunt.  Totum  locum  ad  hunc  modum  exbibet  Lacb- 
mannus,  Scbneidewino  obsequente : 

'O  ZeOc  ypn<l>oyr'  tV  6<rrpai;ototy  'Epptirjy 

ik-fXeviriy  i!s  n'l/lwruv  avrct  ffupcvciy 

iptvyiiauQ 

oiroic  tcdirrow  rac  2ik«£  ayairpaaap. 

Vcnim  hunc  vidisse  arbitraris?  an  scrupulum  injicit  prior 
versus,  qui  licet  porite  excogitatus,  a vestigiis  pedestrium 
versionum  aliquantuni  recodit  ? Sic  tamen  in  noVo  libro 
legimus,  fab.  51.  1 — 5. 

V Ztuc  ypinpoyr'  tV  utTpamiaty 
flpoTuy  Ttoyripuy  rnc  fifiapriiCat  jraanc 
ikeXtvtrty  tiQ  kijityroy  nurd  nutpivityf 
laXiie  airdjTw*'  jiwTi]v  e’ptui  i/irac, 
oxuis  ikuarov  rdc  <iV«c  uyaxp/tirir^, 

Dc  quibus  hoc  tantum  monebo,  vocem  ipswtjaas,  si  ea  vere 
Ilabriana  sit,  pertinere  non  ad  ixiXtvatv  sed  ad  avavpaavr}, 
cum  investigatio  non  ante  fieri  possit  quam  testa2  in  area 
collocataJ  sint : nec[ue  alitor  sensissc  credo  Lachmannum,  qui 
post  iptvvrjaai  non  distinxit.  Qui  autem  versum  istum  claudi* 
cantem  procudit  KoXSit  dtrdvrwv  ^torrjv  ipevy^aag,  quern 
spurium  esse  nimis  clcinenter  judicavit  Levisius,  is  procul 
dubio  iptuinja-ag  cum  i<iKev<Tev  conjunctum  voluit.  Nunquid 
igitur  dubitemus  eum  lineas  a Laebmanno  adumbratas  ante 
oculos  habentem  sibi  proposuisse  ut  opus  inchoatmn  quoquo 
modo  absolveret  ? 

Fabula  de  asino  et  catello  jam  a multis  restituta  est,  sic 
tamen  ut  etiam  post  eorum  curas  qui  choliamborum  leges 
noverant  non  raro  dubifaitioni  locus  relictus  sit.  In  bac 
ordinanda,  ut  in  relitpiarum  plerisque,  non  omnino  male  rem 
gessit  diasceuasta,  adeo  ut,  si  is  esset  quom  se  esse  profitetur, 
aliquantum  ad  fabulam  magis  expoliendam  conferre  posset. 
Sed  bic  quoqvie,  nisi  fallor,  veram  hominis  aetatem  prodit 
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nimia  observantia  Lachmanni,  quern  iter  pr®monstrantcm  non 
raro  quidem  deserit,  sequitur  tamen  semel  in  loco  admodum 
dubio.  FabuloB  initium  sic  legfitur  in  pcdc.stri  versione  longiore, 
quae  fere  choliamborutn  mensuram  eonservavit : 6yov  ri»  irpe<f>g 
Kal  KwiSiov  irdw  atpaiov,  unde  expulso  iraru,  cboliambum 
effecit  C.  Schneiderus  Babrio  satis  digniim.  Oljsecuti  sunt 
alii : Lachmannus  non  item.  Is,  cum  in  duabus  aliis  versio- 
nibus,  in  quibus  cboliamborum  nec  vola  nec  vestigium  exstat, 
Kvva  MeXiToibv  memorari  inveniaset,  locutionem  plane  Babria- 
nam  esse  ratus,  versum  cscogitavit  ovov  eZ^*  xal  KwiSwv 
MsAtTatov,  quern  propter  productionem  secundae  syllabae  tov 
MeXtratoi’,  nounisi  uno  eo<pre  dubio  Lycopbronis  loco  con- 
firmatam,  rejiciendum  esse  monuit  Levisius.  Diasceuasta 
autem,  qui  ut  ipse  metruin  sescenties  corrupit,  ita  metri  cor- 
ruptoribus  morigerari  debuit,  versum  Laebmanuiamun  ainbabus 
ulnis  amplexus  est.  Idem  quod  cum  Lacbmanno  conspirat 
reponenti  v.  15  ejusdem  fabuloe  gffKa  pro  d\dasv,  v.  17  iyyvi — 
Kv<j<Ta>v  pro  evdvs — Kpova'Dv,  fortasse  non  mirandum  est,  cum 
illud  quidem  verisimile  sit,  boc  autem,  si  quid  video,  verissi- 
mum  : quamquam  ipsum  diasceuastam,  si  suse  voluntati  ob- 
scecutus  esset,  Oxdaev  prslaturum  fuisse  crediderim.  Jlajorem 
autem  dubitationem  movet  quod  in  fine  fabulae  cit  hi]  xainot 
vo-tot'  imrvBuov  pro  illo  quod  in  pedestri  versione  legit  ur, 
he  Kol  aiiTOf  verrar’  imrueev,  cum  Lacbmanno  substituit : quae 
cum  minime  certa  sit  conjectura,  non  tarn  a diasceuasta  fidem 
accipit  quam  fidem  ipsi  derogat. 

In  initio  fabular  de  pastorc  et  lupo  ex  verbis  troinrjv  vscyiop 
XvKova-KVfivov  rnpwi'Lacbmannus  exsculpsitcboliambum,  axvp,pov 
Xvxov  I'eoyvov  tvpi  ns  Troc/itjv.  Versus  est  per  se  bonus,  quan- 
quain  e |)edestri  versione  non  tain  profluit  quam  extortus  est: 
peccat  autem  contra  regulam  de  qua  supra  dixi  Fixio-Abrensi- 
anam,  ideoque  a Sebneidewino,  alias  socta?  Lacbmanniana;  dis- 
cipulo,  jure  motus  est  loco.  Fere  certurn  est  igitur,  num^uam 
a Babrio  profectum  esse  bunc  versum.  Aliter  sensit  diasceu- 
asta, qui  eum  totum  occupavit  fab.  70.  1. 

Venio  nimc  ad  locum  ex  quo  vcl  uno  evinci  possit  diasceu- 
astam nostrum  Lacbmanno  seriorem  fuisse.  Fabula  est  pedestris 
de  vulpe  et  pantbera,  bis  verbis  conscripta,  oTi/erj;  ttots  irdfihaXis 
ixav^aTo  <f)opelv  aTramtav  (iaow  voiKiX'isTipav  hrppiv  trpbs  f]v  «j 
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aKoiirt)^  ehrsv,  'E7(u  aov  Trjt  Sopdf  irpstTTova  Kol  voiKCKjonipav 
yvwprjv  f^(o.  In  his  Babrii  sigua  odoratus  estTyrwhittus,  quam 
recte  non  dixerim,  cum  mihi  potius  fabula  referenda  esse  vide- 
atur  inter  illas  quas  trimetris  iambiuis  dtiirpoas  composuerunt 
seriores  Gr;eculi : quod  genus  fabulatorum  ut  Babrium  in- 
terdum  secutum  fuerit,  argumenta  plerumque  ingenio  suo  con- 
venienter  tractasse  vidi?tur,  non  sine  quadam  poetici  sermonis 
peritia,  adeo  ut  si  poetice  locutos  esse  deprehendas,  non  pro- 
pterea  affirmare  debeas  latere  in  eorum  ianibis  choliambos 
Babrianos.  Babrium  tamen  reperisse  sibi  visus  est  ctiam 
Lacbmannus,  qui,  ut  erat  Tyrwhitto  fieTpiKcorcpos,  tetrastichon 
effecit,  si  non  Babrianum,  certe  Babrio  digni.ssimum : 

OTlKTtt  tot'  TlO^Cl  TlipOaXtS  iftnpily  pool  II 

iopiiv  itTalTuil'  TuikiXtoTarTiT 

Tpljt  5*'  aXuiTi]^  fijr’’  'Eyu  Si  KiutiTtit 

. KpttaiTtii  T Lo]  TuiKiXuriptiT  yTtiipiii', 

Laudes  viri  elegantiam : animadvertas  tamen  opus  quod  aggres- 
sus  est  alesB  plenum  esse.  Scilicet  dubium  est  dubiiun 

ftovinj,  dubia  versus  secundi  conformatio,  dubium  denique 
KaKtimif.  Nempe  id  proestare  conatus  est  criticus  quod,  etiamsi 
non  omnino  vanum  esse  concesserim,  sine  codicum  ope  nemo 
prsDstarc  possit.  Quantum  igitur  mireris  diasceuastam,  qui 
fabulam  totam  sic  esbibuit  1 

OTunii  TOT  Jiv)(ti  irripjc<\(c  (fiipiiv  povTti 

SoptiT  StTavToiy  Toii:iXuiTuTiii'  ^yuiy. 

Tpoc  i)y  aXtoTijS  tlx''  'Eyw  Si  Kai;iiyri( 

Kul  ffijc  y*  xoiKi.Xwrt'ptji'  yi  bipii)!'. 

Qu®  dubia  admisit  Lacbmannus,  sufFragio  suo  comprobavit 
auctor  iste  novus : quod  veri  similiter  restitutum  est,  xpelcaw, 
id  unum  mutavit.  Vide  atitem  quorsum  res  evadat.  Nam 
Lacbmannus  quidem  verbo  Kaxeiorit  verba  trov  rrjt  Bopds  re- 
pra^sentare  voluit : diasceuasta  autem  cum  dicit  xai  trSjs  ye 
se  verba  podestris  sen  potius  iambic®  versionis  legisse  ostendit, 
sed  in  alium  usum  convertit,  si  recte  judicavit  Levisius  verba 
ejus  sic  iutelligenda  esse : habeo  mentem  versutiorem  et  ca 
pelle  et  tua  mente.  Nonne  luce  clarius  est  fabulam  istam 
Babrianam  uonnisi  post  vulgatam  Lacbmanni  editionem  scribi 
potuisse  ? ut  taceam  de  ilia  qu®stione,  qu®  sicut  ad  fragmenta 
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ita  hue  etiam  pertinet,  quid  fuerit  in  causa  cur  diasceuasta, 
alias  Babriani  sermonis  hostis  saevissimus,  in  hoc  potissimum 
tetrasticho  se  tam  clementem  prwhuerit.  Equidem,  quantum 
ad  me  attinet,  in  hoc  uno  tanquam  in  loco  munitissimo,  sub- 
sistere  vix  metuam  : quoniam  vero  librum  istum  voOttat  con- 
vincere  primus,  quod  sciam,  aggressus  sum,  satius  videtur  alia 
quoque  indicia,  quo3  sane  non  desunt,  in  lucem  proferre. 

In  fabula  de  vidpe  et  capro  duo  imperfectos  versiculos  e 
pedestri  versione  post  Bentleium  restituit  Lachmannus,  Kar!)\6ep 
eis  fiaOvv  Kptjui/ov,  et  kcu  ^or)6bv  Horum  priorem  non 

Babrianum  esse  demonstrat  regiila  Fixio-Ahrensiana,  quam 
nesciverunt  Bentlcius  et  Lachmannus,  Babrium  novisse  verae 
lyus  fabuhe  sjitis  demonstrant.  Utrumquc  tamen  arripuit  dia- 
Bceuasta  (fab.  79,  2,  5)  Lachmanmun  jwtius  quam  Bentleium 
secutus,  id  quod  docet  omissa  vox  fterevogi,  quam  Bentleius 
item  e pedestri  versione  erutam  verbis  ical  fio7)66v  pr»- 
fixerat. 

Fabuloe  de  ape  et  Jove  initium  sic  restituit  Lachmannus  ; 

*YfiTfTTia  fjiXtffffnf  ici}piu/y  pti^rfOj 

av>)\6ii’  lit  6e£iy  ouout 

pb  KairripOiy 

De  prioribus  verbis  non  est  quod  dubites : de  ultirais  reet« 
monuisse  videtur  Schneidewinus,  Babrium  non  correpturum 
fuisse  priorem  syllabam  vocis  Katrvtaddv.  Cum  Lachmanno 
facit  diasceuasta,  qui  locum  sic  dedit  (fab.  80.  1 — 4) : 

Ypijrria  piXtaira,  KJipiioy  piirijp, 
lUpoy  ipipova  ayijXdiy  eif  Otuy  trlpjiXiiiy, 
piXi  rif  All  vioppvTOy  wnpa  aipflXur, 
p(l  iru  kairyitrOfy  itrOiuy  Ij^ywyoliyy. 

In  initio  fabulse  pedestris  de  filio  et  patre,  vl6v  rit  ydpiov 
SeiXjbt  fiovoyevi]  i^av  ysvvalov,  choliambum  vibv  yipmv  ns  BgiXbs 
tlx^  yivvaiuv  reperisse  sibi  visus  est  Lachmannus,  consentiente 
diasceuasta.  In  fine  ejusdem  fabul®  oyxiopa  nai  <j>\typovT)v 
p4xp^  ffovffmvos  metro  accommodatum  est  ab  ambobus,  omissis 
verbis  Koi  tfiX^pov^v.  Quod  autem  paullo  superius  indagavit 
Lachmannus,  in  verbis  7ijSe  ry  olxia  KargKXsiadyv  latere  partem 
versw  TyB' iv  oUly  KaTfKXgiadrjv,  id  a diasceuasta  non  compro- 
bari  fatendum  est. 
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Atque  h®c  quidem  sunt  in  quibus  Lachmanno,  versus  e pe- 
destribus  fabulis  eruenti,  suffi-agatus  est  diasceuasta.  liestat 
tamen  unus  locus,  quem  supra  obiter  tetigi,  in  fragmentis,  ubi 
vetus  iste  grammaticus  cum  recente  critico  minim  quantum 
concinit.  Pars  est  fragmenti  a Tzetza  servati,  de  gallis  et 
asiuo. 

ovroi  7c  k'uh'Xft  irdtrar  c£  tOovc 

TrrpttoyrtQ  fXtyor'  Tic  ytip  aypoiKuy 

ovK  oliey“ Atth'  Xivuuv,  ilc  cVi)pw0i/ ; 

Vcrsiii  secundo  aperte  laboranti  subvenire  conatus  est  seu 
Natalis  comes  seu  Bentleiiis,  scribendo  Trepiiovret  iXeyopro. 
Quod  a Bentleio,  si  non  excogitatum,  saltern  probatum  esse 
jure  miratur  Dobrffius,  qui  ostendit  ex  Porsoni  placito  restitu- 
endum  cssc  irtpiomes.  llabemus  igitur  versum  imperfectum 
quidem,  sed  alioqui  Babrio  dignum,  vepiovret  iX^ov  . . . 

Tts  yap  aypoUoiv.  Vocabulurn  omissum  rcstituit  Levisius, 
inserto  voXXa  : poterat  etiam  SiZi.  Sed  ut  ut  illud  constituas, 
hoc  certe  tenendum  est,sublato  isto  Trepuoyris  concidererationem 
cur  eXtyov  in  ixdyovro  mutare  velit  aliqtiis  : eXsyov  vero  sensu, 
metro,  Tzetz®  auctoritate  pariter  confirmari.  Rejicias  igitur 
Lachmanni  sententiam,  admodum  ingeuiose  rescribentis  ircpiov- 
ret  iXiyotn’  otjra'  Tt'r  yhp  aypoiKutv.  Quid  autera  diasceuasta? 
Nempe,  quod  et  antea  fecit,  earn  partem  Lachmannian®  cmen- 
dationis  amplexus  est  quam  soli  viri  clarissimi  ingenio  tidentis- 
sime  attribuas  reliquam  confirmare  noluit.  Scribit  enim 
TTipiovTis  ^ow  Syfra  ' Tic  yap  aypoixtov.  Hujusmodi  consen- 
siim  vix  effecisset  lusus  fortun®,  facile  efiBcere  potuit  falsarii 
imprudentia,  aliquid  novare  volentis,  nescientis  autem  quid 
tuto  novandum  esset,  quid  non. 

Sed  prius  quam  ad  aliam  qu®stionis  partem  transibo,  no 
iniquus  vidcar,  adducam  ea  qu®  in  hac  parte  a fabularum  no- 
varum  defensoribus  allegari  possint.  Dixi  diasccuastam  cum 
fabulis  quas  viri  docti  restituerant  multo  liberius  quam  cum 
fragmentis  egisse.  Cujus  libertatis  exempla  duo  potissimum 
notanda  sunt,  fabulas  dico  quinquagesimam  secundam  et  quin- 
quagesimam  tcrtiam.  De  priore,  cui  titulus  est  viator  et 
Veritas,  non  est  cur  mireris,  quippe  ubi  multa  quidem  in 
pedestri  versione  variaverit  diasceuasta,  nihil  autem  novi  intu- 
lerit  quod  Babrio  aut  aliquo  bono  poet®  imputaveris.  Altera 
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vero,  quse  ovis  et  canis  inscripta  est,  longe  felicius  tractata  est. 
Cujus  quidem  pedestris  versio  pi  urea  versus  aperte  germanos 
continet,  haudquaquam  tamen  ita  ex  omni  parte  expedita  est 
lit  de  restitutione  ejus  consentirent  critici.  Appono  initium 
fabula  sicut  e paraphrasi  codicis  Vaticani,  verbis  non  mutatis, 
in  versus  divisit  Coraes, 

oTc  rtc  cTtc  irpoc  vofita  roia^t* 

KilpiiQ  fitv  ikOi  iroKov^ 

. yaXa  inrt  ffoi  iftiXoy  niflaty 

ilft^y  Cl  T€Kta  <roi  xeptatnvffti* 

xXioy  0*  ovro'  ftfilv’  riXXu  cat  rpo(pt)  yiji 

wdff  iy  optaiy  evOaXic  ytyr^  aotj 
upaia  f3ord$-7j  cat  tpoffov  yejuiafft'iffa. 

Quid  in  his  effecerint  critici,  e duobus  exeraplis  cognoscendum 
erit.  Sic  igitur  periclitatus  est  Lachmannus  : 

otwi'  nc  eJxe  xpoc  t'o/j^a  rotavra* 

Ktipuc  fiiy  iffidcy  cat  ttocovc  ctpaac, 

TO  yaXa  3’  dfiiXyorr*  iffrt  <roi  ipXtoy  fTf/^ai, 
iffiCty  hi  recra  pijXd  am  xepioa€va€t. 
xXioy  ovhiy  >//iti’,  dXXa  \ff  rpo^q 
d;rua*‘  iy  opiat  h*  tvdaXic  ri  ytyidrat ; 
f^ordyt)  y*  cat  Ipoaov  yefiiaOtiau, 

I^evisius  autem  sic: 

rofiia  WOT  oTc  Xdyy  wpoouwt  rtnovT^* 
ci/petc  fiiy  irdcot/c  cfprrac, 

ro  y«Xa  h*  a/tiXyorr  iari  aot  i^tXoy  wrjlaty 
flfA^y  hi  reVra  ^rj\d  cot  wipiafnvet, 
wXioy  hi  y i]}nr  ovhiy*  dXXd  cat  yatij 
uTraiT*  iy  opetriy  ivduXtQ  rt  trot  yeyy^, 
flornrrjy  ripeiyay  cat  3pdtrow  yefitadiiaay, 

Sequitur  diasceuasta?  versio : 

oi'c  vo^^a  rotate  wpoaelrjvha* 
ccrpetc  ^iy  V/idc  cot  ttocouc  (X^^^  ccp^nC) 
ydXa  3 nfiiXyfiy  cort,  c£i  ftXoy^  wi}^aiy 
ci  rc'ci'a  ftijXd  am  wtptaotvet, 

ov  3 ovy  o3i;yctc  ^rpoc  poyijy  iOfit/y  >//tdc* 
irXfoi'  ydp  >//ttF  ovoeV*  dXXd  cat  ^op/3t)K 
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iraaav  <pipti  ooi  yij  ri0i;»ls  atraurui’. 
liar  roif  opiffffiy  evOaXe^  n ytrry  trot 
(tiiapot  air;  auv  airuparuii  tpyui', 
avpoc  yoTtiTjc  k'ai  ^poffov  irerruKviac- 

Plurima  sunt  in  his  quae  optiinae  frugis  esse  dixeris.  Nam 
praeter  tres  integros  versus,  qui  si  leni  mutatione  adjuti  fuerint, 
Babrio  non  indigni  evadent,  lucramur  etiam  novas  lectiones 
qufe  vel  primo  aspectu  facile  se  commendant.  Quid  enim 
melius  excogitari  potest  quam  illud  dfjJKyeiv  i<nl,  ksI  <f>iKoVy 
Trfj^ai  ? pro  rpo^  ipsum  per  se  veri  simillimum  est : 

vereor  tamen  ut  per  l^em  Fixio-Ahrensianam  admitti  possit. 
Felicissime  autem  inventus  est  versus  ultimus,  quern  equidem, 
si  de  ejus  auctoritate  aliquid  compcrtum  sit,  sic  refingendum 
esse  dixerim,  avprjs  irorrojr  koI  Sp6<rov  Tre-rrai/cvui,  vel,  si  propter 
versum  mails,  avpat  vorsiaf  ical  Bpoa-ovs  irnraiKvia^,  genitivo 
absolute,  ut  sa?pe,  in  locum  alius  casus  substituto,  cum  soepis- 
sime  inter  se  commutentiu'  irewtixivai  et  iraTTraicivai  (de  qua  re 
consulas  Cobetum  in  novis  lectionibus  p.  402),  lectio  autem 
yfpA<r6uaa  videatur  ducere  ad  TreiroiKvia,  ita  ut  de  dittographia 
facile  cogitaveris.  Quidnam  igit;ir  dicendum  est  ? Si  omnia 
sic  gessisset  diasceuasta,  optirae  de  nobis  es.set  meritus,  ut  cpii 
etiam  in  corrumpendo  Babrio  Babrium  nobis  notum  fecisset ; 
cum  autem  in  hac  una  fabula  aliquid  et  aperte  bonum  et  aperte 
novum  protulerit,  in  ceteris  aut  ineptus  fuerit  aut  Lachmanni 
imitator,  nihil  egit  quam  ut  regulam,  quid  aiunt,  exceptione 
probaret.  Quod  igitur  ad  eas  fabulas  attinet  quaj  antea  a 
criticis  restitutee  sunt,  existimandus  est  Lachmanni  quidem 
familiaritato  usus  esse,  Babrium  autem  vix  unquam  vel  a 
limine  salutasse. 

Est  etiam  aliud  ex  quo  jiidicare  possis  num  is  qui  sub  dia- 
sceuastfe  persona  latet  vere  Babrius  fuerit.  Dico  autem  modum 
quo  fabularum  argumenta  tractavit.  Plerarumque  quidem 
fabularum  quse  in  secunda  ista  parte  continentur  exstant 
versiones  pedestres  in  .lEsopearum  fabularum  codicibus  con- 
servatsB.  Quod  genus  versionum  cum  viri  docti  inde  a Bentleio 
intellexerint  plerumque  e fabularum  Babrianarum  depravatione 
ortum  esse,  profecto  non  mirandum  est  inter  novas  quoque 
fabulas  Babrianas  et  petlestres  versiones,  quod  ad  narrandi 
morem  attinet,  similitudinem  quam  maximam  intercedere. 
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Verum  e XCV  istia  fabulis  octo  ad  minimum  sunt  qua?  in  fabu- 
larum  ^^isopearum  collectionibus  desiderautur.  Qua;  res  ipsa 
minime  pr»ter  sjR.>m  evenit,  cum  etiani  ex  genuinis  Babrii 
fabulis  nonnulla;  sint  quibus  nibil  simile  babent  ^bisopi  codices. 
Casii  autom  penpiam  grato  accidit,  ex  octo  quas  memoravi 
fabidis  septem  a variis  GraH;orum  scriptoribus,  Aristopliane 
comico,  Aristotele,  Plutarcbo,  I.uciano,  Appiano,  Gregorio 
denique  Nazianzeno  enarratas  esse : quorum  quidem  narrationcs 
solita  diligeutia  collegit  et  in  editione  sua  fabularum  .'Esopeu- 
rum  comprebendit  Coraes.  Quod  item  vero  Babrio  accidit,  qui 
non  raro  eandem  materiara  quam  alii  veteres  scriptures  trac- 
tavit.  Tractavit  autein  ita  ut  ipse  suo  loquendi  more  uteretur, 
in  verba  nullius  magistri  jurare  addictus;  qua;  res  criticis  de 
ajtate  cjus  disceptantibus  baud  mediocri  fuit  adjumcnto.  Sic 
eiiiin  Levisius  in  pruifatione  j>arti  priori  pra;missa  : ‘ E;Uidem 
fabulas  quas  versibus  expressit  Babrius  aliquoties  enarravit 
Plutarcbus,  et  diversam  a Babrio  recensionem  fere  semper 
secutus  est.  Fabulis  jEsopeis  quinetiam  bis  terve  usus  est 
Ijucianus : Babrium  tamen  orauino  ignorare  videtur.’  Quan- 
tum igitur  felicior  Babrio  babeiidus  est  diasceuasta,  quern 
ignorat  nemo,  cognitum  babent  omues  qui  eandem  materiam 
tractavcrunt,  etiam  antiquis.simi ! Nam  in  sccunda  fabula 
enarranda  conspirat  cum  Aristopliane,  in  septuagesima  tertia 
cum  Aristotele,  in  septuagesima  octava  cum  Luciano,  in  octo- 
gesima  quinta  cum  Plutarcbo,  in  octogcsima  sexta  cum 
Appiano,  in  nonagesima  cum  Gregorio  Nazianzeno,  in  nona- 
gesima  quinta  ant  cum  Plutarcbo  aut  cum  aliis  quibusdam 
scriptoribus  a Coraesio  collectis,  sic  ut  si  non  verba  verliis, 
sententia;  sententiis  plerumque  respondeant.  Gregorium  qui- 
dein  Nazianzenura  mL-sum  faciam,  ut  quem  Babrii  verba  in  pe- 
destrem  orationem  redegisse  facile  suspiceris : e ceteris,  ne 
longus  sim,  tres  assumam  qui  cum  diasceuasta  nostro  compa- 
rentur.  Ac  primum  prodeat  Aristopbancs,  qui  fabulam  de 
alauda  prtrem  sepeliente  pro  rei  dramaticas  ratione  breviter  ita 
percurrit  (in  Avibus  vv.  471  sijq.): 

aftadi){  yap  t(j)V{  Kov  iroXvirpayftuv,  ovS  Atauxov 
rtirnrt)Kiit, 

tijiaaKC  \iyuy  KopnOuy  xarruv  xpuTf/v  apnOa 
ycyiaOai, 
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irportftay  r>/c  y>7c*  K&xtira  vuaip  Tor  irartp^  ovr»/c 
a7TO0»'r/dri*eii', 

y»7»'  ?*  ovi:  clFttt*  Toy  It  irpOKutrOai  irtfiirraloy*  Tt)y 
3 {\irnp<ivtTay 

xnr  a/ii/)(a>iac  Toy  irarip*  ai/r^C  cV  rp  Jce^iiX^ 

«:aro^6^ai. 

Quern  satis  serviliter  secutus  est  diasceuasta  (fab,  2) : 

A'iautTTOQ  flwt  nat  ro3*  ty  TruXitupuroiQ* 
opttOa  Tpwrrjy  roy  yopvloy  ytyeyyrjnOaij 
ecu  yifQ  fiiy  avrffc  ihri  fuy  7rpttifKap)(^tiy* 
rnvTif^  If  avpI^ff^^Kty  ee  r«F«c  voi/frov 
iftiXoy  ytyt)rr}y  rtp^a  /BtoVov  irXifaai. 
pt'lirai  3f  ycu'ijc  Tr)HKav6*  virap^nvffrjCy 
oifK  ‘fx'.  Trow  ycip ; tov  yt^poy  KaTadnirrtty, 
o (5*  airripifTTO^  npovfit^^XifTo  Tr</<7rra/p, 

VfiuiQ  h*  apt)^ayov(jay  iv  yapp 

Notissimus  cst  locus  Aristotolis  fabulam  de  vulpe  et  echino  sic 
exponentis  (Rhet.  2.  20) : AiaeoTros  iv  Sci/xo)  <rvvrjyop^v  Sijfiaycoyw 
Trepl  Oavdrov  s<f>r)*  AXwTretca  Staff ai'yov(rav  •rroTapov 
a7T(t)c6i]vai  sis  <f>dpayya'  ov  Svvapivqv  S'e  ivffPp'CUy  ttoXvv  ')(p6vov 
KaKOTraOtlv,  /cal  KVVopaUrras  iroWovs  s^taOat  avrris»  iylvov 
*ifKavd>ptsvov^  d>s  slSsv  avr^Vy  KaroiKTsipa/na  hpm^dv  el  d<f>i\oi 
airr^s  tovs  /cwopaitrrdt’  t^v  Ss  ov/c  idv,  ipop,ivov  Ss  Sid  ti, 
<f>dvat  OTi  Oinoi  pdv  7r\/)psis  piov  tjS/}  slci^  koX  oKlyov  $\kov(Jiv 
alpa'  idv  Si  tovtovs  d<f>i\7)9y  srspoi  iK66inss  ttsu  lovies  i/cTriovvral 
fiov  TO  XoiTTOv  ol/ui.  Nuuc  audiamus  diasceuastam  (fab.  73): 

iTWM7yopiwF  Ai(Tw7roc  ty  Dcip^  rf/o»c 
riFi  ypa<pt)y  <pivynyrt  Xayetp  Ktiytai' — 
irvy^uy'  vvto^  ruir  dyay  /IciWwTrXowrwF— 
tvpovtroy  cIttc  ro?c  Sciprourc  roF  pvQoy, 
vorapoy  Vfpvaa  ra\vppoov  nor  tiXwTrijJ 
ee  rCiy  /3tci/<wr  pevp/iruy  titr(ftpaffOr) 
iTiri/Xvyyoc  tvroc  tic  fdpnyya  /Sa^e/ijF, 
ceec  TTtaovrr  tKuro  K'dirrjvCrfKv'ia 
AFCi?f>np«7F  T ik’tlOiy  ovod  t onjy 
ypoioy  It  paypuy  tl\f  eai  raXanrewp^'c* 
cpifyoQ  F IT  uvTtj^  ijXvdty  KvyoppaioTuy 
nuyaXimy  rt  \ulpdrivy  pv^i/n/owF. 
irXcn  <wpu'0(  I*  i'^'iro^  <wi*  TaOtjy 
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ruuriji'  KarykTE Iptjoey  rug  vTTorXevoi' 

k'ni  Sijr  intjptoTqaei'  tl  icvroppaurrac 

ftovXoiT  ayaipeiy'  firidafiioi'j  t(bri  Kfiyrjj 
fxfi  fioi  Tova^e,  pt)  trv,  jrpoQ  yvp<pCn’' 

Tt  ?//  TTOT  ovv  airaXXayi)y  Twyc  ov  jiovXii' 
i\~iyoQ  1\ptT  ttvOtc'  otSe  yvy  yap  poi 
irXtffKtg  •iriXovffi  irayraKafTiy  u\paru)yj 
KTjXiiQ  kiriiiTE^  jfai  pik-poy  pt  pv^iwaiy. 
edv  Kopiffd£yT(t)y  ce  rwyi'  diraXXdEyCj 
dXXoi  Sc  XtpoEfipioi  pL  iTreXOoyree 
K'eiyoi  Trpvnaaav  I'ljXcwv  iKTriovyrai. 

Quid  ergo?  nonne  fidi  saltern  interpretis  laudem  meruit 
noster  ? Verbonim  quidem  copiam  habet  non  mediocrem : 
seiitentias  Aristotelicas  sic  sequitur  ut  servus  magistrum.  AU- 
quantum  sane  ingenio  suo  indulsit  convertendo  rrjv  Sg  ovk  idv 
in  fjLi]  fioL  BicaKS  rovaBe,  pufj  av,  irpos  vvp,(f>6t>v,  quam  tamen 
adjurationem  facile  haurire  potuit  e vero  Babrio  (fab.  92.  4), 
ubi  Venator  timidus  rusticum  interrogans 

tH  wpoQ  ire  Nup<^wr,  cIttci',  dpa  yn  uxTKeig 
’i\vr)  XiovToc  offrig  <3Sc  ^wXcvci  ; 

Varietatem  aliquam  reperisse  sibi  visus  est  Levisius,  qui  scribit 
ab  Aristotele  demagogum,  non  divitem,  reum  fingi.  Quod 
ipsum,  si  recte  aestimaveris,  servile  diasceuasta3  obscquium  satis 
arguet.  Quorsum  enim  virum  XcuyiTrjv  esse  dixit  ? nempe  quia 
\aysT7)s  idem  sonare  voluit  quod  Brj/iaycoyos,  scilicet  populi 
ductorem.  Utrum  horum  verborum  male  intellexcrit  non 
dixerim : certe  etymologiam  potius  quam  sensum  respexisse 
judicandus  est,  quanquam  alibi  (fab.  9.  18)  vocem  Xay^rrjs, 
quam  e Pindaro  desumpsit,  recti  us  usurpavit.  Unde  vero 
novit  virum  divitem  fuisse  ? Nempe  ab  ipso  Aristotele,  apud 
quern  iEsopus  pergit  dicere,  kuI  vp.ds  ovros  p,ev  ovBev  sti  ySXaTrrft* 
7r\ou<Ttoff  yap  kariv.  Jam  vero  si  adhuc  putas  fieri  posse  ut 
diasceuasta  cum  Aristotele  casu  conspiraverit,  perlege  qua?so 
aliam  fabul®  versionem,  quam  e Joseph!  antiquitatibus  Judaicis 
18.  7 descripsit  Coraes,  unde  noveris  quid  sit  libere,  quid 
serviliter  narrare.  Quod  idem  dictum  volo  de  fabula  de  simiis 
saltatoribus,  ubi  diascueastam,  Luciani  interpretem,  cum 
Tzetza,  libere  narrante  comparare  juvabit.  Interim  ad  Appi- 
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anum  festino,  qui  falmlam  de  agricola  et  pediculis,  a Sulla 
commemoratam,  sic  effert  (Bell  civ.  1.  101):  <f>6etpe»  yewpyov 
a ioTpuaiTa  vrrihaKvov  6 Bi  Sts  p,iv  to  aporrpov  p,s6e\t  top 
viaicov  Ixddripip’  toy  S'  ai/0i9  iSaKPSTo,  ipa  p,i)  TroWaKis  dpyolrj, 
TOP  ^iTcopia-itcp  eicava-et’.  Kdyo)  (Sulla  loquitur)  roit  Sis  r)TTr)pivois 
Tapaivo)  TpirovTrvpos  p.r]  BeriOrjvai.  Sequitur  diasceuastce  versio 
(fab.  86). 

yeijpyop  iSnk'for  7tpor^iuliTa ' 
o ?£  cic  piP  rapuTpoy  il^fic  \trvvirrKny 
(Kitiippiy'  <uc  ihiKvoy  nvf/ic  aro/rijr, 
aTraWnyrjrai  irorriXwc  OiXittv  rovruty 
tf  irvp  rppiil/fj  pi)  Oupiiyi'.  Xiirovpyf'iii* 

Kdyw  Trapaii'u  pi)  rpirau  Trvptis  itiuHai 
«C  21c  yvytHkiZy  Ttipoiius  rtru^wrui. 

Vides  prater  quartum  versum  omnia  ex  Appiani  verbis  in 
metrum  qualecunque  nulla  cura  redacta  esse,  adeo  ut  diasceuasta 
etiam  Sullaj  monitum  emmtiantis  personam  assumerct,  ita 
tamen  ut  tritam  de  fallaciis  mulierum  senteutian  quasi  de  suo 
admisceret.  Fateor  nihilominus  esse  in  ista  versione  aliquid, 
quod  mibi  primo  adspectu  Babrium  referre  videbatur.  Nam 
cum  Appianus  sic  loqueretur,  wa  pt)  ttoWiIkis  dpyoir)  top 
l/rawe  diasceuasta  au tern  sic,  h irvp  ^iTwy'  eppiifre  prj 
6apd<ts  XiTTOvpyotT)  emergere  visus  est  choliambus  Babrianus, 

t’l'  Trip  \i7wy'  ippiilii  pi)  Onp  itpyiil  i, 

quod  diasceuasta,  metri  imperitissimus,  in.solitorum  verborum 
amantissimus,  ex  industria  cornipisse  credendus  esset.  Postea 
autem,  inspecta  Furiaua  versione,  intellexi  aliud  esse  quod  inter 
Appianum  et  diasceua.stam  quasi  medium  intercessisse  potest. 
Sic  enim  procedit  Latina  versio  : Snhuculam  in  itjnsm  conjec- 
tam  exuaait,  ne  ecepim  opus  inteivurnperet.  Nunc  demum 
videmus  quare  diasceusista  is  Trip  eppiijn  pro  iicauas,  \arovpyoir) 
pro  dpyoif)  dicere  mahierit.  Quae  suspicio  si  vera  sit,  b'loren- 
tino  editore  recentior  habendus  erit  diasceuasta  nostcr.  Veram 
autem  pro  tribunal!  pronuntiare  equidem  non  ausim  ; quan- 
quam  enim  in  Furiano  cetcrarum  fabularum  versione  alia 
nonnulla  sunt  qu®  cum  diasceuastao  verbis  potius  quam  cum 
fabulis  Grfficis  pedestribus  conspirent,  nihil  est  in  quod  casu 
incidisse  non  possint  duo  interpretes.  Ter  quidem  ita  locutus 
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est  diasceuasta  iit  eum  Latine  meliiis  qnam  Gra»ce  scire  sus- 
piceris : somel  in  fab.  37.  4,  ubi  KXJof  sIXkov  exprimit  gloriam 
trahehant,  bis  in  fab.  95.  8,  10,  ubi  <rKifjv  arfjaat  aperte  reddit 
uri\hram  locaase,  nisi  forte  de  a-Toa’i/tq)  apyuplq}  Solonis  cogi- 
tasse  putes,  ainiBrjKsv  de  argumentando  dictum  sequente  in- 
finitive oppoauit  baud  dubie  significat : quarum  locutionum 
secundam  liabet  F'uriana  versio,  primam  et  D^rtiam  non  habet. 
Quantum  igitur  ad  hoc  attinct,  licet  cogitare  de  diasceuasta  ut 
de  homine  Latine  loquente;  quanquam  egoquidem  ista  indicia 
gliter  interpretanda  esse  dixerim.  Sod  ut  ut  rem  constitueris, 
illud  certe  efficere  debet  injecta  de  versione  Furiana  suspicio  ut 
mecum  desinas  repugnare  quominus  totara  fabulam  ex  Appiano 
conflatum  esse  credas.  Quidnam  igitur  de  quoestione  universa 
statuendum  est?  Potest  quidem  Babrius,  de  cujus  setate 
adbuc  eertaut  grarnmatici,  Appiano,  Luciano,  Plutarclio  anti- 
quior  fuisse : possuiit  illi  fabulas  de  quibus  agitur  ex  eo  sum- 
psisse : quanquam  vel  sic  in  promptu  est  rogare,  cur  istas 
potissimum  fabulas  delegerint,  ceteras  qu»  in  priore  libro 
leguutur,  si  quando  fabulari  vellent,  omnino  neglexerint.  Quid 
autem  Aristophanes?  quid  Aristoteles?  quibus  nemo  unquam 
Babrium  antiquiorem  fuisse  credidit.  Aut  igitur  Babrius  in 
istis  fabulis  enarrandis  de  solita  via  declin.asse  existimandus  est, 
aut  falsarius,  dum  Babrii  personam  vult  induere,  se  Babriani 
moris  ignarum  esse  ostendit. 

Possum  ctiam  alia  qua?dam  afferre  qu»,  licet  eadem  qua 
hactenus  usus  sum  severitate  tractiivi  ncqueant,  aliqua  ex  parte 
evincere  videntur,  istas  fabulas  a falsarip  esse  conficbis.  De 
stilo  et  sermonis  elegiintia  scio  inagnam  sententianun  varieta- 
tem  semper  fore  : vix  tanien  credo  quenquam  exstare  qui  toto 
isto  libro  perlecto  fabulas  pleriunqueadmodum  jejune  et  exiliter 
narratas  es.se  infitias  eat.  Non  nunc  illud  queror  de  quo  ante 
dixi,  e vereibus  ipsis  Babrianis  tantillum  superesse.  Nam  ut 
in  omnes  versus  Babrianos  j>ariter  ssBviisset  diiisceuasta  (id  quod 
raulto  facilius  homini  quam  quod  revera  fecit  condonaverim), 
sperandum  Uimen  es.set  relictum  iri  non  pauca  indicia  qu»  isti 
Babrium  aliunde  quam  e pedestribus  versionibus  cognitum  esse 
demonstrarent.  Pedestriura  versionum  scriptores  Babriani 
sermonis  vestigia  saepe  ob.scuravemnt,  non  raro  autem  produnt ; 
quaj  eadem  diasceuastam,si  Babrium,  sicut  illi,  in  manibus  revera 
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habuisset,  pr.-p-stitunim  fuis.se  exspectaveris.  Prae.stitit  sane  ; sed 
quoinodo  ? Nempe  ubi  illi  Babriane  loquuntur,  Babriane  loqui- 
tur etiam  iste : in  ceteris  sujwr  illorum  modulum  satis  bumilem 
vix  unquam  exsurgit.  Kena  tetigi  superius,  mentionem  faciens 
fabulaj  de  gallis  et  asino,  unde  lucnlenter  patet  quale  genus 
orationis  Babrio  conveniat,  (piale  pedestribus  fabulatoribus, 
quale  denique  diasceuastae.  Quod  ibi  dixi,  de  reliqiiis  etiam 
fabidis  diei  pote.st.  Reperies  nonnunquain  nescio  qiuis  poetici 
sermonis  qui.sqTiilias,  pedestribus  versionibus  ignotas,  quale  est 
istud  quod  luqierrime  protidi,  Trpos  vvp,<pa>i’.  Dicit  de  ligno 
rananun  regido,  if  7ap  lofitjv  TrJ<f>vKSv  tfinev 'll^aiaTov  {fiib.  9, 
21),  memorat  olfitv  ils  llBov  (fab.  18.  17),  aBov  8<oMaTa(fab.  62. 
2.8),  iropdfjiou  'A^'poiTof  (fab.  81.  23),  ubi  pedestres  scriptures 
Simplicius  loquuntur.  Est  etiam  locus  in  fabula  do  vesper- 
tilione  et  fele  (fab.  67.  5 — 1.5)  ((ui  rem  narrat  multo  pleuius 
quam  pedestres  versiones  quas  nunc  babemus,  et  quiflem, 
ut  cum  B.abrio  loquar,  ovk  arep  pLovaift.  Nam  cum  pedestris 
versio  satis  breviter  dicat,  T^f  Bs  (yaXrjt)  <pap.fvr)s  p.r)  BvvaaOat 
avTrjv  {i  vKrepi^a)  ditoXvaai,  ^van  y ip  irdai  rotf  inrivois  7roXep,zit>, 
aiiTT]  eXeycP  ovk  opvit  dXXa  pvt  shai  ’ xal  ovtcot  d(f>s!0r]  dia- 
sceuasta  ad  hunc  modum  lotmtus  est : 

/II)  TV  fti  OvTpc,  (iTir,  ut  ya\ij  <t>‘XTi, 
oil  yap  nor  uv^tv  tidvrjT  iytj 
fiiO’  iipipiiv  piv  OVK  <s(i/Ji  ri)c  ciiiVijc, 
orf/i'uic  Tpofiat  r«V,\a  ir/iot  Oijpijv' 
tSft/u  C*  ci«i  KtiTfXrjvor  <ic  o/i^i  i)i' 

(Eovt'  iButCijr  >)l/ioc,  BpoTojipvrov, 
yaXfi  irpos  <ivri)y  Todw  avTa’ttKpidt]' 

Cfii  iriiit  iytv  XvTut  Tt,  woXiptoQ  irri/rnij;  ; 

(ju  trrrii'ov  dpt,  i Ukrtpif  irpriTiipti^Oi}, 

TtTpd-Tovv  h'  iyut  am,  ca!  Tpo^i/K  ix"v  0>'ipt)v, 

TOVT  dvovirair  i)  yaXij  iropiiXtiirei. 

Obiter  moneo  in  versu  pomdtimo  tfi/pi/i/  adjeotivum  esse, 
verbis  autem  Tpo(f>T]v  di)prjv  significari  victuin  sen  potius  vitam 
ferinam,  ne  cum  Lcvisio  substituere  velis  ^pi/v,  quod  cum 
verbis  iBatBrjv  ^^pos  Bpoao^pujov  vix  bene  concordat.  Be  ipso 
loco  nibil  habeo  q»iod  dicam  pr®ter  decantatum  illud : 0 si 
sic  omnia ! Id  autem  pro  certo  affirmare  ausim  niliil  aliud 
esse  in  toto  isto  libro  quod  narratorem  prodit  pedestribus 
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prorsus  disertiorem.  Illud  etiam  notatione  dignum,  hano 
fabulam  alteram  esse  e duabu.s,  (pine,  tanquam  in  describendo 
libro  prffitermissae  essent,  foliis  codicis  interpositae  sunt,  ipsae 
foliis  minusculis  scriptae.  Sed  priusquam  ad  alia  transeam, 
operae  pretium  fortasse  erit  prologum,  qui  fabula  prima  nescio 
quo  jure  inscribitur,  attcntius  considerare. 

<u*0V(7OF,  (3  Tra7,  Cfvripuv  TrnXtr  fivdiar, 

Ktty  trapaTiKpnh'ut  at  T*oy  fiXbij' 
ciXXa  irXfor  fiiXtro^  v/rripor  knffrfSin’uf, 
prjTffp  /it I'  OVK-  tywyf  ruura  3’  Aiirwiroc 
V 2fipriij»  ov  elTtr,  oi  rti'*  o!  AeX^tf 
Oeoiat  ^piUyrtc  aratr^ern,  vaXoK 
^coyra  pvtioy  nv  roXitic  ioilayrOf 
aXX*  axitMi'ray  n)vtoi  Kara  Kpijpvovy 
Xnrorrfc  txiyut  ouri  fiitlty  i)(HitrTrjt\ 

Duo  prologos  scripsit  veriis  Ilabrius,  quorum  alter  artem 
fabulandi  a mythica  cpiam  vocant  origine  deducit,  alter  veram 
artis  historiam  breviter  narrat.  Quid  autem  e tertio  isto 
prologo  lucramur  ? Dicit  scilicet  poeta  fabulas  suas  primum 
displicituras,  mox  placituras  es.se : verum  autem  auctorem 
earum  esse  .lEsopum,  qui  fabulando  non  potuit  persuadere 
Delphicis  quin  de  scopulo  dejiceretur.  Hoccine  bonus  quis- 
quam  scriptor  dicturus  erat?  Quod  dicit  de  amaritudine  et 
dulcedine  fabularum,  id  a vero  Babrio  sumptum  monet  I.ie- 
visius  ; perperam  autem  diasceuasta  iutellexit  Babrium,  qui  non 
putat  suas  fabulas  cuiquam  amaras  visum  iri,  sed  dicit  se 
Hipponacteam  choliamborum  acerbitatem  deleniisse.  Quod 
non  sibi  sed  jlisopo  fabulas  tribuit,  id  vix  dixisset  verus 
Babrius,  qui  in  prologis  ^Plsopum  magistrum  esse  affirmat,  ita 
tamen  ut  suae  ipsius  laudis  non  obliviscatur.  Quod  de  jEsopi 
morte  dixit,  id  quamvis  per  se  bonum,  inepte  tamen  hie  posi- 
tum  est.  Potuit  locum  haliere  in  fabula  de  cantharo  et  Jove, 
quo  usus  esse  fertur  .Esopus  ut  mortem  sibi  depelleret,  in 
prologo  nonaginta  fabulis  pra3ini.s80  habere  locum  vix  potuit. 
Versus  autem  ipsi,  qui  ceteram  fabul.-e  partem  duplo  excedunt, 
non  omnino  confecti  sunt  a diasceuasta,  sed  reficti  e frag- 
mentis  qum  partim  Apollonius,  lexici  Homerici  scriptor,  partiin 
Huidas  conservavit.  Prius  fragmentum,  quod  auctore  non 
nominato  citat  Apollonius  non  Babrio  sed  potius  Callimacho 
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tribuit  in  editione  priorum  fabnlarum  Levisius  post  Schneide- 
winum,  turn  quia  Babrium  Apolloniorecentioremfuisse  judicat, 
turn  propter  syllabam  brevem  in  fine  choliambi  contra  Babrii 
morein  admissam.  Babrio  jam  ante  tribuerat  Lachmannus, 
ciijiis  auctoritatem  hie  qnoque  apud  difisceuastam  valuisse  vix 
dubito.  Viderint  autem  eruditi  qui  Babrium  tempore  Alex- 
andri  Severi  vixisse  existimant  quo  modo  hoc  fragmentum 
civitate  Babriana  donatum  cum  recepta  de  aetate  Apollonii 
opinione  possint  conciliare.  De  qua  re  doleo  non  fusius  egisse 
Levisium,  qui  cum  in  praefatione  libri  prioris  monuisset  Apol- 
lonium  Apione  grammatico  aliquanto  seriorera  fuisse,  ideoque 
Babrio  antiquiorem,  nunc  uno  verbo  significat  lexici  Homerici 
quod  habemus  scriptorem  post  Babrii  aetatem  vixisse.  Vult, 
credo,  lexicon  Apollonianum  a seriore  ncscio  quo  grammatico 
refictum  et  interpolatum  esse,  quod,  ut  Tyrwhitti  verbis  de 
alia  re  loquentis  utar,  aut  verum  est  aut  non ; mihi  certe 
proclivius  videtur  opinari  Apollonium  facom  prsetulisso  dia- 
sceuastae.  Sed  de  his  hactenus : illud  autem  in  universum 
dictum  volo,  vel  ex  summa  ingenii  tenuitate  quam  tabulae 
istae  novae  fere  ubique  produnt  concludendum  fuisse,  nihil 
esse  istis  cum  Babrio  commune.  Nam  si  concedam  fieri 
|K)8se  ut  diasceuasta  a Babrio  tarn  longe  recesserit  ut  etijim  e 
conspectu  ejus  omnino  abierit,  quid  tandem  effectum  erit  nisi 
ut  quaestio  inter  illas  abscondatur  de  (juibus  valet  Ilerodoteum 
illud,  it  d^avet  top  /j.v6op  dveveucat  ovk  tSjtYXpv  ? 

Quae  quidem  protuli  graviora  simt,  me  judice,  quam  ut  facile 
quenquam  dubitare  sinant  rem  nobis  esse  non  ciun  Babrio  quan- 
tumvis  Sisa-Keva<Tfitp<p,  sed  cum  falsario  satis  recente.  Neque 
tamen  diffiteor  qiuestionem  non  prorsus  ex  omni  parte  expe- 
ditam  esse.  Obiter  tetigi  qua?dam  quse  si  ipsa  per  se  exami- 
naveris  Babriana  videri  non  negaveris,  quales  sunt  fabuLe  de  ove 
et  pastore  et  de  vespertilione  et  fele.  Sunt  etiam  e versibus 
in  isto  libro  nunc  primum  prolatis  nonnulli  qui  tarn  bene 
Bcripti  sunt  ut  Babrium  ipsum  si  non  omaturos,  id  quod  am- 
bitiosius  quam  verius  dictum  esset,  saltern  non  dedecoraturos 
concedas.  Pro  exemplis  stent  qui  sequuntur : 

CKairros  auriv  iv  Xdyoiiru'  f’fa/pti. 

iroXXovc  toutre  (jtOiyfia  pijQiy  evk'tu'pu/^* 
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6 iy  olc  TiOytiKtif  Kiiyoi  u kniruiy 

(qui  versus,  quanquam  de  locutione  iy  oU  ridiijica  fortasse 
dubites,  non  indignus  est  qui  conferatur  cum  vere  Babriano  e 
priore  fabularum  parte  desumpto,  6 ^oivtu  ^Xd-mwv  (ir)  vsKpov 
fie  ffpTfVsiTQl) 

obrujroT  eyrmc  i*<c  iroi'oj  xaXiSy  iurtjf:. 

Quorum  sane  laudem  detrahere  diasceuastfe  haudquaquam 
velim  ; lioc  tamen  dico,  exstare  ex  aeademicis  nostratibus,  ut 
taceam  de  ceteris,  qui  versus  axpic  bonos  possint  pangere. 
Necnon  monui  diasceuastam,  quamvis  plerumque  poetici  ser- 
monis  ignarum,  singulari  taincn  vcrborum  exqiusitorum  copia 
pollere,  quod  patet  vel  e fabula  quam  supcrius  exscripsi  de 
vulpe  et  ecliino.  Bcs  est  satis  mirabilis ; quippe  longe  plura 
in  istis  fabidis  iuvenias  hujiismodi  vocabula  quam  in  carmini- 
bus  vere  BaVjrianis.  Ex  his  quidem  nonnulla  iinperite,  imo 
barbare  conficta  sunt : rcstant  tamen  baud  pauca  quie  lexieis 
non  invitus  addideris,  quale  est  illud  aZtifuav  (fab.  94.  6),  quod 
jam  antea  excogitavcrat  Hermaunus  ad  /Esch.  Agam.  321. 
Quid  ergo?  Num  piitas  falsarium  omnino  imparatum  ad 
artem  quam  professus  esset  accessurum  fuisse  ? Aliquid  certe 
comparare  debuit,  ut  sen  Babrii  seu  veteris  diasceuasta?  perso- 
nam satis  bene  sustinere  videretur.  Potuitne  facilius  q\iam 
lexica  evolvendo,  auctores  miuu.s  notos  lectitando,  voces  novas 
et  yXaynas,  quales  us\irpabant  scriptores  Alexandrini,  aut  cor- 
radcndo,  aut  comminisceudo  ? Sunt  fortasse  ex  istiusmodi 
vocabulis  perpauca  quadam  qure  agre  reperturus  esset  fal- 
sarius  : quas  tamen  equidem  forti  fortunje  libens  impntaverim, 
cum  nonnisi  tvntp  xal  vaj^vXois  cogitare  possim,  quibus  arti- 
bus  se  instituere  potuerit  diascenasta  noster.  Sed  aliud  est 
cujus  mcntionem  fecit  Levisius  citatus  in  prmfatione  versionis 
Davisianae  Londini  nuper  editse.  Dicit  vir  charissimus  fabulas 
istas  cum  pedcstribus  intcrdum  non  data  opera  sed  casu  con- 
spirare,  id  quod  nemini  dum  falsario  prastare  licuit.  Quam 
obscrvationem  vellem  uberius  cxponendo  planiorem  fecisset. 
Nam  si  pedestribus  fabulatoribus  rccentior  fuit  diascenasta, 
eorum  opera  in  manibus  habere  potuit,  ita  ut  quantum  ad  hoc 
attinet  mirari  non  debuisses  si  cum  iis  non  modo  stepissime 
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sfJ  oinniiio  eonspirasset.  Scribit  quidem  mihi  ipse  Levisius 
similitudinein  qu®  inter  fahulas  istas  et  pcdestros  intercedit 
earn  sibi  videri  qiire  non  a falsario  pedestrern  fabulatorem  imi- 
tante  sed  potius  a duobus  grainmaticis  idem  opus  Habriannm 
retingentibus  exspectanda  esset.  In  quo  niihi  (piidem  a viro 
sagacissimo  dissontieiidum  est : quippo  qui  vix  quidquam  in 
istis  fabulis  videam,  si  loea  quaj  superius  memoravi  exceperis, 
quod  non  homo  quivis  mediocri  ingenio  pra;ditus  e pedestribus 
versionibus  conflare  possit.  (iuam  meam  sentcntiam  si  argu- 
mentis  stabilire  eoner  totus  iste  liber  mihi  exscribendus  sit : 
quoniam  autem  audio  fabulam  quinqnagesimam  nonam,  de 
serpentis  cauda  et  membris,  quibusdam  videri  pra)  ceteris 
Babrium  Siea-Kevarfiivoy  referre,  earn  saltern  apponam,  subjecta 
pedestri  versioue. 

ovpii  TTor*  offtioQ  i)^iov  TrporyytlfjQnif 
cAvetv  cl  TuWa  Tujy  pLtKuiy  OTrrjSovrriijy, 
ayrtiiTtv  avrp  irdy  to  trtop  dippaiyuvay' 

TTwg  piyoz  uyiv  KiopLfidruty  oCityt/tTetc, 
frniriwc  Ti  rrpdc  ra  Xoora  TiZy  iiptuy; 
iiW  ovy  tTTCtde'  to  ippoyavy  lytKi'idrj. 
ovptj  ply  i}yc  ii'flp^cr  dippoyujc  aXAur. 
aiipovaa  Tv<p\))  awpoToq  pi\q  irdrri;, 
tuc  y£  iTfrpiii'  it  finpndpa  irtarwiei. 
pa\ic,  y<ipi,  Tray  oupa  ced'd  xeirXi/yte" 
traifovoa  li'i  Toll'  iyeTCve  Ti)y  Ktipe)!'' 
lioKoiyu,  aiiiaoy,  Xofapii  ire,  ctSyiiyov' 
aXic  ll  KueijQ  aTroXcXaiua  reje  yiilpijc. 

olipd  TTOTt  ofcioc  ii^iov  irpiirr)  irpodyeiy  Kat  /Iiide'fexr.  rn  li  Xonrd  peXij 
iKiyoy'  ITiif  \o>p>Q  oppOTwy  nai  pirdc  i/p'ic  «se<c,  ilf  »."!ie  rd  Xoiird  fwa  ; 
TavTiiy  SI  OVK  iireiday,  ewe  to  ^poyoCy  lyiirliHq.  1/  oupd  H lip\l  Kai  5yc 
aiipovaa  TVp\i)  nay  to  aiipa,  twe  ei'c  l^dpaOpoy  niTpdiy  eb'e^Heiira,  Ti)y 
pd\iy  yal  nay  to  awpa  eirXi/yf  aaivovaa  SI  UriTivc  T>)y  KtfaXiiy,  Xlyovaa, 
^iaoy  iipd{,  ei  0eXeir,  Slanoiya'  rijt  Kairijt  yap  epiSoc  IntipdOi/y. 

Fabulre  conformationem  Babrio  hand  indignam  esse,  non 
nego : illud  autem  quasro,  quiduam  sit  in  ista  tabula  metrica 
quod  magis  Babrium  sapiat  (pram  versio  pedestris  ? Equidem 
si  mihi  animus  esset  e pedestri  versioue  fabidam  metricam 
concinnare,  id  quod  in  re  tarn  desperata  merus  esset  ingenii 
lusus,  primum  quidem  versum  libens  acciperem,  in  ceteris  vero 
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fere  omnibus  aliam  viam  inirem,  praisertira  in  fine  fabulae,  ubi 
Babrium  dedisse  crederem,  KaKrjs  yap  rijs  apiSos  iTrsipdOrjv.  Scd 
de  his  hactenus : nunc  aliquid  veritati  concedendum  e.st.  Nam 
fateor  istis  fabulis  inesse  paucissima  ex  quibus  non  absurde  sus- 
piceris  diasceua.stam  aliunde  quam  ex  pedestribus  quas  quidem 
habemus  versionibus  fabulas  eruisse.  Scilicet  duas  fabulas,  de 
agricola  et  serpente  et  de  vulpe  et  capro,  quae  in  pedestribus 
versionibus  varie  exhibentur,  ita  immutat  disaceuasta  utpejores 
reddat:  in  tertia,  quae  de  hieme  et  vere  inscribitim,  seimonis 
colorem  plerumque  conservat,  sententiara  tamen  alio,  neiiue 
inscite,  detorquet.  Quas  sane  varietates  potest  aliimde  deli- 
basse,  potest  etiam  de  suo  penu  prompsisse.  Alia  fortasse  est 
ratio  fabul«  octogesimae  primae,  de  puero  et  patre,  in  qua  cum 
primuin  versarer,  videbar  aut  Babrianje  orationis  aut  saltern 
alius  cujusdam  versionis  nonnulla  indicia  deprehendere.  Sic 
enim  puer  exclamat,  leonem  pictum  detestiitus : 

tTvyt otiovrEKu  x}/ev^ec 

ipoQ  TraTi){}  oi'eifwy  tlie  KnO'  viryvvc, 

5(a  TovT  iyoj  KaOeipyopcu  parijy  virap. 

Monet  Levisius  rrrrap  hie  somnium  valere,  contra  usum  recep- 
tum,  Kecte,  si  quid  video : sin  autem  cum  scriptore  melioris 
notae  res  esset,  voci  inrap  propriam  vim  fidenter  tribuerem  : 
unde  sensus  ernergeret  pulcherrimus : quoniam  pater  somnium 
mendax  dormiens  vidit,  idcirco  ego  sine  causa  vigilans  custodior. 
Pater  dormiens  falsam  opinioncm  concipit : puer  vigilans  verum 
damnum  accipit.  Vix  repugnabo  si  quis  diasceuastam  verba 
Babriana  male  intellecta  in  proprios  usus  convertisse  putaverit, 
modo  meminerit  versuin  sicut  nunc  legitur  a Babrio  profectum 
esse  non  posse.  Leoni  conviciatus  puer  injicit  manum  virgulto 

epeWe  yap  Xioyra  <p\o^l  rccppuiaai, 

Ubi  Levisius  adnotat;  ‘Hinc  patet  codicis  Florentini  lectio- 
nem,  rov  XJoina  Kavaat^  quod  editores  in  Kpovaat  inutare  volunt, 
recte  se  habere.’  Scilicet  Kpovaat  proptera  maluenmt  de 
Furia  et  Coraes  quod  in  altera  versione  legerant,  xal  shrwVy 
iTri^a\£  t(o  Toi'^fp  '^eipa,  iicrv<f>\cjaai,  rov  \iovra,  Neque 
injuria,  quantum  ad  sensum  attinet : namque  et  leonem  in 
pariete  pictum  facilius  excsecares  quam  combureres,  et  uarrandi 
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couciuuitas  postulare  videtur  vulaus  acceptum  esse  ab  eo  qui 
vuluus  alteri  iuferre  voluisset.  Itaque  facile  conjiceres  Babrium 
dedisse  TU^Xwaat,  quo  in  TS(f>puaM  dopravato,  addidisse 

diasceuastam.  lla;c,  aio,  si  nulla  aut  modica  suspicione  lalxj- 
rarent  istaj  fabulte,  fidem  aliquam  iis  fortasse  aflferre  possent.  Ut 
nunc  est,  nihil  aliud  efficere  videntur  quam  ut  ostendant,  quod 
in  fabula  de  agricola  et  pediculis  superius  notavi,  quam  dubia 
sint  omnia  istiusmodi  argumenta,  qua)  spectiint  non  quid 
scripserit  diasceuasta  sed  quid  cogitaverit,  non  quid  in  manibus 
sed  quid  in  animo  liabuerit. 

Transeo  ad  aliud  quod  fortasse  majorem  cuipiam  scrupulum 
injiciat.  Obiter  enim  indicavi  printer  eas  quas  memoravi 
fabulas  restare  etiam  unam  cui  nibil  simile  babeant  pedestres 
/Ksopi  versiones.  Dico  autem  fabulam  trigesimam  primam, 
cui  titulus  est  rnendacia  et  veritas.  De  qua  quid  statuenduin  sit 
equidem  vix  babeo  dicere.  Nam  quod  ad  metrum  sermonisque 
colorem  attinet,  fere  similis  est  reliquis  quas  non  aliorum  sed 
suo  ingenio  e pedestribus  versionibtis  excitavit  diasceuasta : 
quod  autem  ad  argumentum  et  uarrandi  artem,  certe  Babrio 
non  indignam  dixerim.  Quam  ut  totam  exscribere  super- 
sedeam,  opera'  pretium  videtur  pauca  quoedam  de  ea  disserere. 
Fingit  enim  satis  lepide  auctor,  quisquis  ille  fuerit,  mendaci- 
orum  turbain,  magnifico  apparatu  per  pagos  iter  facientem, 
incidere  in  pucllam  quandam  paupere  cultu,  specie  autem 
bona,  eamque  sccum  in  diversoriura  ducere : ibi  opipare  excepta 
negare  se  pretium  epulamin  solutura,  utpote  jam  antea  nume- 
ratum  : tandem,  caupone  Deorum  fidem  implorante  et  rogante 
ubi  esse  Veritatem,  prodire  puellam  et  dicere  se  Veritatem  esse, 
fame  autem  perituram  fuisse,  nisi  subvenissent  rnendacia. 
Nova  profecto  et  ingoniosa  narratio,  neque  absona  a Babrii 
ingenio,  qui  in  alia  fabula,  jamdudum  a viris  doctis  rcstituta, 
levitatem  inducit  tanquam  puellam  vultu  dcjecto  dcscrta  habi- 
tantem.  Cujus  generis  si  plura  dedisset  diasceuasta,  optime 
de  literis  meritum  esse  libenter  pronuntiaverim,  qui  qiramvis 
Babrii  verba  omnino  corrupisset,  sententias  et  narrandi  morem 
satis  bene  conservasset.  Nunc  id  tantiuu  qua?ro,  quibus  e fon- 
tibus  fabulam  tarn  disertam  baurire  potuerit ; quod  velim 
investigent  si  qui  varias  fabidas  tarn  recentes  quam  antiquas 
cognitas  babeant.  Interim  cum  doctis  communicabo  obscrva- 
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tiones  pauculas,  partiin  e nupera  codicis  insjMJctione  oi  tjis,  qu;e 
notis  Levisianis  additamento  siiit.  In  v.  1 6,  ubi  nunc  legitur 
i<TTi  irXrialoy  xafirj,  olim  fuerat  tcrriv  iv  Koifir),  addito  puncto  : 
post  deletw  sunt  litera)  v ev,  additum  est  ■nXrjcLov,  quod  voci 
KuifiT)  prirponcnduni  esse  monent  signa  /3,  a.  Quod  propterea 
notavi,  quia  fortasse  ansain  pnebet  suspicioni  eum  qui  codicem 
descripsit,  fabularum  aliqua  saltern  ex  parte  auctorem  fuisse. 
In  V.  17  codex  habet  VtTTjSfi'wv,  ([uod  inetri  causa  loco 
Ixit  i7rtTijS«i<i»v  restituendum.  In  vv.  36,  3o  de  puella  dicitur 

tipiarad’  ij  (tui'Zujtioc  eV  irwAijc 
iptv  jiKiirovira,  Kai  t fii'avJoc  ttarriKit. 

Dicit  Levisius  se  non  videre  quid  epiv  significet,  sensum  autem 
Kareo  /SXAroiwro,  vel  tale  (plid,  posccre.  Recte  quidem  : quan- 
quam  enim  codex  diserte  exbibet  spiv,  apertum  est  auctorem, 
lonicarum  formarum  ainantem,  iprfv,  hoc  est,  terram,  vei-bum 
non  nisi  grammaticis  notum,  voluisse.  Errorem  ex  etaci.smo 
ortum  possis  librariis  attribuere  : possis  etiam  attribuere  con- 
suetudini  hodiemae  Grsecoruin,  eodem  mode  sonos  77  et  t effe- 
rentiuin,  id  quod  testatur  ipsius  Minoidis  Men®  nomen,  quod 
alii  Menas  scribunt,  alii  Slinas,  alii  denique  Mynas.  Vv.  42, 
43  sic  legimtm-, 

pa  rows  vaft’  vptii  I'wr  rorms  irdpurrovc 
01  \aipiTC  \ptvctirai  kovk 

(^uos  sensu  carere  pronuntiat  Levisius  : ego  ut  expediam,  advo- 
candum  erit  fragmentum  Sophoclis  (137  ed.  Nauck.),  conserva- 
tiun  a scholiasta  Euripidis  llippolyti  309.  Sic  igitiu'  scholiasta: 
sltoBaiTiv  01  sipcovsvopsvoi  Kara  tS>v  exOpiov  opvvvai,  a>t  xai 
^oifioicXfjg  iv  Mv/ci]vaiai»' 

pd  rip'  iKtiyov  ^itKiav,  (luaytrat, 

9^\vc  piy  aiirop,  dpoivas  5’  i^ftpov^ 

(juae  verba  nihil  pnesidii  aflfenmt  .ad  illustraiidum  locum 
Hippolyti,  ubi  I*h:edra  per  Dianam  jurat,  nostro  vero  lucem 
priebent  baud  couteinnendam.  Ironice  capienda  esse  vix  cre- 
diderim,  quanquam  satis  acerbe  dicta  sunt ; videntur  autem 
raihi  vim  habere  imprecationis,  ‘male  .sit  illius  ignavi®.’ 
Non  igitur  jurat  veritas  per  homines  apud  quos  vivit,  sed 


Digitized  by  Google 


APPENDIX. 


potius  eo8  exsecratur.  Quod  si  veriim  est,  uon  nego  aut  Babrii) 
aut  veteri  diasceuastce  magis  coiiveuire  quam  hodierno  falsario, 
qui  tamcn  hanc  lociitionem  aut  e glossario  aliquo  eruisse,  aut, 
quod  feci  ipse,  in  Sophoclis  fragraentis  observasse  potest. 
Habeat  autem  suam  sibi  laudem  auctor  fabulae,  quisquis  ille 
fuerit. 

Quae  modo  dixi  admonent  me  de  alia  re  qua3  fabulanim 
istarum  defensoribus  fortasse  faveat.  Sunt  enim  in  istis  fabulis 
loca  quaedam  vitio  descripta : quonun  partem  correxit  Levisius, 
partem  notavit,  partem  etiam  praetermisit.  Quam  rein  ut  ad 
liquidum  pcrducere  possem,  congfitui  ipsum  codicem  inspicere ; 
quo  facto  iiiveni  nonnulla  Levisium  fefellisse,  quod  in  maxima 
literarum  similitudine  nequaquam  mirandum,  cetera  ita  esse 
ut  a viro  accurationis  studiosissimo  descnpta  sunt.  Quoniam 
autem  in  libro  evolvendo  operam  etiam  dedi  ut  rasarus  omnes 
observarcm,  satins  videtur  omnia  quae  notatione  digna  duxi 
subjicere  in  gratiam  eorum  qui  quid  isti  codici  insit  scire 
velint.  Seqiiuntiir  igitur  nota)  secundum  fabularum  ordinem 
dispositse.  Fab.  9.  versus  7 in  margine  codicis  positus  est.  Fab. 
16.  2 codex  diserte  exhibet  oo-Trep,  quod  sensu  postulante  conje- 
cerat  Davisius.  Ib.  versus  14  literis  uncialibus  scriptus  est,  ut 
epimythium  sit.  Fab.  17.  versus  2 recto  descriptus  esse  vide- 
tur a Levisio,  qui  tamen  jure  pronun tiat  sensiun  mancum  esse. 
Ib.  V.  18  epimythium  est.  Fab.  18.  v.  2 sic  est  ut  Levisius 
descripsit.  Ib.  v.  10  in  margine  positus  est.  Fab.  22.  15  non 
interpunctum  est  inter  hp&aiv  et  ov')(i.  Fab.  23. 10  non  evp^efuii 
scriptum  est,  sed,  ut  videtur,  evprjivat^  facili  errore  pro  euprj/cf- 
vai : K enim  et  rj  fere  similiter  scripta  sunt.  Ib.  versu  1 2 
legitur  TTZirarflZevr^^  quod  genus  compendii  plerumque  -os 
significat;  in  fab.  13.  16  autem  codex  exhibet  sirwOdvovTO^ 
ne  forte  dubites  descriptorem  TmrayiBsino  voluisse.  Fab. 
27.  7 notat  Levisius  sensum  posci  contrarium  quam  qui  inest 
verbis  Kipar  dvoidav  ofifidrcov  dalvaty  unde  ego  conjecerara  tcipa 
Kurcadevy  quod  firmatur  verbis  alterius  e pedestribus  versionibus 
(ed.  Cor.  p.  121),  Karaydav  t&v  ofM/xarcov  X^cdv  6<f>ei\euf  Kaladai  : 
codex  tamen  K^par  dvoodev  exhibet.  Fab.  25.  10  prima  litera 
vocis  dXX/yvs  loco  alius  cujusdam  liter®  scripta  est.  Fab.  27.  8 
in  rasura  script®  sunt  du®  posteriores  liter®  vocis  TTpoastp/jKot, 
Fab.  29.  3 6a7ipt)v  Trrjpos  est  in  rasura,  qu®  etiam  pr®cedentem 
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et  sequentem  vocem  aliqnatenus  coutingit.  Fab.  33.  3 quod 
conjeceram  et  7’  pro  el  yap  coufirmat  codex,  ubi  eotlem  fere 
modo  Bcripta  sunt  7’  et  yap  ; quod  testator  fat).  82.  7,  ubi  pari 
jure  et  ydp  descripsissct  licvisius.  Similiter  in  fab.  34.  5 iyoyy 
procul  dubio  voluit  descriptor,  habet  etiam  versio  pedestris. 
Ib.  vcrsu  6 <rrpoyyv\a  sic  scriptum  est  ut  apparent  posteriores 
literas  olim  aliter  exaratas  fuisse : sequebantur  etiam  aliae 
litersB,  fortasse  et.  Fab.  36.  9 in  rasura  sunt  re  ttai',  rescripta 
est  item  tertia  litera  vocis  irpoaotira.  Fab.  37.  4 codex  exbibot 
elKxov,  non,  quod  suspicabar,  eXx°'’-  Ib.  versu  5 in  rasTira  est 
oxKra  Kai\  prior  lectio  videtur  fui.sse  J/ccoTiXXeD  iova.  Fab.  40. 
23  in  rasura  et  litura  est  i^evpov.  Ib.  versu  25  in  rasura  est 
ivspyov,  quod  ex  literis  partim  erasis  partim  servatis  aliiis 
cujusdam  vocis  compositum  est.  Fab.  43.  6 pro  Script  conje- 
ceram BaTrjpi  hoc  est,  divisori,  qua;  vox,  quanquam  Icxicis 
ignota  esse  videtur,  ad  sensum  foret  accommodatissima : in 
codice  autem  plane  legitur  Sorrjpi : neque  ego  in  t.ali  scripture 
de  lectione  depravata  cogitaverim.  lb.  versu  9 rfj  ad  hunc 
modum  scriptum  est,  t p,  erasa  qu;e  intcrcedebat  litera.  Fab. 
45.  7 codex  habet  Set,  non,  quod  posuit  Levisius,  dei,  literis 
uncialibus  A et  A non  multum  inter  se  differentibus,  pripsertim 
cum  in  rasura  sit  A.  In  rasura  sunt  etiam  litera  I et  prior 
pars  vocis  TAX02,  qu:e  in  locum  brevioris  cujusdam  vocaluili 
suflfecta  est,  ita  ut  necesse  fuerit  superius  scribi  literas — OS. 
Fab.  48,  sicut  etiam  fab.  67,  post  scriptum  codicem  inserta  est, 
eadem  manu  descripta  folio  minusculo.  Fab.  49.  13  codex  ex- 
hibct  avvelXKero,  non  quod  dedit  I.evisius  <rwel\Keff'  6.  Decepit 
virum  doctmn  syllaba  -to  in  rasura  scripta.  E vestigiis 
erasanim  literarum  conjecerim  prius  scriptum  fuisse  avi'si\Ker’ 
tuf.  Fab.  50.  1 1 non  p,iKpav  sod  vexphy  legitur  in  codice  quan- 
quam magna  est  scripturanun  similitudo.  Nf«pdj»  jam  antea  e 
pedestribus  versionibus  enieram,  sensu  postulantc.  Fab.  54. 
1 8 in  rasura  sunt  Uten-e  quatuor  priores  et  octava  vocis  Kararpi- 
/Stov.  Fab.  56.  7 dicit  Levisius  in  codice  esse  Tervx>]Kvif)  e 
suprascripto  : ego  tov  e nec  volam  ncc  vestigium  reperire  potui. 
Obiter  moneo  perperam  conjccisse  Levisium  rivi,  cum 

multo  verisimilius  sit  Ttrv)(r]Kvi7),  quod  metrum  conservat, 
calami  lapsu  scriptum  esse  pro  rert/x^Kvla,  diasceuasta,  ut  solet, 
perfecti  formam  imperite  usm-pante.  Fab.  60.  1 1 in  rasura  est 
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prima  litera  vocis  <f>ovevTr)pa.  Fab.  65. 2 erasum  est  aliquid  ante 
Kparfjp' : videtur  tamen  prior  lectio  fere  eadem  fuisse.  Fab.  68. 
13  nullus  dubito  quin  iirvtp  jt  errore  scriptum  sit  pro  vttp^  to, 
quod  sensus  poscit : in  codice  autem  legitur  virr^  t*.  Fab.  7 1 . 
1 in  litura  est  quinta  litera  vocis  npoaijpt^v.  Fab.  73.  4 post 
Tot»  erasum  est  verbum,  quod  fortasse  fuit  ipsum  tow  gemina- 
tum.  Fab.  76.  8 dubitanter  conjeceram  avfsUv:  habet  tamen 
codex  (Twoiiv.  b'ab.  78.  14  conjeceram  Svvt}p6p  : codex  geniti- 
vum  pluralem  servet,  sensu  credo  partitivo.  Fab.  80.  15,  16 
primum  conjeceram  TrpoffavoXKvei,  postea  putabam  v.  15  Sict. 
fiecov  positum  esse.  Rem  planam  facit  codex,  ubi  signis  /3  a 
indicatum  est  versus  esse  transponendos.  Fab.  81.4  non  inepte 
suspicetur  aliquis  diasceuastam  barbare  dedisse  aKSvaas,  quod 
idem  esset  ac  trKevda-at,  cum  in  pedestri  versione  sit  oUrj/ia 
koKKuttov  Kol  p,eri(opov  Korta-Ktvaat : habet  vero  codex  <nrev<rat. 
Ib.  versu  9 \vv~r)  quod  ex  utraque  versione  conjeceram  pro 
Xwtot;  etiam  in  codice  legitur:  sic  autem  scriptum  est  ut  facilo 
duplicis  O’  speciem  referre  videatur.  Fab.  82.  3 ovic  Svtos  supra 
versum  scriptum  est.  Fab.  87.  3 iiovrot  fuerat  iaOiovros : in 
i/rrdSr)v  nihil  variatum  est.  Fab.  89.  5 habere  videtur  codex 
5rp  y’ : confer  quae  dixi  ad  fab.  33.  3.  Fab.  90.  20  reposueram 
e Nazianzeno  nr*!  Si  K^^ioixrav  ovk  artp  p/iwrqs  relate  ad  verbum 
subauditiun,  quod  paullo  melius  esset:  habet  autem  codex 
SfvtTjjs  Bt  y rj^luxTav.  Ib.  versu  23  codex  servat  hratiTamy,  quod 
non  cum  Levisio  ex  hrata<ru  duxerim  sed  potius  ex  hratte, 
future  iirataw,  quod  et  ipsum  nihili  est,  a diasceuasta  in  loni- 
cam  formam  converse,  quemadmodum  verus  Babrius  fab.  1 2.  2 1 
pro  ■xpopiaris  fortasse  usurpavit  ^((apUKrgt.  Fab.  94.  10  Si  /a« 
supra  versum  scriptum  est.  His  adjicio  unam  observationem 
qua  licet  non  ex  ipsa  codicis  inspectione  orta  sit,  ab  iis  quae  in 
codice  animadverti  fidem  accipit.  Fab.  27.  9 reposuit  Levisius 
•jrpoff^HovijKOi  pro  illo  quod  in  codice  esse  dicit  irpoffffxop'“.  Ego 
quanquam  locum  non  inspexi,  crediderim  in  codice  scriptum  esse 
irpoa^v"-'^,  cum  ibi  similiter  exarata  sint  alias  k et  17.  rTpoo-- 
<fxovei7]  autem  scriptum  est  pro  trpoa^voiri,  ut  fab.  86.  5 \nrovp- 
ytit)  pro  \iirovpyoiri,  fab.  17.  17  eXtuitv  pro  iXjcoicv.  Error 
inde  ortus  esse  videtur  quod  Grseci  hodiemi,  si  recte  didici, 
eodem  fere  modo  diphthongos  ti  et  ot  sonare  solent.  Fortasse 
contrario  modo  peccatum  est  fab.  76.  8 de  quo  supra  dixi. 
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Atqne  hsec  sunt  quje  a codice  tanquam  spolia  reportavi.  Memi- 
nerint  lectores  me  non  id  egisse  ut  codicis  collationem  insti- 
tiierem,  quod  de  fide  ejus  dubitanti  vix  operfe  pretium  fuisset, 
sed  tantum  ut  in  nonnullis  locis  quae  non  recte  descripta  esse 
putarem  quid  vere  dedisset  descriptor  intelligerem.  Cum 
autem  viderem  voces  non  paucas  in  rasura  scriptas,  has  etiam 
prout  potui  in  tabulas  meas  retuli : vereor  tamen  ne  unam  et 
alteram  prsetermiserim,  ea  quae  in  tahulis  notavi  semel  atque 
iterum  vix  recte  interpretatus  sim.  Quibus  de  rasuris,  ut  etiam 
de  fabulis  post  codicem  scriptum  insertis,  quaestio  oritur  sane 
non  levis  momenti : vellem  enim  scire  num  Menas,  qui  codicis 
Atboi  accuratissimum  exemplar  confecisse  professus  est,  in 
rasuris  quoque  et  insertis  fabulis  archetypum  secutus  sit. 
Equidem  ut  quid  sentiam  dicam,  suspicionem  movent  loca 
qualia  sunt  fabb.  29.  3,  31.  16,  37.  5,  40.  25  diasceuastam 
nostrum  ne  inter  describendas  quidem  fabulas  ingenio  peper- 
cisse  sed  ea  quae  prius  concinnavisset  etiam  tiun  concinniora 
reddere  voluisse.  Quid  autem  universe  de  corruptis  codicis 

lectionibus  statuendum  ? Dixi  eas  fabularum  istanim  defen- 

•> 

soribus  fortasse  favere  : sunt  tamen  hie  quoque  quEB  e contraria 
part-e  allegafi  possint.  Qui  enim  codices  antiques  fraudidenter 
simulat,  si  libnim  mendis  carentem  producat,  facile  deprehen- 
ditur : quod  nuper  animadversum  est  a viro  docto  nostrate  de 
specimine  Vranii  Simonidei  Oxoniam  perlato.  Non  igitur 
absurdum  est  credere  falsarium  nostrum  hanc  culpam  procul  a 
se  amovendam  de  industria  curavisse.  Potest  etiam  istos 
errores  neque  multos  neque  enibescendos  mera  incuria  fudisse, 
dum  fabulas  a se  compositas  de  novo  et  quidem  satis  operose 
describebat. 

Hie  tandem,  re  quantum  in  me  est  pertractata,  commenta- 
tioni  meae  finem  imponam.  Egi  quidem  partes  accusatoris,  ita 
tamen,  ut  spero,  ut  judicis  quoque  officium  non  oranino  neg- 
l(*xerim : nunc  qusestionem  totam  eruditis  commendo.  Con- 
sentientem  fortasse  habebo  Cobetum,  quern  sero  didici  in 
Mnemosynes  vol.  8,  p.  339,  de  una  et  altera  istanim  fabulanim 
speciminis  loco  a Duebnero  evulgatis  sententiam  his  verbis 
tulisse:  ‘Fieri  potest  ut  abjectissimjE  aetatis  Graeculus  ista 
pfpne  Qap^apujrl  conscribillaverit,  fieri  potest  ut  impostor 
aliquis  nostrse  setatis  credulam  eruditorum  turbam  ludificari  et 
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prrmngere  voluerit,  sed  ut  ex  gemiinis  Babrii  carminibiis  quid- 
quam  in  istis  sordibus  insit  id  vero  fieri  non  potest.’  Fabulis 
totis  perlectis  reperiet,  opinor,  vir  doctissimus  nonnulla  sordi- 
bus istis  meliora,  perpauca  autem  Babrio  digna : reperiet  etiam 
q\updam  quae  ante  bos  sedecim  annos,  nondum  publicata  Lach- 
manni  editione,  scripta  esse  nequeunt.  Non  is  sum  qiii  pro- 
nuntiare  ausim  qtiis  auctor,  sive  unus  seu  pliires  fuerint, 
quibusve  praesidiis  adjntus,  fabulas  istas  confecerit,  quanquam 
putaverim  eum  e recente  aliqua  fabularum  .i^sopearum  edi- 
tione, Foriana  aut  Coraesiana,  pleraque  hausisse,  lexica  quoque 
et  glossaria  antiqua  satis  diligenter  lectitasse:  illud  autem  pro 
certo  affirmaverim,  quod  dicit  Menas,  se  codicem  istum  e 
vetere  archetype  integrum  ad  amussim  descripsisse,  factum 
esse  non  posse. 
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Thompson,  D.D.  Crown  8vo. 

Hume’s  Philosophical 

i Works.  Edited,  with  Notes,  &c.  by 
T.  H.  Green,  M.A.  and  the  Rev. 
T.  H.  Grose,  M.  A.  4 vols.  8vo.  56/. 
Or  separately,  Essays,  2 vols.  s8r. 
Treatise  on  Human  Nature,  2 vols.  2$s. 

The  Schools  of  Charles 

the  Great,  and  the  Restoration  of 
Education  in  the  Ninth  Century.  By 
J.  Bass  Mullinger,  M.A.!  8vo. 
price  7r.  6rf. 


MISCELLANEOUS  & CRITICAL  WORKS. 


The  London  Series  of  j 

English  Classics.  Edited  by  John  ; 
W.  Hales,  M.A.  and  by  Charles  S. 
Jerram,  Si. a.  Fcp.  Svo. 

Bacon’s  Essays,  annotated  by  E.  A. 
Abbot,  D.D.  2 vols.  6r. 

Ben  Jonson’s  Every  Man  in  His 
Humour,  by  H.  I!.  Wheatley,  F.S.  A. 
Price  2r.  6d. 

Macaulay’s  Clive,  by  H.  C.  Bowen, 
M.A.  2s.  6J. 

Marlowe’s  Doctor  Faustus,  by  W. 

Wagner,  Ph.D.  2r. 

Milton’s  Paradise  Regained,  by  C.  S.  i 

Jerram,  M.A.  2s.  6d.  ' 

Pope’s  Select  Poems,  by  T.  Arnold,  ■ 
M.A.  2s.  6d.  1 


Miscellaneous  Writings 

of  J.  Conington,  M.A.  Edited  by 
J.  A.  .SvMONDS,  M.-'V.  2 vols.  Svo.  2Sr. 

Mesmerism,  Spiritualism 

&c.  Historically  and  Scientifically 
Considered.  By  W.  B.  Carpenter, 
F.  R.  S.  &c.  Crown  Svo.  5*. 

Evenings  with  the  Skep- 

tics ; OTy  Free  Discussion  on  Free 
Thinkers.  By  John  Owen,  Rector 
of  East  Anstey,  Devon.  Crown  Svo. 

\yust  ready. 

Short  Studies  on  Great 

Subjects.  ByJ.  A.  Froude,  M.A. 
3 vols.  crown  ovo.  i8f. 

Manual  of  English  Lite- 
rature, Historical  and  Critical.  By 
T.  Arnold,  M.A.  Crotvn Svo.  yr.  &/. 
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Lord  Macaulay’s  Miscel- 
laneous Writingfs 
Library  Edition,  2 vols.  8vo.  2is. 
People’s  Edition,  1 vol.  cr.  8vo.  41.  &/. 

Lord  Macaulay’s  Miscel- 

laneous Writings  and  Speeches. 

Student’s  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Speeches  of  the  Right 

Hon.  Lord  Macaulay,  corrected  by 
Himself.  Crown  8vo.  y.  6ii. 

Selections  from  the  Wri- 
tings of  Lord  Macaulay.  Edited, 
with  Notes,  by  G.  O.  Trevelyan, 
M.P.  Crown.  8vo.  6s. 

The  Rev.  Sydney  Smith’s 

Essays.  Crown  8vo.  3^.  6r/.  cloth. 

The  Wit  and  Wisdom  of 

the  Rev.  Sydney  Smith.  Crown 
8vo.  3r.  6ti. 

Miscellaneous  and  Post- 
humous Works  of  the  late  Henry 
Thomas  Buckle.  Edited  by  Helen 
Taylor.  3 vols.  8vo.  521.  6d. 

Miscellaneous  Works  of 

Thomas  Arnold,  D.D.  late  Head 
Master  of  Rugby  School.  8vo.  Js. 

German  Home  Life;  a 

Series  of  Essays  on  the  Domestic  Life 
of  Germany.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Realities  of  Irish  Life. 

By  W.  Steuart  Trench.  Crowm 
8vo.  2s.  6d.  sewed,  or  3r.  6d.  cloth. 

Church  and  State;  their 

Relations  Historically  Developed.  By 
H.  Geffcken,  Prof,  of  International 
Law,  Univ.  of  Strasburg.  Translated 
by  E.  F.  Taylor.  2 vols.  8vo.  42/. 


Lectures  on  the  Science 

of  T ■tigtiflgrifc.  By  F.  Max  Muller, 
M.A.  2 vols.  crown  8vo.  idr. 

Chips  from  a German 

Workshop  ; Essays  on  the  Science  of 
Religion,  and  on  Mythology,  Traditions 
& Customs.  By  F.  Max  Muller, 
M.A.  4 vols.  8vo.  i8j. 

Language  & Languages. 

A Revised  Edition  of  Chapters  on  Lan* 
cuage  and  Families  of  .Speech.  By 
F.  \V.  Farrar,  D.D.  F.R.S.  Crown 
8vo.  6^. 

The  Essays  and  Contri- 
butions of  A.  K.  H.  B.  Uniform 
Cabinet  Editions  in  crown  8vo. 
Recreations  of  a Country  Parson,  Three 
Series,  3r.  6d.  each. 

Landscapes,  Churches,  and  Moralities, 

price  3r.  6d. 

Seaside  Musings,  31.  6d. 

Changed  Aspects  of  Unchanged 
Truths,  3r.  W. 

Counsel  and  Comfort  from  a City 
Pulpit,  3f.  6d. 

Lessons  of  Middle  Age,  y.  6d. 

Leisure  Hours  in  Town,  3x.  6d. 

Autumn  Holidays  of  a Country  Parson, 

price  3x.  6d. 

Sunday  Afternoons  at  the  Parish 
Church  of  a University  City,  3x.  W. 
The  Commonplace  Philosopher  in 
Town  and  Country,  3x.  6d. 

Present-Day  Thoughts,  y.  6d. 

Critical  Essays  of  a Country  Patsou, 

price  3x.  6d. 

The  Graver  Thoughts  of  a Country 
Parson,  Three  Series,  31.  6<f.  each. 


DICTIONARIES  and  OTHER  BOOKS  of 
REFERENCE. 


Dictionary  of  the  English 

]f-ftngiia.ge.  By  R.  G.  LaTHAM, 
M.A.  M.D.  Abridged  from  Dr. 
Latham’s  Edition  of  Johnson's  English 
Dictionary.  Medium  8vo.  24/. 


A Dictionary  of  the  Eng- 
lish Language.  By  R.  G.  Latham, 
M.A.  M.D.  Founded  on  Johnson’s 
English  Dictionary  as  edited  by  the  Rev. 
H.  J.  Todd.  4 vols.  4to.  Ll- 
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The^urus  of  English 

\-Words  and  Phrase^  cLissified  and 
arranged  so  as  to  facilitate  the  expres- 
sion of  Ideas,  and  assist  in  Literary 
Com|X)sition.  lly  P.  M.  Rocet, 
M.D.  Crown  Svo.  icu.  6 /. 

English  Synonymes.  By 

K.  J.  WilATF.i.Y.  Kdited  by  K. 
Whatf.ly,  D.U.  Fcp.  Svo.  y. 

Handbook  of  the  English 

Lang^ag^e.  By  U.  G.  L.vtham,  M.A. 
M.D.  Crown  Svo.  6^. 

Contanseau’s  Practical 

Dictionary  of  the  French  and  English 
Languages.  Post  Svo.  price  p.  M. 

Contanseau’s  Pocket 

Dictionary,  French  and  English, 
abridged  from  the  Practical  Dictionary 
by  the  Author.  Square  iSmo.  y.  6d. 

A New  Pocket  Diction- 
ary of  the  German  and  English 
Languages.  By  F,  W.  Longman, 
Ball.  Coll.  Oxford.  Square  iSmo.  $s. 

A Practical  Dictionary 

of  the  German  and  English  Lan- 
guages. By  Rev.  W.  L.  lll.ACKI.EtY, 
M.A.  & Dr.  t.  M.  Friedlander. 
Post  Svo.  y.  M. 

A Dictionary  of  Roman 

and  Greek  Antiquities.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  illustrative  of  the  Arts  and 
Life  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans.  By 
A.  Rich,  B.A.  Crown  Svo.  Js.  (xi. 

The  Critical  Lexicon  and 

Concordance  to  the  English  and 
Greek  New  Testament.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  W.  Bullisger.  Medium  Svo.  3or. 

A Greek-English  Lexi- 
con. By  II.  G.  I.innELl.,  D.D.  Dean 
of  Christchurch,  and  R.  ScO  TT,  D.D. 
Dean  of  Rochester.  Crown  410.  3&r. 

Liddell  & Scott’s  Lexi- 

con,  Greek  And  English,  abridged  for 
Schools.  S<(uarc  i2mo.  yr.  (xi. 


An  English-Greek  Lexi- 
con, containing  all  the  Greek  Words 
used  by  Writers  of  good  authority.  By 
C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.  4to.  2lr. 

Mr.  Yonge’s  Lexicon, 

English  and  Greek,  abridged  from  his 
larger  Lexicon.  Square  l2mo.  Sr.  id. 

A Latin-English  Diction- 
ary. By  Joii.N  T.  ’White,  D.D. 
Oxon.  and  J.  E.  Riddle,  M.A.  Oxon. 
Sixth  Edition,  revisecL  i vol.  4(0.  28s. 

White’s  College  Latin- 

English  Dictionary^  for  the  use  of 
University  Students.  Medium  Svo,  15/. 

A Latin-English  Diction- 
ary for  the  use  of  Middle-Class  Schools. 
By  John  T.  White,  D.D.  Oxon. 
Square  fcp.  Svo.  y. 

White’s  Junior  Student’s 

Latin-English  and  Eng^ish-Latin 
Dictionary.  Square  l2mo. 

English-Latin  Dictionary,  y.id. 
Latin-FInglish  Dictionary,  yr.&f. 
Complete,  i2r. 

M‘Culloch’s  Dictionary 

of  Commerce  and  Commercial  Navi- 
gation. Rc-etlited  by  Hl'GH  G.  Reid, 
Assistant-Comptroller  H.H.  .Stationery 
Office.  With  1 1 Maps  and  30  Chirts, 
Sva  63r. 

Keith  Johnston’s  General 

Dictionary  of  Geography,  Descriptive, 
Physical,  Statistical,  and  Historical ; 
a complete  Gazetteer  of  the  World. 
Medium  8vo.  421. 

The  Public  Schools  Atlas 

of  Ancient  Geogfraphy,  in  28  entirely 
new  Coloured  Maps.  Editctl  by  the 
Rev.  G.  Butler,  M.A.  Imperial  Svo. 
or  imperi.al  4to.  yr.  id. 

The  Public  Schools  Atlas 

of  Modern  Geog^phy,  in  31  entirely 
new  Coloured  Maps.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  G.  Butler,  M.A,  Imperial  Svo. 
or  imperial  410.  5r. 
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ASTRONOMY  and 

Outlines  of  Astronomy. 

By  SirJ.  F.  W.  Herschel,  Bart.  M.A. 
Latest  Edition,  with  Plates  and  Dia- 
grants.  Square  crown  8vo.  1 2s. 

Essays  on  Astronomy. 

A Series  of  Papers  on  Planets  and 
Meteors,  the  Sun  and  Sun-surrounding 
Space,  Star  and  Star  Cloudlets.  By 
R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A.  With  to  Plates 
and  24  Woodcuts.  8vo.  I2j. 

The  Moon ; her  Motions, 

Aspects,  Scenery,  and  Physical  Con- 
dition. By  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A. 
With  Plates,  Charts,  Woodcuts,  and 
Lunar  Photographs.  Crown  8vo.  lOs.Sd. 

The  Sun ; Ruler,  Light,  Fire, 

and  Life  of  the  Planetary  System.  By 
R.  A.  Proctor,  B.  A.  With  Plates  & 
Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo.  l+r. 

The  Orbs  Around  Us ; 

a Series  of  Essays  on  the  Moon  & 
Planets,  Meteors  & Comets,  the  .Sun  & 
Coloured  Pairs  of  Suns.  By  R.  A. 
Proctor,  B.A.  With  Chart  and  Dia- 
grams. Crown  8vo.  71. 

Other  Worlds  than  Ours ; 

The  Plurality  of  Worlds  Studie<l  under 
the  Light  of  Recent  Scientific  Re- 
searches. By  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A. 
With  i4lllu.strations.  Cr.  8vo.  lOf.  6d. 

The  Universe  of  Stars ; 

Presenting  Researches  into  and  New 
Views  respecting  the  Constitution  of 
the  Heavens.  By  R.  A.  Proctor, 
B.A.  Second  Edition,  with  22  Charts 
{4  Coloured)  and  22  Diagrams.  8vo. 
price  10/.  6d. 

The  Transits  of  Venus ; 

A Popular  Account  of  Past  and  Coming 
Transits.  By  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A. 

20  Plates  (12  CoIoure<l)  and  27  Wood- 
cuts.  Crown  8vo.  8/.  (xi. 

Saturn  and  its  System. 

By  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A.  8vo.  with 
14  Plates,  14/, 


METEOROLOGY. 

The  Moon,  and  the  Con- 

dition  and  Configurations  of  its  .Surface. 
By  E.  Neison,  F.R.A.S.  With  26 
Maps  & 5 Plates.  Medium  8vo.  31/.  6</. 

Celestial  Objects  for 

Common  Telescopes.  By  T.  W. 
Wedb,  M.A.  With  Chart  and  WockI- 
cuts.  New  Edition  in  the  press. 

A New  Star  Atlas,  for  the 

Library,  the  School,  and  the  Obser- 
vatory, in  12  Cirailar  Maps  (with  2 
Index  Plates).  By  R.  A.  Proctor, 
B.  A.  Crown  8vo.  5/. 

Larger  Star  Atlas,  for  the 

Library,  in  Twelve  Circular  Maps, 
with  Introduction  and  2 Index  Plates. 
By  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A.  Folio,  15/. 
or  Maps  only,  \2s.  6d, 

Dove’s  Law  of  Storms, 

considered  in  connexion  with  the 
Ordinary  Movements  of  the  Atmo- 
sphere. Translated  by  R.  II.  ScOTT, 
M.A.  8vo.  10/.  6d. 

Air  and  Rain ; the  Begin- 

nings  of  a Chemical  Climatology.  By 
R.  A.  Smith,  F.R.S.  8vo.  24/. 

Air  and  its  Relations  to 

Life,  1774-1874;  a Course  of  Lec- 
tures delivered  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
By  W.  N.  Hartley,  F.C.S.  With  66 
Woodcuts.  Small  8vo.  6s. 

Schellen’s  Spectrum 

Analysis,  in  its  Application  to  Terres- 
trial Substances  and  the  Physical 
Constitution  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies. 
Translated  by  Jane  and  C.  Lasseli., 
with  Notes  by  W.  HUGOINS,  LL.D. 
F.R.S.  8vo.  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  28j. 

A Treatise  on  the  Cy- 

cloid,  and  on  all  forms  of  Cycloidal 
Curves,  and  on  the  use  of  Cycloidal 
Curves  in  dealing  with  the  Motions  of 
Planets,  Comets,  &c.  and  of  Matter 
projected  from  the  Sun.  By,  R.  A. 
Proctor,  B.A.  With  161  Diagrams. 
Crown  8vo.  lOj.  6d. 
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Professor  Helmholtz’ 

Popular  Lectures  on  Scientific  Sub* 
jects.  Translated  by  E.  ATKINSON, 
F.C.S.  With  numerou.s  Wood  Engrav- 
ings. Svo.  12S.  6(/. 

Professor  Helmholtz  on 

the  Sensations  of  Tone,  as  a Physio- 
logical Basis  for  the  Theory  of  Music. 
Translated  by  A.  J.  Ellis,  F.R.S. 
. Svo.  3 dr. 

Ganot’s  Natural  Philo- 
sophy for  General  Readers  and 
Young  Persons ; a Course  of  Physics 
divested  of  Mathematical  Formula-  and 
expressed  in  the  language  of  daily  life. 
Translated  by  E.  Atkinson,  F.C.S. 
Third  Edition.  Plates  and  Woodcuts. 
Crown  Svo.  Js,  6d. 

Ganot’s  Elementary 

Treatise  on  Physics,  Experimental 
and  Applied,  for  the  use  of  Colleges 
and  Schools.  Translated  and  edited 
by  E.  Atkinson,  F.C.S.  Eighth 
Edition.  Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Post 
Svo.  I5f. 

Amott’s  Elements  of  Phy- 
sics or  Natural  Philosophy.  Seventh 
Edition,  edited  by  A.  Bain,  LL.D. 
> and  A.  S.  Taylor,  M.D.  F.R.S. 
Crown  Svo.  Woodcuts,  lar.  &/. 

The  Correlation  of  Phy- 
sical Forces.  By  the  Hon.  Sir  W. 
’ ' R.  Grovk,  F.R.S.  &c.  Sixth  Edition, 
revised  and  augmented.  Svo.  1 5r. 

Weinhold’s  Introduction 

to  Experimental  Physics ; including 
' Directions  for  Constructing  Physical 
Apparatus  and  for  Making  Experiments. 
Translated  by  B.  I.OF.\VY,  F.R.A.S. 
WithaPrefacebyG.C.  Foster,F.R.S. 
Svo.  Plates  & Woodcuts  jir. 

A Treatise  on  Magnet- 
ism, General  and  Terrestrial.  By  H. 
Llqyd,  D.D.  D.C.L.  Svo.  ton.  (xi. 

Elementary  Treatise  on 

the  Wave-Theory  of  Light  By 
H.  Lloyd,  D.D.  D.C.L.  Svo.  tor.  6<f. 


Fragments  of  Science. 

By  John  Tyndall,  F.R.S.  Latest 
E<liiion.  Crown  Svo.  lo/.  6J. 

Heat  a Mode  of  Motion. 

By  John  Tyndall,  F.R.S.  Fifth 
Edition  nearly  ready. 

Sound.  By  J ohn  T yndall, 

F.R.S.  Third  Edition,  including 
Recent  Researches  on  Fog-Signalling. 
Crown  Svo.  price  tor.  6d. 

Researches  on  Diamag- 
netism and  Magne-CrystallicAction; 
including  Diamagnetic  Polarity.  By 
John  Tyndall,  F.R.S.  With  6 
Plates  and  many  SVoodcuts.  Svo.  I4r. 

Contributions  to  Mole- 
cular Physics  in  the  domain  of  Ra- 
diant Heat  By  John  Tyndall, 
F.R.S.  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  Svo.  l6r. 

Six  Lectures  on  Light, 

delivered  in  America  in  1872  and  1873. 
By  John  Tyndall,  F.R.S.  Second 
Edition.  Portrait,  Plate,  and  Diagrams. 
Crown  Svo.  7/.  6^. 

Lessons  in  Electricity  at 

the  Royal  Institution,  1875-6.  By 
John  Ty.sdall,  F.R.S.  With  58 
Woodnits.  Crown  Svo.  2f.  6i/. 

Notes  of  a Course  of 

Seven  Lectures  on  Electrical  Phe- 
nomena and  Theories,  delivered  at 
the  Royal  Institution.  By  John  Tyn- 
dall, F.R.S.  Crown  Svo.  is.  sewed, 
or  Ir.  (xf.  cloth. 

Notes  of  a Course  of  Nine 

Lectures  on  Light,  delivered  at  the 
Royal  Institution.  By  John  Tyndall, 
F.R.S.  Crown  Svo.  ir.  sewed,  or 
If.  &/.  cloth. 

Principles  of  Animal  Me- 
chanics. By  the  Rev.  S.  Haughton, 
F.R.S.  Second  Edition.  Svo.  21s. 
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Text-Books  of  Science, 

Mechanical  and  Physical,  adapted  for 
the  use  of  Artisans  and  of  Students  in 
Public  and  Science  Schools.  Small 
8vo.  with  Woodcuts,  &c. 

Abney’s  Photog^raphy,  y.  6d. 
Anderson's  Streng^th  of  Materials,  y.6j. 
Armstrong's  Organic  Chemistry,  y.  6J. 
Barry’s  Railway  Appliances,  3r.  (u/. 
Bloxam’s  Metals,  3.C  6c/. 

Goodeve’s  Mechanics,  3s.  6J. 

Mechanism,  3s.  6c/. 

Gore’s  Electro-Metallurgy,  6j. 

Griffin’s  Algebra  & Trigonometry,  3/6. 
Jenkin’s  Electricity  & Magnetism,  3/6. 
Maxwell's  Theory  of  Heat,  3r.  6J. 
Merriiield’s  Technical  Arithmetic,  3r.  6J. 
Miller’s  Inorganic  Chemistry,  3s.  6d. 
Preece  & Si vewright’s  Telegraphy,  3/6. 
Shellejr’s  Workshop  Appliances,  3r  6d. 

Thome’s  Structural  and  Physiological 
Botany,  6s. 

Thorpe’s  Quantitative  Analysis,  4^.  6J. 
Thorpe  & Muir’s  Qualitative  Analysis, 

price  3s.  61/. 

Tilden’s  Systematic  Chemistry,  3^.  61/. 
Unwin’s  Machine  Design,  3r.  6J. 
Watson’s  Plane  & Solid  Geometry,  3/6. 

Light  Science  for  Leisure 

Hours ; Familiar  Essays  on  Scientific 
Subjects,  Natural  Phenomena,  &c. 
Uy  R.  A.  Proctor,  B.A.  2 vols. 
crown  8vo.  7/.  M.  each. 

The  Comparative  Ana- 
tomy and  Physiology  of  the  Verte- 
brate Animats.  By  Richard  Owen, 
F.R.S.  With  1,472  Woodcuts.  3 
vols.  8vo.  £3.  I3r.  6d. 

Kirby  and  Spence’s  In- 

troduction  to  Entomology,  or  Ele- 
ments of  the  Natural  Ilistor)*  of  Insects. 
Crown  8vo.  5x. 

A Familiar  History  of 

Birds,  by  E.  Stanley,  D.D.  Fcp. 
Svo.  with  Woodcuts,  3^.  6</. 


Homes  without  Hands; 

a Description  of  the  Habitations  of 
Animals,  classed  according  to  their 
Principle  of  Construction.  By.the  Rev, 
J.  G.  Wood,  M.A  With  about  140 
Vignettes  on  Wood.  Svo.  14s, 

Wood’s' Strang  Dwell- 
ings ; a Description  of  the  Habitations 
of  Animals,  abridged  from  ‘Homes 
without  Hands.’  With  Frontispiece 
and  60  Woodcuts.  Crown  Svo.  yr.  &/. 

Wood’s  Insects  at  Home; 

a Popular  Account  of  Bridal) -Iiiseets, 
their  Structure,  Ihabits,  and  Tfans- 
formations.  With  700  Woodcuts. 
Svo.  I4T.  ■'  ^ 

Wood’s  Insects  Abroad ; 

a Popular  Account  of  F'oreign  Insects, 
their  Structure,  Habit.s,-  and  Tntnf- 
formations.  Witli  700  Woodcuts. 
Svo.  I4f,  - 

Wood’s  Out  of  Doors ; a 

Selection  of  Original  Articles  on 
Practical  Natural  History.  ’'With  6 
Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  7i.  6</.  _ 

Wood’s  Bible  Animals ; a 

description  of  eveiy  Living  Creature 
mentioned  in  the  Scriptures,  from  the 
Ape  to  the  Coral.  With  112  Vignettes, 
Svo.  I4T,  , I 

The  Sea  and  its  Living 

Wonders.  By  Dr.  G.  HartWig. 
Sva  with  numerous  IllastAtiona,  price 
lor.  6t/. 

Hartwig’s  Tropical 

World-  With  ahoDt  ddo’Il/astrulonir 
Svo.  tor.  btf. 

Hartwig’s  Polar  World ; 

a Description  of  Mair  and  Nature  indhe 
Arctic  and  Antarctic  Regions  of  the 
Globe.  Chromoxylographs,  Maps,  and 
Woodcuts.  Svo.  lOf.  6(f. 

Hartwig’s  Subterranean 

World.  ^(Vith  Maps  and  Woodcuti, 
Svo.  rox.  6i/,  ■ 

Hartwig’s  Aerial  World; 

a Popular  Account  of  the  Phenomena 
and  Life'Of'the’AtMiotiphere. ' Map, 
Chromoxylographs,  Wolxlcutl.' ' 8vo. 
price  tor.  6d.  • 
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Rocks  Classified  and  De- 

■cribed.  By  Bernhard  Von  Cotta. 
An  English  Translation,  by  P.  H. 
Lawrence  (with  English,  German,  and 
French  Synonymes),  revised  by  the 
Author.  Post  8vo.  14/. 

The  Geology  of  England 

and  Wales ; a Concise  Account  of 
the  Lithological  Characters,  Leading 
Fossils,  and  Economic  Products  of  the 
Rocks.  By  H.  B.  Woodward,  F.G.  S. 
Crown  8vo.  Map  & Woodcuts,  14s. 

Keller’s  Lake  Dwellings 

of  Switzerland,  and  other  Parts  of 
Europe,  Translatetl  by  John  E.  Lee, 
F.S.A.  F.G.S.  New  Edition,  en- 
larged, with  206  Illustrations.  3 vols. 
royal  8vo.  42s. 

The  Primaeval  World  of 

Switzmiaiid.  By  Professor  Oswal 
Heer,  of  the  University  of  Zurich. 
Edited  by  James  Heywood,  M.A. 
F.R.S.  With  Map,  19  Plates,  Sc  372 
Woodaits.  2 vols.  8vo.  28j. 

The  Puzzle  of  Life  and 

How  it  Haa  Been  Put  Together ; a 

Short  History  of  Praehistoric  Vegetable 
and  Animal  Life  on  the  Fjirth.  By  A. 
Nicols,  F.R.G  S.  With  12  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo.  y.  6d. 

The  Origin  of  Civilisa- 

tion,  and  the  Primitive  Condition  of 
Man  ; Mental  and  Social  Condition  of 
Savages.  By  Sir  J.  Lubbock,  Bart. 
M.P.  F.R.S.  8vo.  Woodcuts,  i8^. 

The  Ancient  Stone  Im- 
plements, Weapons,  and  Ornaments 
of  Great  Britain.  By  John  Evans, 
F.  R.  S.  With  3 Plates  and  476  Wood- 
cuts.  8vo.  28r. 


CHEMISTRY  ai 

Miller’s  Elements  of  Che- 
mistry, Theoretical  and  Practical. 
Re-edited,  with  Additions,  hy  H. 
Macleod,  F.C.S.  3 vols.  8vo. 

Part  I.  Chemical  Physics.  i6r. 
Part  II.  Inorganic  Chemistry,  24r. 
Part  III.  Organic  Chemistry,  New 
Edition  in  the  press. 


A Dictionaty  of  Science, 

Literature,  and  Art  Re-edited  by 
the  late  W.  T.  Brande  (the  Author) 
and  the  Rev.  SirG.W.  Cox,  Bart., M.A. 
3 voU,  medium  8vo.  631. 

The  History  of  Modern 

Music,  a Course  of  Lectures  delivered 
at  the  Royal  Institution  of  Great 
Britain.  By  John  Hullah,  LL.D, 
8vo.  price  is.  td. 

Dr.  Hullah’s  2d  Course 

of  Lectures  on  the  Transition  Period 
of  Musical  History,  from  the  Beginning 
of  the  17th  to  the  Middle  of  the  1 8th 
Century.  8vo.  lor. 

Loudon’s  Encyclopaedia 

of  Plants ; comprising  the  Specific 
Character,  Description,  Culture,  His- 
tory, &c.  of  all  the  Plants  found  in 
Great  Britain.  With  upwards  of 
12,000  Woodcuts.  8vo.  42J. 

De  Caisne  & Le  Maout’s 

System  of  DescriptiTe  and  Analy- 
tical Botany.  Translated  by  Mrs. 
Hooker  ; edited  and  arranged  accord- 
ing to  the  English  Botanical  System,  by 
J.  D.  Hooker,  M.D.  With  5,500 
Woodcuts.  Imperial  8vo.  3lr.  6d. 

Hand-Book  of  Hardy 

Trees,  Shrubs,  and  Herbaceous 
Plants ; containing  Descriptions  &c. 
of  the  Best  .Species  in  Cultivation. 
With  720  Original  Woodcut  Illustra- 
tions. By  W.  B.  Hk.\isley.  Medium 
8vo.  izr. 

The  Rose  Amateur’s 

Guide.  By  Thomas  Rivers.  Latest 
Edition.  Fcp.  8vo.  4J.  6d. 

PHYSIOLOGY. 

Animal  Chemistry ; or, 

the  Relation.^  of  Chemistry  to  Physiology 
and  Pathology : a Manual  for  Medical 
Men  and  Scientific  Chemists.  By 
Charles  T.  Kinczeit,  F.C.S.  8vo, 
price  i8j. 
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A Dictiona^  of  Chemis-  1 

try  and  the  Allied  Branches  of  other 
Sciences.  By  Henry  Watts,  F.C.S. 
assisted  by  eminent  Scientific  and 
Practical  Chemists.  7 vols.  medium 
8vo.  .if  10.  l6r.  6J. 

Supplementary  Volume,  completing  the 
Record  of  Chemical  Discovery  to  the 
year  1877.  [/«  tie  press. 

Select  Methods  in  Che- 
mical Analysis,  chiefly  Inorganic.  By  I 
Wm.  Crookes,  F.R.S.  With  22 
Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo.  I2r.  fsd. 


The  History,  Products, 

and  Processes  of  the  Alkali  Trade, 
including  the  most  recent  Improve- 
ments. By  Charles  T.  Kingzktt, 
F.C.S.  With  32  Woodcuts.  8vo.  12.*!. 

Health  in  the  House : 

Twenty-five  Lectures  on  Elementary 
Physiology  in  its  Application  to  the 
Daily  Wants  of  Man  and  Animals. 
By  Mrs.  Buckton.  Crown  8vo. 
Woodcuts,  2/, 


The  FINE  ARTS  and  ILLUSTRATED 
EDITIONS. 


In  Fairyland ; Pictures 

from  the  Elf-World.  By  Richard 
Doyle.  With  a Poem  by  W.  Al- 
LINGHAM.  With  16  coloured  Plates, 
containing  36  Designs.  Folio,  151. 

Lord  Macaulay’s  Lays  of 

Andent  Rome.  With  Ninety  Illustra- 
tions on  Wood  from  Drawings  by  G. 
SCHARF.  Fcp.  4to.  2IJ. 

Miniature  Edition  of 

Macaulay's  Lays  of  Andent  Rome, 

>vith  Scharf’s  90  Illustrations  re<luce<l 
in  Lithography.  Imp.  i6mo.  lOf.  6</. 

Moore’s  Lalla  Rookh. 

Tenniel's  Edition,  with  68  Woodcut 
Illustrations.  Fcp.  4to.  2ir. 

Moore’s  Irish  Melodies, 

Maclise’.s  Edition,  with  l6l  Steel 
Plates.  Super-royal  8vo.  2ir. 

Lectures  on  Harmony, 

delivered  at  the  Royal  Institution.  By 
G.  A.  Macfarren.  8vo.  izs. 


Sacred  and  Legendary 

Art.  By  Mrs.  Ja.meson.  6 vols. 
square  crown  8vo.  price  ^’5.  15L  6<f. 

Jameson’s  Legends  of  the 

Saints  and  Martyrs.  With  tg  Etch- 
ings and  187  Woodcuts,  2 vols.  3lr.  (xf. 

Jameson’s  Legends  of  the 

Monastic  Orders.  With  ii  Etchings 
and  88  Woodcuts,  t vol.  2ts. 

Jameson’s  Legends  of  the 

Madonna.  With  27  Etchings  and  165 
Woodcuts.  I vol.  21/. 

Jameson’s  History  of  the 

Saviour,  His  Types  and  Precursors. 
Completed  by  L.ady  EASTI.AKF..  With 
13  Etchings  and  281  Woodcuts. 
2 vols.  42f. 

The  Three  Cathedrals 

dedicated  to  St.  Paul  in  London, 

By  W.  Longman,  F.S.A.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Square  crown 
8vo.  21s. 


The  USEFUL  ARTS, 

The  Art  of  Scientific 

Discovery.  By  G.  Gore,  LL.D. 
F.R.S.  Author  of  ‘ The  Art  of  Electro- 
Metallurgy.’  Crown  8vo.  price  isr. 


MANUFACTURES,  &c. 

; The -Amateur  Mechanics’ 

[ Practical  Handbook  ; describing  the 
diflerent  Tools  required  in  the  Work- 
shop. By  A.  H.  G.  Hobson.  With 
33  Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 
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The  Engineer’s  Valuing 

Assistant.  By  H.  D.  IIoskoli>, 
Civil  and  Mining  Engineer,  i6  years 
Mining  Engineer  to  the  Dean  Forest 
Iron  Company.  8vo.  31/.  (xi. 

Industrial  Chemistry;  a 

Manual  for  Manufacturers  and  for  Col- 
leges or  Technical  Schools  ; n Transla- 
tion (by  Dr.  T.  H.  ItARRY)  of  Stoh- 
mann  and  Kngler’s  German  Kdition  of 
Tay'EN’s  ‘ Precis  deChimic  Industrielle;* 
with  Chapters  on  the  Chemistry  of  the 
Metals,  &c.  by  B.  II.  I’.YUI,  Ph.D.  With 
698  Woodcuts.  Medium  8vo.  421. 

Gwilt’s  Encyclopaedia  of 

Architecture,  with  aliove  1,600  Wood- 
cuts.  Revised  and  extended  by  W. 
Papworth.  8vo.  52J.  td. 

Lathes  and  Turning,  Sim- 
ple, Mechanical,  and  Ornamental.  By 
W.  H.  Nortiicott.  Second  Edition, 
with  338  Illustrations.  8vo.  l8r. 

Hints  on  Household 

Taste  in  Furniture,  Upholstery, 
and  other  Details.  By  C.  E.  East- 
lake.  Fourth  Edition,  with  lOO  Illus- 
trations. Square  crown  8vo.  14?. 

Handbook  of  Practical 

Telegraphy.  By  K.  S.  Cullf.v, 
Memb.  Inst.  C.E.  Seventh  Edition. 
Plates  & Woodcuts.  8vo.  price  l6f. 

A Treatise  on  the  Steam 

Engine,  in  its  various  applications  to 
Mines,  Mills,  Steam  Navigation.  Rail- 
ways and  Agriculture.  By  J.  Bourne, 
C.E.  With  Portrait,  37  Plates,  and 
546  Woodcuts,  4to.  42J. 

Recent  Improvements  in 

the  steam  Engine.  By  J.  Bourne, 
C.E.  Fcp.  8vo.  Woodcuts,  6r. 

Catechism  of  the  Steam 

Engine,  in  its  various  Applications. 
By  John  Bourne,  C.E.  Fcp.  8vo. 
Woodcuts,  6s. 

Handbook  of  the  Steam 

Engine,  a Key  to  the  Authors  Cate- 
chism of  the  Steam  Engine.  By  J. 
Bourne,  C.E.  Fcp.  8vo.  Woodcuts,  9s. 


Encyclopaedia  of  Civil 

Engineering,  Historical,  Theoretical, 
and  Practical.  By  E.  Cresy,  C.E. 
With  above  3,000  Woodcuts.  8vo.  42s. 

lire’s  Dictionary  of  Arts, 

Manufactures,  and  Mines.  Seventh 
BMition,  re-i^Titten  and  enlarged  by  R. 
Hunt,  F.K.S.  assisted  by  numerous 
contributor.  With  2,604  Woodcuts. 

4 vols.  medium  8vo.  7^- 

Practical  Treatise  on  Me- 

tallurgy.  Adapted  from  the  lost 
German  Edition  of  Professor  Kerl’s 
Metallurgy  by  W.  Crookks,  F.R.S. 
Sec.  ami  E.  Rohrig,  Ph.D.  3 vols. 
Svo.  with  625  Woodcuts.  19^- 

The  Theory  of  Strains  in 

Girders  and  sunilar  Structures,  with 

Ob-servations  on  the  application  of 
Theoi-y  to  Practice,  and  Tables  of  the 
Strength  and  other  Properties  of  Ma- 
terials. By  B.  B.  Stoney,  M.A. 
M.  Inst.  C.E.  Royal  8vo.  with  5 
Plates  and  123  Woodcuts,  36/. 

Railways  and  Locomo- 
tives ; a Scries  of  l.ectures  delivered 
at  the  School  of  Military  Engineering, 
Chatham,  in  the  year  1877.  /Cailways, 
by  John  Woi.fe  Barry,  M.  Inst.  C.E. 
Ijfcomctivest  by  F'.  J.  Bramwell, 
F.R.S.  M.  Inst.  C.E.  [/«  the  press. 

A Treatise  on  Mills  and 

MUlwork.  By  the  late  Sir  W.  Fair- 
bairn,  Bart.  C.E.  Fourth  Edition, 
with  18  Plates  and  333  Woodcuts. 

I vol.  Svo.  25J. 

Useful  Information  for 

Engineers.  By  the  late  Sir  W. 
Fairbairn,  Bart.  C.E.  With  many 
Plates  and  Woodcuts.  3 vols,  crown 
Svo.  31J.  6J. 

The  Application  of  Cast 

and  Wrought  Iron  to  Building 
Purposes,  By  the  late  Sir  W.  Fair- 
bairn, Bart.  C.E.  With  6 Plates  and 
Il8  Woodcuts,  Svo.  i6x. 

Anthracen;  its  Constitution, 

Properties,  Manufacture,  and  Deriva- 
tives, including  Artificial  Alizarin,  An- 
tlirapurpurin,  &c.  with  their  Applica- 
tions in  Dyeing  and  Printing.  By  G. 
Auerbach.  Translated  by  W. 
Crookes,  F.R.S  Svo.  izi. 
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Practical  Handbook  of 

Dyeing:  and  Calico-Printing:.  By  I 
W.  Crookes,  F.R.S.  &c.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  specimens  ] 
of  Dyed  Textile  Fabrics.  8vo.  42/.  1 

Mitchell’s  Manual  of 

Practical  Assayings.  Fourth  Edition,  j 
revised,  with  the  Recent  Discoveries  i 
incorporated,  by  W.  Crookes,  F.R.S. 
Crown  8vo.  Woodcuts,  311.  I 


Loudon’s  Encyclopcedia 

of  Gardening^ ; the  Theory  and  Prac- 
tice of  Horticulture,  Floriculture,  Arbori- 
culture & Landscape  Gardening.  With 
1,000  Woodcuts.  8vo.  t\s. 

Loudon’s  Encyclopaedia 

of  Agriculture  ; the  Laying-out,  Im- 
provement, and  Management  of  Landed 
Property ; the  Cultivation  and  Economy 
of  the  Productions  of  Agriailture.  With 
1, 100  Woodcuts.  8vo.  2IJ. 


RELIGIOUS  and 

An  Exposition  of  the  39 

Articles,  Historical  and  Doctrinal.  By 
E.  II.  Browne,  D.D.  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester. Eleventh  Edition.  8vo.  i6r. 

A Commentary  on  the 

39  Articles,  forming  an  Introduction  to 
the  Theolc^of  the  Church  of  England. 
By  the  Rev.  T.  P,  Boui.tbee,  LL.D. 
New  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Historical  Lectures  on 

the  Life  of  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

By  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.  8vo.  I2s. 

Sermons  preached  most- 
ly in  the  Chapel  of  Rugby  School 
by  the  late  T.  Arnold,  D.  D.  Collective 
lotion,  revised  by  the  Author’s 
Daughter,  Mrs.W.  E.  Forster.  6voIs. 
crown  8vo.  3or.  or  separately,  5r.  each. 

The  Eclipse  of  Faith  ; or 

a Visit  to  a Religious  Sceptic.  By 
Henry  Rogers.  Fep,  8V0.5/. 

Defence  of  the  Eclipse  of 

Faith.  By  H.  Rogers.  Fcp.  8vo.3f.  6d. 

Nature,  the  Utility  of 

Religion  and  Theism.  Three  Essays 
by  John  Stuart  Mill.  8vo.  ioj.  6^. 

A Critical  and  Gram- 
matical Commentary  on  St  Paul’s 
Epistles.  By  C.  J.  Ei.i.icott,  D.D. 
8vo.  Galatians,  8r.  6d.  Ephesians, 
8j-.  &/.  Pa.sloral  Epistles,  lot.  6d. 
Philippians,  Colossians,  Philemon, 
lor.  6<i,  Thessalonians,  ^s.  (xi. 


MORAL  WORKS. 

Conybeare  & Howson’s 

Life  and  Epistles  of  St.  Paul. 
I'hrce  Editions,  copiously  illustratetl. 

Library  Edition,  with  all  the  Original 
lllustmtious,  Maps,  Landscapes  on 
Steel,  Woodcuts,  &c.  2 vols.  410.  42J. 

Intermediate  Edition,  with  a Selection 
of  Maps,  Plates,  and  Woodcuts.  2 vols. 
square  crown  8vo.  2ix; 

Student's  Edition,  revised  and  con- 
densed, with  46  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
I vol.  crown  8vo.  qx. 

The  Jewish  Messiah ; 

Critical  History  of  the  Messianic  Idea 
I among  the  Jews,  from  the  Rise  of  the 
Maccabees  to  the  Closing  of  the  Tal- 
mud. By  James  Drummond,  B.A. 
8vo.  15/. 

Evidence  of  the  Truth  of 

the  Christian  Religion  derived  from 
the  Literal  Fulfilment  of  Prophecy.  By 
A.  Keith,  D.D.  40th  Edition,  with 
numerous  Plates.  Square  8vo.  I2r.  6d. 
or  post  8vo.  with  $ Plates,  &t. 

The  Prophets  and  Pro- 
phecy in  Israel ; an  Historical  and 
Critical  Inquiry.  By  Prof.  A.  Kiienen, 
Translated  from  the  Dutch  by  the  Rev. 
A.  Milroy,  M.A.  with  an  Introduc- 
tion by  J.  Muir,  D.C.L.  8vo.  zis. 

The  History  and  Litera- 
ture of  the  Israelites,  according  to 
the  Old  Testamenl  and  the  Apocrypha. 
By  C.  Df.  Rothschild  & A.  Ds 
Rothschiij).  2 vols.  crown  8vo, 
IZs.  6d.  1 vol.  fcp.  8vo.  31.  6d. 
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Mythology  among  the 

Hebrews  and  its  Historical  Develop- 
ment. By  Ignaz  Goldziher,  Tb.D. 
Translated  by  RussELL  Martinbau, 
M.A.  8 VO.  i6j. 

Bible  Studies.  By  M.  M. 

Kalisch,  Ph.D.  Part  J.  /Vv- 
ph^cUs  oj  Balaam,  8vo.  icxr.  6r4 
Part  II.  The  Book  of  fonak,  8vo, 
loj.  (>d. 

Historical  and  Critical 

Commentary  on  the  Old  Testament ; 

with  a New  Translation.  By  M.  M. 
Kalisch,  Ph.D.  VoL  I.  Genesis, 
8vo.  i8j.  or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader,  I2s.  Vol.  II.  Exodus,  15/.  or 
adapted  for  the  General  Reader,  12J. 
Vol.  III.  Leviticus,  Part  I.  15J.  or 
adapted  for  the  General  Reader,  8j. 
Vol.  IV.  Leviticus,  Part  II.  15/.  or 
adapted  for  the  General  Reader, 

Ewald’s  History  of  Israel. 

Translated  from  the  German  by  J.  E. 
Carpenter,  M.A.  with  Preface  by  R. 
Marti NEAU,  M.A.  5 vols.  8vo.  63s. 

Ewald’s  Antiquities  of 

IsraeL  Translated  from  the  German 
by  H.  S.  Solly,  M.A.  8vo.  12s.  6<l. 

The  Trident,  the  Cres- 
cent & the  Cross  ; a View  of  the 
Religious  History  of  India  during  the 
Hindu,  Buddhist,  Mohammedan,  and 
Christian  Periods.  By  the  Rev.  J. 
Vaughan.  8vo.  qi.  6d. 

The  Types  of  Genesis, 

briefly  considered  as  revealing  the 
Development  of  Human  Nature.  By 
A,  Jukes.  Crown  Svo.  7/,  6d. 

The  Second  Death  and 

the  Restitution  of  all  Things ; with 
some  Preliminary  Remarks  on  the 
Nature  and  Inspiration  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture. By  A.  Jukes.  Crown  Svo.  jr.  6cf. 

History  of  the  Reforma- 

tion in  Europe  in  the  time  of  Calvin. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  H.  Merle  D’Au- 
bign£,  D.  D.  Translated  by  W.  L. 
R.  Cates.  8 vols.  8vo.  price  £6.  I2s. 


Commentaries,  by  the  Rev. 

W.  A.  O’Conor,  B.A.  Rector  of  St. 
Simon  and  .St.  Jude,  Manchester. 

Epistle  to  the  Romans,  crown  Svo.'jr.  6d. 
Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  4s.  td. 

SL  John’s  Gospel,  icu.  6rf. 

Supernatural  Religion ; 

an  Inquiry  into  the  Realily  of  Divine 
Revelation.  3 vols.  Svo.  38/. 

The  Four  Gospels  in 

Greek,  with  Greek-Engfish  Lexicon. 
By  John  T.  White,  D.D.  Oxon. 
Square  32mo.  5r. 

Passing  Thoughts  on 

Religfion.  By  Elizabeth  M.  Sewell. 
Fcp.  Svo.  3r.  6t/. 

Thoughts  for  the  Age. 

by  Elizabeth  M.  Sewell.  New 
Edition.  Fcp,  Svo.  3/.  6</. 

Preparation  for  the  Holy 

Communion ; the  Devotions  chiefly 
from  the  works  of  Jeremy  Taylor.  By 
Elizabeth  M.  Sewell.  32mo.  y. 

The  Ritual  of  the  Altar, 

or  Order  of  the  Holy  Communion 
according  to  the  Church  of  England. 
F^ted  by  the  Rev.  O.  Shipley,  M.A. 
Second  l^lition,  revi.sed  and  enlai^ed, 
with  Frontispiece  and  70  Woodcuts. 
Small  folio,  42/. 

Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor’s 

Entire  Works ; with  Life  by  Bishop 
lleber.  Revised  and  corrected  by  the 
Rev.  C.  P.  Eden,  io  vols.  y. 

Hymns  of  Praise  and 

Prayer.  Corrected  and  edited  by 
Rev.  John  Martineau,  LL.D. 
Crown  8vo.  \s.  bd.  32mo.  ir.  bd. 

One  Hundred  H olySongs, 

Carols  and  Sacred  BalUds,  Original 
and  Suitable  for  Music.  Square  fcp. 
Svo.  2s.  6ii. 


Spiritual  Songs  for  the 

Sundays  and  Holidays  throughout 
the  Year.  By  J.  S.  B.  Monsei.l, 
LL.D.  Fcp.  8vo.  5r.  iSmo.  2i, 
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Lyra  Germanica ; Hymns 

translated  from  the  German  by  Miss  C. 
WiNKWORTii.  Fcp.  8vo.  5x. 

The  Temporal  Mission 

of  the  Holy  Ghost ; or,  Keason  and 
Revelation.  Dy  IIksry  Edward 
Mannjng,  D.D.  Crown  Svp.  8x.  6</. 

Hours  of  Thought  on 

Sacred  Things  ; a Volume  of  Ser- 
mons. liy  JA.MES  MaRTINEAU,  1).  U. 
LI ..  D.  Crown  8vo.  Price  "Js.  (ui. 


Endeavours  after  the 

Christian  Life  ; Discourses.  Hy 
James  Martineau,  D.D.  LL.D. 
Fifth  Ed  uion.  Crown  8 vo.  yx.  6#/. 

The  Pentateuch  8e  Book 

of  Joshua  Critically  Examined. 

By  J.  W.  CoLENSO,  D.D.  lirshop  of 
Natal.  Crown  8vo.  6r. 

Lectures  on  the  Penta- 
teuch and  the  Moabite  Stone  ; with 
Appendices.  By  J.  W.  CoLEN’SO, 
'D.I>.  Bishop  of  Natfll.  8vo.  I2r. 


TRAVELS,  VOYAGES,  &c. 


A Voyage  in  the  ‘Sun- 
beam,’ our  Home  on  the  Ocean  for 
Eleven  Months.  By  Mrs.  Bkassey. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  8 Maps  and  Charts 
and  ll8  Wood  Engravings.  8vo.  2ir. 

A Year  in  Western 

France.  By  M,  Betii.vm-Edwards. 
Crown  8vo.  Frontispiece,  tor,  (>if. 

One  Thousand  Miles  up 

the  Nile;  a Journey  through  Egypt 
and  Nubia  to  the  Second  Cataract. 
By  AstELtA  B.  Edward.'!.  With  PIan.s, 
Maps  & Illustrations.  Imperial  8vo.  42f. 

The  Indian  Alps, and  H ow 

we  Crossed  them ; Two  Years’ 
Residence  in  the  Eastern  Himalay.a.s, 
and  Two  Months’  Tour  into  the  Interior. 
By  a Lady  Pioneer.  With  Illustra- 
tions. Imperial  8vo,  42r. 

Discoveries  at  Ephesus, 

Including  the  Site  and  Remains  of  the 
Great  Temple  of  Diana,  liy  J.  T. 
AVooDj  F.S.  a.  With  27  Lithographic 
Plates  and  4a  Wood  Engra.vings,  Me- 
dium 8vo.  6jx. 

Through  Bosnia  and  the 

Herzegovina  on  Foot  during  the 
Insurrection,  August  and  September 
1875.  By  Artiiur  j.  Evans,  B.A. 
F.S. A.  Map  & Woodcuts.  8vo.  i8x. 

Illyrian  Letters,  from  the 

Provinces  of  Bosnia,  Herzegovina,  Mon- 
tenegro, Albania,  Dalmatia,  Croatia  & 
Slavonia,  during  the  year  1S77.  By  A. 
J.  Evans,  B.A.  E.S.A.  Post  8vo. 
Maps.  7j.  (ui. 


Over  the  Sea  and  Far 

Away ; a Narrative  of  a Ramble 
round  the  World,  By  T.  W.  IIinch- 
UFF.  M.  A.  With  14  fuil-pate  Illuslra- 
tioiK.  Medinm  8vo.  2D.  - 

Guide  to  the  P*yrenees, 

for  the  use  of  Mountaineers.  By 
Charles  I* acre:  Crown  8vo.  yx.  6d. 

The  Alpine  Club  Map  of 

~ 1 Switzerland)  with  parts  orihe  Neigh- 
lyouring  Countries,  on  the  scale  of  Four 
Miles  to  an  Inch.  Edited  hy  R.  C. 
Nichols,  E. R.G..S.  4Sheets in  Port- 
folio, 42r.  coloured,  or  342.  uncoloured. 

The  Alpine  • Guide.'  By 

John  Ball,  M.R.I.A.  PostSvo.  with 
Maps  and  other  Illustrrrtions. 

The  Eastern  Alps,  I or.  6d. 
Central  Alps,  including  all 

the  Obcrland  District,  yx.  6d, 

Western  Alps,  including 

Mont  Blanc,  Monte  Rosa,  Zermatt,  &c. 
Price  (a.  6d. 

On  Alpine  Travelling  and 

the  Geolog;yof  the  Alps. . Price  ix. 
ICither  of  the  3 Volumes  or  Parts  of  the 
‘Alpine  Guide’  may  be  had  with  this 
Introduction  prefixed,  Ix.  extra.  ‘ The 
Alpine  Guide  ’ may  also  be  had  in-  10 
separate  Parts,  or  districts,  2x.  6if.  each. 

How  to  see  Norway.  By 

J.  R.  Campbell.  Ecp.  Svo.  Map  & 
Woocicuts,  5x, 
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Memorials  of  the  Dis- 
covery and  Early  Settlement  of  the 
Bermudas  or  Somers  Islands,  from 
1615  to  1685.  By  Major-General  Sir 
J.  II.  Lefroy,  R.A.  Vol.  I.  imperial 
8vo.  with  2 Maps,  30J. 


Eight  Years  in  Ceylon. 

By  Sir  Samuel  W.  Baker,  M.A. 
Cro^v^l  8vo.  Woodcuts,  7j.  ^d. 

The  Rifle  and  the  Hound 

in  Ceylon.  By  Sir  Samuel  W.  Baker, 
M.A.  Crown  8vo.  Woodcuts,  7j.  6</. 


WORKS  of  FICTION. 


Novels  and  Tales.  By  the 

Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Beacons- 
ITELD,  K.G.  Cabinet  Editions,  complete 
in  Ten  Volumes,  crown  8vo.  6j.  each. 

Lothair,  dr.  ' Venetia,  dr. 


Coning^sby,  6s,  Alroy,  Ixion,  &c.  6j'. 
Sybil,  6s.  \ Yoimgf  Duke  &c.  6s. 

Taacred,  6s.  | Vivian  Grey,  dr. 

Henrietta  Temple,  6s. 
Contarini  Fleming^,  &c.  dr. 


The  Atelier  du  Lys ; or  an 

Art-Student  in  the  Reign  of  Terror. 
By  the  author  of  ‘ Mademoiselle  Mori.’ 
Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 


Whispers  from  Fairy- 
land. By  the  Right  Hon.  E.  H. 
Knatchbull-Hugessen,  M.P.  With 
9 Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  3^.  6d. 

Higgledy-Piggledy ; or, 

Stories  for  Everybody  and  Every- 
body’s Children.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
E.  II.  Knatchbull-Huges.sen,  M.P. 
With  9 Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  3j.  6d. 

Stories  and  Tales.  By 

Elizabeth  M.  Sewell.  Cabinet 
Edition,  in  Ten  Volumes,  each  contain- 
ing a complete  Tale  or  Story  ; — 

Amy  Herbert,  2s.  6d.  Gertrude,  2s,  6d. 
The  Earl’s  Daughter,  2s.  6d,  The 
Experience  of  Life,  2s.  6d.  Cleve 
Hall,  2s.  6d,  Ivors,  2s.  6ii.  Katharine 
Ashton,  2s.  6d.  Margaret  Percival, 
3r.  6d. . Laneton  Parsonage,  3^.  6d. 
Ursula,  3L  6d, 


The  Modern  Novelist's 

Library.  Each  work  complete  in  itself, 
price  2s.  boards,  or  2j.  6d.  cloth. 

By  Lord  Beaconsfielu. 

Lothair, 

Coningst)y. 

Sybil. 

Tancred. 

Venetia. 

Henrietta  Temple. 

Contarini  Fleming. 

Alroy,  Ixion,  &c. 

The  Young  Duke,  &c. 

Vivian  Grey. 

By  Anthony  Trollope. 

Barchester  Towers. 

The  Warden. 

By  the  Author  of  ‘The  Rose  Garden,’ 
Unawares. 

By  Major  Whyte-Melville. 

Digby  Grand. 

General  Bounce. 

Kate  Coventry. 

The  Gladiators. 

Good  for  Nothing. 

Holmby  House. 

The  Interpreter. 

The  Queen’s  Maries. 

By  the  Author  of  ‘ The  Atelier  du  Lys.’ 
Mademoiselle  Mori. 

By  Various  Writers. 

Atherstone  Priory. 

The  Burgomaster’s  Family. 

Elsa  and  her  Vulture. 

The  Six  Sisters  of  the  Valleys. 


The  Novels  and  Tales  of  the  Right  Honourable 

the  Earl  of  BeacOnsfield,  K.G.  Complete  in  Ten  Volumes,  crown  8vo.  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  price  30/. 
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POETRY  and 

Lays  of  Ancient  Rome; 

with  Ivry  and  the  Armada.  By  Lord 
Macaulay.  i6mo.  y.  (xi. 

Horatii  Opera.  Library 

Edition,  with  English  Notes  Marginal 
References  & various  Readings.  Edited 
by  Rev.  J.  E.  VoNCE,  M.A.  8vo.  21s. 

Poems  by  Jean  Ingelow. 

2 vols.  fcp.  8vo.  lOij. 

First  Series,  containing  'Divided,'  ‘The 
Star's  Monument,’  &c.  Fcp.  8vo.  Sx. 

Second  Serif„s,  ‘A  Story  of  Doom,' 
‘ Gladys  and  her  Island,’  &c.  5x. 

Poems  by  Jean  Ingelow. 

First  Series,  w'ith  nearly  lOo  Woodcut 
Illustrations.  Fcp.  4to.  2is, 


THE  DRAMA. 

; Festus,  a Poem.  By 

Philip  James  Bau.ev.  loih  Edition, 
j enlarged  & revised.  Crown  8vo.  I2r.  Cfi'. 

‘ The  Iliad  of  Homer,  Ho- 

mometrically  translated  by  C.  B. 
Cayi.ey,  Translator  of  Dante’s  Comedy, 
&c.  8vo.  I2X.  6a'. 

The  iEneid  of  Virgil. 

Translated  into  English  Verse.  ByJ. 
CoNiNGTON,  M..\.  Crown  8vo. 

Bowdler’s  Family  Shak- 

speare.  Genuine  Edition,  in  i vol. 
metlium  8vo.  large  type,  with  36  Wood- 
cuts, 14s.  or  in  6 vols.  fcp.  8vo.  2U. 

' Southey’s  Poetical 

Works,  with  the  Author’s  last  Cor- 
rections and  Additions.  Medium  8vo. 
with  I’ortrait,  14J. 


RURAL  SPORTS,  HORSE  and  CATTLE 
MANAGEMENT,  &c. 


Annals  of  the  Road ; or. 

Notes  on  Mail  and  Stage-Coaching  in 
Great  Britain.  By  Captain  Malet. 
With  3 Woodcuts  and  lo  Coloured 
Illustrations.  Medium  8vo.  2is. 

Down  the  Road ; or,  Re- 

minlscences  of  a Gentleman  Coachman. 
By  C.  T.  S.  Birch  Key.vardson. 
Second  Edition,  with  12  Coloured 
Illustrations.  Medium  Svo.  ai/« 

Blaine’s  Encyclopaedia  of 

Rural  Sports;  Complete  Accounts, 
Historical,  Practical,  and  Descriptive, 
of  Hunting,  Shooting,  Fishing,  Racing, 
&c.  With  600  Wo<^cuts.  Svo.  21/. 

A Book  on  Angling  ; or, 

T reatise  on  the  Art  of  Fishing  in  every 
branch  ; including  full  Illustrated  Lists 
ofSalmon  Flies.  By  Fr.vncis  Francis.  | 
Post  Svo.  Portrait  and  Plates,  15X.  , 

Wilcocks’s  Sea-Fisher-  i 

maxi:  comprising  the  Chief  Methods 
of  Hook  and  Line  Fishing,  a glance  at 
Nets,  and  remarks  on  Boats  and  Boat- 
ing. Post  Svo.  Woodcuts,  12/.  6;/, 


I The  Fly-Fisher’s  Ento- 

' tnology.  By  Alfred  Ronalds. 
With  20  Coloureil  Plates.  Svo.  141. 

Horses  and  Riding.  By 

George  Nkvile,  M.A.  With  3!  Illus- 
trations. Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Horses  and  Stables.  By 

Colonel  F.  Fitzvyi^gram,  XV.  the 
King’s  Hus.sars,  With  24  Plates  of 
Illustrations.  Svo.  los.  6<f. 

Youatt  on  the  Horse. 

Revi.sed  and  enlarged  by  W.  Watson, 
M.R.C.V.S.  Svo.  Woodcuts,  12/.  6i/, 

Youatt’s  Work  on  the 

Dog.  Revised  and  enlarg«l.  Svo. 
Woodcuts,  6s. 

The  Dog  in  Health  and 

Disease.  By  Stonehenge.  With 
73  Wood  Engravings.  Square  crown 
8vo.  ^s.  (k{. 

The  Greyhound.  By 

Stonehenge.  Revised  Edition,  with 
25  Portraits  of  Greyhounds,  &c. 
Square  crown  Svo.  15J. 
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Stables  and  Stable  Fit- 

tinges.  By  W.  Miles.  Imp.  8vo. 
with  13  Plates,  15L 

The  Horse’s  Foot,  and 

How  to  keep  it  Sound.  By  W. 

Miles.  Imp.  avo.  AYoodcuts,  12/.  td. 

A Plain  Treatise  on 

HorsC'Shoeing;.  ByW.  MiL£i>.  Post 
8vo.  Woodcuts,  2i.  6«/. 


Remarks  on  Horses’ 

Teeth,  addressed  to  Purchasers.  By 
W.  Miles.  Post  Sva  u.  6t/. 

The  Ox,  his  Diseases  and 

their  Treatment  j with  an  Essay  on 
Parturition  in  the  Cow.  By  J.  R. 
Dobsov,  M.R.C.V.S.  Crown  Svo. 
Illustrations,  7/.  6</. 


WORKS  of  UTILITY  and  GENERAL 
INFORMATION. 


Maunder’s  Treasury  of 

Knowledge  and  Library  of  Refer- 
ence ; comprising  an  English  Diction- 
ary and  Grammar,  Universal  Gazetteer, 
Classical  Dictionary,  Chronology,  Law 
Dictionary,  Synoj>sis  of  the  Peerage, 
Useful  Tables,  &c.  Fcp.  Svo.  Cs. 

Maunder’s  Biographical 

Treasury.  Latest  Edition,  recon- 
structed and  jmrlly  re-written,  with 
above  1,600  additional  Memoirs,  by 
W.  L.  R.  Cates.  Fcp.  Svo,  6x. 

Maunder’s  Scientific  and 

Literary  Treasury;  a Popular  En- 
cyclopivilia  of  Science,  Literature,  and 
Art.  Latest  Edition,  partly  re-written, 

• with  alx)vc  1,000  New  Articles,  by  J. 

V.  JoHN.soN.  Fcp.  Svo,  6x. 

Maunder’s  Treasury  of 

Geography,  Physical,  nistoric.il, 
Descriptive,  and  Political.  Edited  by 

W.  Hughks,  F.R.G.S.  With  7 Maps 
and  16  Plates.  Fcp.  Svo.  6s. 

Maunder’s  Historical 

Treasury;  Introductory  Outlines  of 
Universal  llislory,  and  Separate  His- 
tories of  all  Nations.  Revi.sed  by  the 
Rev.  Sir  G.  W.  ,Cox,  Bart.  M.A. 
Fcp.  Svo.  6s. 

Maunder’s  Treasury  of 

Natural  History ; or.  Popular  Dic- 
tionary of  /^oology.  Revised  and 
corrected  Edition.  Fcp.  Svo.  with 
900  Wooflcuts,  6s. 

The  Treasury  of  Botany, 

or  Popular  Dictionary  of  the  Vegetable 
Kin^om  ; with  which  is  incorporated 
a Glossary  of  Botanical  Term.s.  Edited 
by  J.  Lindi.EY,  F.R.S.  and  T.  MoORE, 
F.L.S.  With  274  Woodcuts  and  20 
Steel  Plates.  Two  Parts,  fcp.  Svo.  I2j. 


The  Treasury  of  Bible 

Knowledge;  being  a Dictionary  of 
the  Books,  Persons,  Places,  Events, 
and  other  Matters  of  which  mention  is 
made  in  Holy  Scripture.  By  the  Rev. 
J.'AYre,  M.A.  Maps,  Plates &Wood- 
CTits.  Fcp.  Svo.  6x. 

A Practical  Treatise  on 

Brewing ; with  Formula-  for  Public 
Brewers  & Instmctioiis  for  Private  Fam- 
ilies, By  W.  Black.  Svo.  ioj.  6d. 

The  Theory  of  the  Mo- 

dem  Scientific  Game  of  Whist. 

By  W’.  Pole,  F.R.S,  Tenth  Edition. 
Fcp.  Svo.  2j.  6d. 

The  Correct  Card ; or, 

How  to  Play  at  Whist;  a Whist 
Catechism.  By  Captain  A.  Campuble- 
Walker,  F.R.G.S.  Now  Edition. 
Fcp.  Sva  2s.  6d. 

The  Cabinet  Lawyer;  a 

Popular  Digest  of  the  Laws  of  England, 
Civil,  Criminal,  and  Constitutional. 
Twenty-Fifth  Edition,  corrected  and 
extended.  Fcp.  Svo.  9x. 

Chess  Openings.  By  F.W. 

Longman,  BalHoI  College,  Oxford.* 
Second  Edition,  Fcp.  Svo.  zs.  6(t 

English  Chess  Problems. 

Edited  by  J.  Pierce,  M.A.  and  W, 
T.  Pierce.  With  608  Diagrams. 
Crowm  Svo.  I2s.  6ti, 

Pewtner’s  Compre- 

hensive  Specifier;  a Guide  to  the 
Practical  Specification  of  every  kind  of 
Building-Artificer’s  Work.  Liiled  by 
W.  Young.  Crovni  Svo.  6s. 
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A Handbook  on  Gold 

and  Silver,  liyan  Inpian  Oi  ficer. 

8vo.  I2S.  6J. 

The  English  Manual  of 

Banking:.  Arthur  Crump. 

Second  Edition,  revised  and  enlargeil. 
8\t).  15^. 

Modern  Cookery  for  Pri- 
vate Families,  reduced  to  a S)’stem 
of  Easy  Practice  in  a Series  of  carefully- 
tested  Receipts.  Ily  Eliza  Actox. 
AVith  8 Hales  and  1 50  Woodcuts.  Ecp. 
8vo.  6s. 

Hints  to  Mothers  on  the  I 

Manag^ement  of  their  Health  during  | 
the  Period  of  Pregnancy  and  in  the 
Lying-in  Room.  ]!y  TltOM.ts  Bull,  ; 
M.D.  Fcp.  8vo,  2s.  Cxi.  I 

The  Maternal  Mana!ge-  i 

ment  of  Children  in  Health  and 
Disease.  By  Thomas  Bill,  M.D. 
Fcp.  Svo.  2i.  6d. 


Economics  for  Beginners ' 

By  Ti.  I").  MAULRftti,  M.A.  ‘ Small 
crown  Svo.  2.t,  0#/. 

The  Elements  of  Bank- 

ing:.  By  Hi  I>.  Maci;kod,  M.A,  i 
Third  Edition,’  Crown  8vo.  ^s.  6</. 

The  Theory  arid  Practice 

of  Banking:.  By  H.  I>.  Maolbod,  • 
M.A.  2 vols.  Svo.  26/. 

The  Resources  of  Mod- 

era  Countries ; Kssays  towards.,  an 
K.stimale  of  the  Economic  }*osition  of 
Nations  and  British  Trade  Trospccts, 
By  AlkX.  VVuii<»N.  avals.  Svo. ^^4r. 

Willich’s  Popular.Tables 

for  ascertaining,  according  to  tlie  Carlisle 
Tabl^  of  Mortality,  the  value  of  Life* 
hoM,  Leai^holdj  ami  Churck  1‘ropeHy, 
Kcncmal  Fines,  ^ Reversion^  &t.'  'Also 
Legpicy,  Succession  Duy',  and 
various  other  useful  tables.  Eighth 
E<^lition.  Post  Svo.  loj. 


INDEX. 


AbMey  s Photography ii 

Acton’s  Modem  Cookery ai 

Alpine  Club  of  Switzerland  17 

Alpine  Guide  ("nie) 17 

Amos’s  Jurisprudence  5 

Primer  of  tlie  Constitution 5 

Anderson's  Stren^h  of  Materials 11 

Armitage's  Childhood  of  the  English 

Nation  3 

Armstrong' s Organic  Chemistry  ix 

Amolds^x.'\  Lectures  on  Modem  History  2 

Miscellaneous  Works  7 

Sermons  15 

- ■ (T. ) Manual  of  English  Litera- 
ture  6 

Elements  of  Physics xo 

Atelier  (The)  du  Lys  18 

Alherstone  iSiory 18 

Autumn  Holidays  of  a Country  Parson  ...  7 

Ayres  Treasury  of  Bible  Knowledge  ......  20 

Bacon  s E-ssays,  by  Abbott  6 

■ by  Whaicly  6 

■ Life  and  Letters,  by  Spedding  „.  5 

■ Works  5 

Bailey'. t Festus,  .a  Poem 19 

Bain  s Mental  and  Moral  Science..... 6 

- - ■ on  the  Senses  and  Intellect  6 

■ Emotions  and  Will 6 

Bakcf^s  Two  Works  on  Ceylon 18 


Balts  Guide  to  the  Central  Alps  17 

—Guide  to  the  Wcslera  Alps...... 17 

Guide  to  llie  Eastern  Alps  . 17 

Barry  on.  Railw.iy  .Apnlianccs  1 1 

Barry  Bramu'clf  s Lectures  on  Railways 

and  Locomotives 14 

Bcaconsfield's  tlx>rd)  Novels  and  Talcs  ...  18 
Bccsly’s  Gracchi,  Marius,  and  Sulla  3 

Black's  Treatise  on  Brewing  20 

German-English  Dictiozvu’y..».«4  , 8 

Blaine's  Rural  Sports 19 

Bloxam's  Tslclais  21 

Bolland  sxxid  Lang’s  ArUlotWs  Pcrfilics.M...  6 
Boultbee  on  39  Articles... 15 
Bournes  Catechism  of  the  Steam  Engine  . 14 

■ Handbook  of  Steam  Engine 24 

' Treatise  on  the  Steam  Engino  ...  14 

' Improvements  in  the  same........_.  .14 

Bawdier  s Family  Shakapeart  19 
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